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has all the typical drama and typical characters you’d find in high
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fear, betrayal and humiliation. All The Worlds
Between Us is a terrific tale of
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impressed that Ms. Miller won me over with a well written
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Things is an emotionally raw read with plenty of drama. The
journey Reagan and Blair share is rough in places but there is a
beauty that you won’t want to miss out on.”—Lesbian Review
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“Miller tackled the tough subject of grief in
Before. After. Always. It didn’t feel too
painful reading, but all the emotions were there.”—Hsinju’s Lit Log
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Dedication

They know who they are.


Chapter One

“They lost my telescope! I can’t believe they lost
my telescope.”

The baggage claim carousel spun around luggage of
all sizes from the next flight. Everyone from my Hartford flight
had collected their luggage and had already carried on their way as
I remained in the same spot with one bag down. One very important
bag down.

“What? Honey, slow down. What’s going on?” my mom
said on the other end of the phone, significantly calmer than I
was, but then again, she hadn’t spent most of her graduation money
on an awesome, portable telescope that was now lost somewhere
between Hartford and Charleston.

“The airline lost my luggage, the one with my
telescope. How do you lose a whole telescope?”

Anger boiled in me as I imagined my second suitcase
chilling all by itself. I had watched the man behind the desk load
my two suitcases on the conveyor belt, one after the other, at the
Hartford airport. How did only one of them get lost? The most
important one with the most expensive thing?

“My summer would start this way,” I said and plopped
in a seat.

“Remi, take a deep breath. Things get lost all the
time,” Mom said in a soothing voice. She was always my voice of
reason when I panicked. “Go to the booth and file a missing luggage
claim.”

This had been my first solo flight. I barely had any
idea how to navigate an airport, let alone file a missing luggage
claim. I was lucky that I’d figured out my layover without missing
my flight.

“Why did I come down here again?” I asked as I got
up and followed signs to whatever booth my mom was talking
about.

“To reconcile with your father.” I rolled my eyes at
how she said, “your father.” How she said it then wasn’t as harsh
as all the other times, probably because she knew I was in crisis
mode. They’d both had made it apparent that they didn’t like each
other. Fine. Understandable. But now wasn’t the time. I’d lost my
telescope, my baby, the thing I’d spent all my graduation money on
and part of my savings for. There wasn’t time for bitterness.
Almost as if she caught herself, her voice softened when she
continued. “Remi, open mind, remember? You’re lucky that you have a
father and one who wants to spend time with you.”

I guess Mom was right. I was grateful for those
things. I just wasn’t grateful for everything that had come between
our family over the last four years. A divorce that had turned ugly
and greedy. I went from being both of their daughters to their
messenger, and now, Dad had told me that if I didn’t visit him for
the summer, he wouldn’t be paying anything toward college.

My dad was basically extorting me.

He’d told me this two weeks before I’d graduated
high school, after I’d already decided on my out-of-state school,
and the scholarship deadlines had already passed. Now, he’d made me
choose between spending my last summer at home with my best friend
Brie or in a city that I’d never been to with his super rich and
super famous new wife that he’d married eight months after the
divorce.

He knew how much college meant to me, he knew how
excited I was for getting into my dream school, MIT, but I couldn’t
even enjoy all of that because my life and my dreams had become
part of his divorce chess game, one last “fuck you” to my mom. He’d
aimed the knife at her, but instead, it’d hit me.

It was icing on the cake that my summer of
acquiescence started with one of my suitcases missing, the one that
held my escape from all of this: my telescope. At least with it, I
could leave the divorce and the anger on Earth and disappear into
the sky. Just for a moment. One of many much-needed moments I knew
I would need this summer.

Once I hung up with my mom and filed my first ever
missing luggage claim, I wheeled my lone suitcase outside through
the automatic doors to the arrivals area and halted in my tracks.
It was the first time I’d met the thick, South Carolina humidity,
and it was jarring, like an invisible wet flannel blanket draped
from the sky. Not even a minute in, the humidity liquified into
beads of sweat along my hairline and the back of my neck.

Did I land in hell?

I pulled my phone back out and saw I already had a
text from my dad. When I slid open the message, my fingers left a
trail of sweat on the screen: Got stuck on a work
call, but Serena has offered to pick you up. Will see you when you
get home. Excited to see you! Love, Dad.

I laughed because it was no shock to me that he
wouldn’t be able to pick me up. We hadn’t made time for each other
in the last year since his wedding, so what was another hour of
waiting?

A white Range Rover pulled around the row of idling
taxis and cars, then parked right in front of me. When the driver’s
door opened, a head of blond hair and elegance stepped out. Even
with the square black Prada glasses hiding half of her face, I knew
the woman in white jeans, a black tank top, and black wedge
sandals. Serena DeLuca, darling of the Food Network. She’d started
out on a reality show that followed a catering company and the
high-profile events they cooked for, like the Met Gala and the
Oscars, and the show had won a Daytime Emmy. Then she became the
star judge on Home Kitchen Masters, where
amateur chefs competed for a cash prize, and her newest show,
Chef Queens, was on Hulu, where she
traveled all over the world and met successful female chefs. Brie
was obsessed with the show, and part of me really hated that.

On top of her TV appearances, she owned two high-end
Italian restaurants in Manhattan and LA, both with Michelin-star
status. And somehow, she was my stepmother.

I hadn’t met her yet. While she and my dad had
dated, I was too pissed off to meet her, and the few times I’d made
it to Brooklyn to visit my dad, she’d been away filming in
different African countries for season two of Chef
Queens. The year before, they’d eloped in the Amalfi Coast
in Italy, and a huge part of me was relieved that I wasn’t expected
to fake a smile at my dad’s wedding.

“Is that Remi?” She said it in a way that showed she
already knew the answer was yes. Her smile was wide and showcased
pearly white teeth that she’d probably invested a lot of money in.
“What a looker you are! Oh my God, it’s so nice to meet you.”

She opened her arms for a hug and took me in. She
smelled like money, and the perfume wafting off her was probably
worth more than my whole life.

“Hi, Serena. It’s nice to meet you too,” I said to
be nice and respectful, not because I genuinely meant it.

As much as my dad had hurt me over the last four
years since he and Mom had told me that they were separating, I
still wanted to reconcile with him, and what came with that was
learning to move on and accept his new wife. It wasn’t really
anything against her. Any woman he’d dated, then married, eight
months after the divorce would have resulted in me having some sort
of grudge against them. I didn’t want to feel that way about
someone I didn’t know anything about, so I tried very hard to force
out the pleasantries.

“How was your flight?” she asked while she took my
suitcase and popped it in the back.

“It was fine,” I said, biting back the fresh anger
over my lost luggage. I knew Dad would ask the same question, and
he would understand how upset I was when I told them the airline
lost my telescope. That was one thing we still had in common: love
for the stars. Nothing would take away Dad’s love for space. He was
the one who’d gotten me into it. He was the reason why I’d wanted
to go to MIT, one of the best schools for aerospace engineering
that would prepare me to go to space someday.

That was why it hurt a little more that he’d used my
tuition against me.

But the summer needed to start with baby steps that
would hopefully heal our broken relationship. I told myself I
couldn’t focus on the large cracks that had wedged us apart, like
the divorce or the tuition. I needed to focus on the things that
bonded us together, like telescopes and the stars. Honestly, I just
really wanted my best friend back. Constantly running through the
list of everything he did wrong was so draining and exhausting, I
wanted it to be over. Swallowing my pride and the list of all of
wrongs was like trying to swallow a watermelon, but it needed to
happen. Maybe over the summer, that watermelon would turn into a
seed. But the start of forgiving him started with me, and I
couldn’t start until I knew part of Old Dad was still in him.

“I bet you’re hungry,” Serena said. “Let’s head back
so you can get settled in, see your dad, and get some food in
you.”

I forced a smile. “That sounds great.”

I’d never been to Gaslight Shores, South Carolina,
but I’d seen countless pictures online. It was a small town on one
of South Carolina’s many sea islands that boomed during the summer.
When we crossed over the bridge, a wooden sign with a palmetto
hanging over a gaslit streetlamp read, “Welcome to Gaslight Shores.
Incorporated 1936.” It was roughly forty minutes outside of
Charleston, but the small resort town mimicked the charm of the
city. Once we drove through the low country, west end of the
island, it became increasingly populated. Pastel-colored colonial,
Georgian, and federal architecture trailed down Main Street, which
pooled into the famous boardwalk adorned with a Ferris wheel at the
end.

With that quick driving tour, the town piqued my
interest. Serena told me that it was known as the Montauk of the
South. I’d never been to Montauk either, but even with that
reputation, an image popped into my head of a quaint, ritzy seaside
town, and the actual sights of downtown Gaslight Shores lived up to
it. A beautiful and lively oceanfront town that I was sure provided
a beguiling backdrop for a quintessential summer. If only the
circumstances were a little different, I’m sure I would have been
open to seeing all of its beauty and not just the beauty that was
apparent, like the buildings, palm trees, ocean glimmering in the
sun, and the gas lamps that lined the boardwalk.

After the downtown tour, Serena drove to the
southern part of the island, much quieter than the eastern part
where the boardwalk and ocean were. Once we got off the main road,
we turned onto a quiet one hidden under a boulevard of live oak
trees dripping with Spanish moss, reflecting the image in my head
ever since I’d agreed to this egregious plan. About a mile in, we
approached a wrought iron gate that had a keypad on the left.
Serena typed in a code, and the doors slowly opened.

I stopped my mouth from falling open, but in my
head, I couldn’t believe I was about to spend my summer in a gated
community.

The live oaks continued to line the road that weaved
around houses that grew larger the farther into the community we
drove. The trees dispersed on the right, and bright green grass
popped out of nowhere, an idyllic golf course in the midst of the
surrounding marsh. A yellow crossing sign warned us on the right,
and about a half mile later, we stopped for two carts full of
middle-aged white men in polos. They waved, and so did Serena, and
once they’d made it safely to the other side, we continued.

As gorgeous as the community was, I felt so out of
place, and I wondered how Dad felt in it. We were middle-class and
lived in a nice, comfortable, modest home outside of New Haven,
Connecticut. Dad loved backyard barbeques and would find any excuse
to grill out back. One time in the winter, it was surprisingly warm
outside, and what did Dad do? He grilled steaks for us. He loved
finding garage sales around our town, and if one was particularly
good, he’d come home first to tell Mom so they could go
together.

Somewhere in between those days and now, my dad had
morphed into a guy I didn’t recognize. A guy who married a woman
twelve years younger than him, who lived in a rowhouse in the Upper
West Side three out of the four seasons, and then traveled to his
mansion in a gated community during the summers. Nothing about the
Palms, its wrought iron gate, and its enormous golf course was Dad,
and though the community’s beauty was apparent and right in your
face, it wasn’t strong enough to prevent me from feeling more of my
dad slip further away into his new life.

Serena made a left onto Palmetto Bluffs Way, where
the richest people in the development seemed to live. The houses
doubled in size. In the back of a cul-de-sac, Serena pulled into
the half-circle driveway, and one look at the house I’d be staying
in literally had my mouth parting in awe.

Serena’s house looked like it belonged to a famous
chef with three TV shows and two Michelin-star restaurants. The
house—more like estate—had three, two-story columns greeting us
from in front of a brick patio with a porch swing dangling on the
left side. To the right of the house stood a detached, three-car
garage with three windows above it, and I wondered if there was an
apartment on the second level.

Inside the open garage doors, a golf cart was
plugged into the wall next to a dark blue Jaguar coupe convertible
and a dark gray Aston Martin Vantage convertible. My mouth fell
again. A freaking Aston Martin. It had been my dad’s dream car ever
since he was a little kid because James Bond drove one. He and Mom
had fantasized about what they would do when they retired and how
they would spend their money, and he’d hoped to have enough for an
Aston Martin one day.

Turns out, he’d finally gotten it.

“Holy hell,” I muttered as I opened my door. I was
reacquainted with the thick air and a cacophony of hums and chirps
from the woods to the left. And then a massive brown thing the size
of a cockroach flew right in front of me. I shrieked and swatted my
arms everywhere. Serena chuckled. When the flying cockroach was out
of sight, a potent shudder snaked down my spine.

“Aw, you had a little palmetto bug saying hello to
you,” Serena said.

“A what? And that wasn’t little. That was a flying
cockroach.”

She tilted her head and looked at me
sympathetically. “Honey, in the south, cockroaches fly. The cicadas
make that loud sound all day. Also, watch out for the gators.”

Suddenly, my disgust for the flying cockroach
disappeared, and fear took over. “Gators?”

There was no way I’d survive this summer in one
piece.

“There’s my favorite daughter,” Dad said, walking
out of the double front doors on the other side of the columns, his
arms open wide.

He’d always said this to me growing up. When I was a
kid, I’d always laughed because I was his only child. Now it felt
like a slap in the face, knowing everything he’d done in the last
four years to contradict this statement. It felt like I was
anything but his favorite daughter.

He scooped me up for a hug, and as bitter as I was
that I was in an inferno with flying cockroaches and ferocious
gators lurking in the swamps instead of being at home—with the
daddy longlegs as the scariest bug in the state—I hugged him back.
Starting the summer refusing to hug my dad did no one any favors,
and I really had missed him: the dad from my childhood. Not the
petty, divorced one with the Aston Martin.

“Hi, Dad,” I said and swallowed my grudge, trying to
sound happy.

“How was the flight?”

I grunted. “Awful. The airlines lost my
telescope.”

“They what?” Serena said.

“They lost my other suitcase, the one with my new
telescope in it. I filed a claim, but I’m still pissed.”

He patted my shoulder. “Oh geez, I’m so sorry,
kiddo. That’s not a good way to start the summer, huh?”

Kiddo. I hadn’t heard him call me that since
pre-divorce. I wasn’t sure if I liked it or hated it, but I went
along with it.

“No, it’s not. I was really looking forward to using
it down here.”

“I’m sure it will turn up. Give it a day or so, and
if they haven’t reached out by then, we’ll call, all right? In the
meantime, Serena and I have a few things for you that might cheer
you up. Want to see them?”

“Sure. Anything to get my mind off my
telescope.”

“Follow me.”

Dad smiled the same smile I remembered him flashing
whenever I was feeling down, and he would then surprise me with a
trip to Dairy Queen or pizza. With this new Dad living a lavish
style, I expected the Dairy Queen and local pizza to morph into
something beyond my comprehension.

Dad went inside the garage and squeezed between the
golf cart and the Aston Martin.

“Nice Aston Martin,” I said flatly.

He perked up from the back of the garage, a smile
wide on his face, as if he didn’t hear my sarcasm. “Isn’t she
beautiful?”

“It was a little anniversary gift,” Serena said as
she stood next to me.

A little anniversary gift?

Serena worked hard for her money, she’d earned it,
and she had a right to spend it as she pleased. But while Dad
seemed to benefit from the divorce, Mom had to refurnish half the
house to make up for the items Dad had taken when they’d split the
assets, she had to take out a second mortgage, and already had to
plan to retire later than she could have to make sure she could
recuperate the money she’d lost from assembling her life back
together post-divorce. I couldn’t help but be so mad that Dad
seemed to have gained everything from every perspective, while Mom
hadn’t gained anything except more bills.

Dad rolled out a teal bike from the garage, kicked
the foot stand, and showcased it with his hands like the models on
The Price is Right.

“Bikes are popular down here,” he said. “Bike paths
on the roads, lots of trails. The town is pretty small, so it’s the
preferred mode of transportation. We figured you would need one so
you can go out and do your own things without having to worry about
parking. It can get pretty hectic near the boardwalk.”

“You mean, I can’t have the car?” I joked.

He laughed. “Sorry, hon. But hey, let’s take a drive
around town sometime, all right?”

“That sounds good,” I said and scoped out the bike.
It actually was really nice, and a part of me was relieved I had my
own mode of transportation that wasn’t an exorbitantly expensive
car. Too much room for error that I wasn’t comfortable with. The
bike was perfect, and after seeing the scenery of the town, I
already knew I’d get some good rides in.

“Thank you both. I really like it,” I said and meant
it.

“Do you?” Serena asked with clasped hands in front
of her chest.

“I rode my bike to school when it was nice out. I
love it. Thank you.”

Dad squeezed Serena’s shoulder. “See? I told you she
would love it. Now, want to see the other surprise?”

He led me to a door off to the left side of the
garage and upstairs. He opened another door and said they’d
recently finished the studio apartment specifically for me. The new
paint and wood still smelled fresh. I had my own queen-size bed, a
couch, and a smart TV, my own bathroom, and even a little
kitchenette with a full-size fridge, sink, microwave, and toaster
oven. There was even a framed poster of a Europa illustration above
the bed. It was such a dad move, and it made me smile.

“Wow, this is so cool,” I said as I wandered around
and took in every nook and cranny. “This is amazing.”

“Really? You like it?” Serena said.

I laughed at how she seemed shocked. The apartment
was amazing, modern, probably the size of a real apartment that
would be at least five grand in Manhattan. “I mean, yeah. I was
expecting a spare bedroom.”

“Oh no, honey. You’re eighteen and deserve your own
space, but the rest of the house is yours too, so no need to stay
in here the whole time. You’re welcome in the main house whenever.
The key is right here.” She showed off two silver keys on the
kitchenette counters. “One for this apartment, and one for the
house.”

“Thank you both. Really.”

“You hungry, kiddo?” Dad asked. “We have plenty of
food in the kitchen waiting for you.”

“And Laura just made a new batch of sweet tea if
you’re thirsty,” Serena added.

I raised an eyebrow. “Laura?”

“The housekeeper. She’s lovely. Stocked up the
fridge, freezer, and pantry for you. Your dad has been eyeing the
junk food. I’d get to it before he does.”

Of course they had a housekeeper, and of course she
was brought up so casually, as if everyone had one.

Inside the main house was exactly what I’d imagined:
natural light streaming from the floor-to-ceiling windows, the
smell of organic cleaner and wood. A chandelier hung in the
two-story foyer, and the sun reflecting off the crystal made it
glimmer rainbows against the white walls. She had a chef’s kitchen
the size of my garage apartment, and the backyard was beautiful,
with a pool and a little in-ground hot tub. Tucked in the back was
a view of the marshy river.

I pulled out my phone to text Brie an update:
Omg this house.

Brie was a TV junkie and loved Home
Kitchen Masters, claiming it had taught her how to cook, and
Chef Queens made it her mission to go to
India after college to taste all the delicious food she’d learned
about from an episode of the first season. Needless to say, she was
a big Serena DeLuca fan and was thrilled that not only was she my
stepmother, but I got to live in her house and eat her food for
free.

Brie: OMG give me a tour
please.

Me: Her kitchen is everything you
would expect it to be.

Brie: Has she cooked you food yet?
You know how lucky you are to eat her food? Most people have to pay
like 40 a plate.

Me: No, but I’m drinking sweet tea
that her housekeeper made. Does that count?

“I was thinking of cooking a big meal tomorrow,”
Serena said, leaning onto the kitchen island across from where I
sat trying my first real sweet tea. After dealing with the heat for
only a few minutes, the temperature was bad enough for me to devour
the tea in a few gulps. Serena filled my second glass and slid it
over like a bartender. “Is that okay? Theo is coming back with some
sandwiches from the shop.”

“The shop?”

“Serena opened a new restaurant a few years ago,”
Dad said proudly, the way he used to brag about Mom to family or
friends. “It’s right on the boardwalk. Actually, speaking of which,
Serena has been nice enough to offer you a job for some summer
spending money.”

“Only if you want to,” Serena added.

“No. She’s eighteen, a high school grad. She’s old
enough to start working for her own money.”

He was acting like I was throwing a fit the second
the topic was brought up. I’d been working all throughout high
school. Summer jobs were nothing new to me, and he was acting like
I was the laziest kid. It made my blood start to boil again when I
got an unsolicited lecture about earning my own money, yet he
benefited from his wife’s culinary empire. Not once had I expected
my parents to buy me things. I had no idea where his tone even came
from.

“I worked at the science museum for the last three
years,” I said. “I know how money works. That’s how I bought my
telescope.” I suppressed the eye roll and smiled at Serena. “But
yes, it sounds good, Serena. Thank you.”

A few minutes later, I heard the front doors open,
and someone whistling made their way down the hallways and into the
kitchen with two bags. I assumed it was Serena’s son. He had the
same light brown eyes, and his sandy blond hair was a few shades
darker than hers but probably because she dyed. He wore coral chino
shorts, Sperrys, and a light blue, short-sleeved oxford button-down
that hugged his toned torso, not too built, but it was apparent
that he worked out regularly. He looked like he could have been on
the cover of Southern Frat Magazine, but with Serena DeLuca as his
mom, I expected nothing less.

“You must be my new sis,” he said as he placed the
bags on the island.

“Remi, this is Theo,” Serena said and slung an arm
around his shoulder. He looked a few years older than me, fresh out
of college. Definitely in his early twenties. “My one and only kid.
Just like you, he’s staying with me for the summer, but he’s
upstairs. Theo, this is Remi.”

He opened one of the bags and slid me a sandwich
wrapped in purple and yellow-checkered paper. “Yeah, consider
yourself lucky that you got that apartment.”

“Theo,” Serena said.

He only said one sentence, and it was enough to
validate the strange presence I’d felt him bring into the kitchen.
He had a wide smirk that told me I couldn’t trust him, and how he
dressed made me wonder if he’d ever had to work for anything in his
life. I was grateful for that apartment above the garage. I hoped
that would limit my time around him.

The sandwich was fried popcorn chicken on toasted
French bread, topped with shredded lettuce, white onion, mayo,
mustard, and pickles. It looked and smelled amazing. When I took a
bite, I wasn’t disappointed. I hadn’t had anything except an
airport muffin, and the sandwich hit the spot.

“Theo, Remi agreed to work at Envie this summer,”
Serena said. “I’m hoping you can take her under your wing?”

I lowered my sandwich, guessing it was wishful
thinking that we could limit our interactions, and if I had to work
with him, I hoped he was just cranky and not actually an asshole
like how his presence screamed.

He smiled at me. “Sure, wanna start Monday?”

“Sounds good to me.”

“Ten a.m. sharp. Don’t disappoint your boss.” He
cackled.

I cringed. There was something off about him I
couldn’t pinpoint. I told myself to stop judging based on all the
ridiculous materialistic things that surrounded me.

After I spent the rest of the afternoon unpacking
and chilling after a chaotic first half of the day, Dad texted me
to come to the backyard in the evening. I decided to cling to the
one thing that we’d still held on to despite all the things that
had changed in the last four years: our love for space. Even though
I was mad at him for a multitude of reasons, I was still grateful
for the stars. As long as they colored the night sky, my dad and I
would always share something.

A scattering of clouds prevented many stars from
showing, but the ones that weren’t covered by clouds were bold,
bright, and plentiful, more so than back home, where the lights of
New Haven dimmed them, even in the suburbs.

“Stars are nice here, huh?” Dad said. He stood on
the porch with a craft beer bottle in one hand and a can of Sprite
in the other. The fact that he still remembered my favorite soda
made something settle in my chest.

“Yeah, they are,” I said and took a sip.

After a few silent moments, I noticed the
awkwardness pull up next to us. I didn’t know what to talk about.
Ever since Mom and Dad had separated the summer after eighth grade,
we’d lost more topics as each year progressed. He had always been
the cool parent, the person I’d turned to when Mom was in a bad
mood. He would hide in the basement with me and play PlayStation,
or we would take a walk in the park, get ice cream, or lie out in
the backyard and look through his telescope. He hardly ever got
mad; he was never one to hold a grudge or hate anyone. He was my
favorite person and my best friend.

But then he got his new CFO job at a new startup
company in Manhattan, and something about him just changed. I
overheard Mom talking to her sister one night, and Mom said she
swore it was his younger and single colleagues influencing him, the
“boys’ club mindset of Wall Street,” as she said. Apparently, Mom
had been feeling their relationship grow further apart for a few
years. I didn’t hear more of the conversation because I thought
ignorance was bliss. They’d separated the summer before my freshman
year, he’d started dating Serena eight months later, and the
divorce wasn’t finalized until the fall of my sophomore year. By
then, Dad had turned into a selfish vulture when it came to
splitting the assets and had even tried to take the house from Mom.
She’d ended up keeping the house, had paid him half the price, and
then had to take out another mortgage. Then Dad had cherry-picked
everything he wanted like an entitled brat at one of his beloved
garage sales, wanting things that he’d never even used before but
hey, why not put up a fight for the run-down living room chair
because he could?

I think he spent so much time being petty and bitter
against my mom because she’d initiated the divorce he didn’t want.
In return, like a typical guy, he didn’t think how his antics would
deeply strain our relationship.

Now we only had stars to talk about, and even though
part of me would always be grateful for that, I had to get to know
my dad all over again. That was what the summer was about, and I
had to leave Gaslight Shores with something more than the stars to
share with him, or I had no idea if I’d ever get our relationship
back.

“Serena has a boat,” he said, breaking the silence.
“Sometime this summer, after the airline finds your telescope, we
should take it out at night and stargaze there. Then you’ll really
see the sky. I’ve always wanted to do that. South Carolina has some
pretty good stargazing spots, and we should take advantage of
it.”

Of course Serena had a boat. It was another thing
Dad had always wanted but never had. Any time the three of us went
to New Haven, we’d walk around Pardee Seawall Park, following the
nineteenth century summer cottages that made up the Morris Cove
neighborhood on one side of the street and New Haven Harbor on the
other. Mom would admire the charm of the cottages and said if she
ever won the lottery, she would love to buy one overlooking the
water. Dad had added to that, saying he would get the boat he’d
always wanted and enjoy a day on the water. Then I’d chimed in with
my fantasy. While Mom and Dad spent their retired life at their
Morris Cove cottage, I’d fly in to visit them from my training at
the Johnson Space Center in Houston, and the three of us would sit
on the front porch that overlooked the harbor. Or another fantasy:
I’d be on the International Space Station, looking down at Earth
and searching for North America so I could “see” my parents while
wondering what they were doing in their waterfront home.

Kids had all these different ideas of what their
lives would be when they were older, and now that I was older with
my parents’ divorce weighing on me like a rock, I suddenly realized
how stupid and naive I was to think that my parents’ second home in
Morris Cove would ever be my life—that it would ever be
our life. It made me wonder what other
stupid fantasies I had that wouldn’t ever come true. Like going to
space. Was naivety controlling my future? I wouldn’t know until it
was too late.

“What do you say?” Dad said. “A night boat
excursion? I bet out there, it feels as close as you get on Earth
to being in outer space.”

“Did you bring the Celestron down here?” I asked.
“We could bring it out. It would be better than my little portable
one.”

Dad’s Celestron telescope was the very one that
introduced me to space and the stars and made me fall in love. It
had sat in our living room, pointing out the window. During summer
nights, Dad would hoist it out to the backyard to enjoy the warmer
weather. He was a hobbyist and then shared his love with me when I
was old enough to appreciate what I saw on the other end. We’d
spent so many nights in the backyard gazing through it. It was even
better when I was learning about the solar system, and I’d seen the
planets, a much better perspective than my science textbook. Dad
teaching me about our solar system was a million times more
interesting than how Mrs. Yates taught it, and I remembered
bragging to my classmates about how I’d actually seen Jupiter in my
backyard.

For many kids, a swing set or treehouse was the
coolest part of their backyard, but I didn’t have any of those. I
did, however, have Dad’s Celestron, and I felt so cool and honored
when he shared his favorite toy with me. But on Splitting the
Assets Day, Dad had come over to the house with his best friend,
who had a hitch on his Jeep, and Dad and his friend had loaded all
the things he’d “won” in the asset negotiation. One of the things
was the Celestron, ultimately because it was his. As I’d watched
him take it out of the living room, making it so much emptier, I
couldn’t help but wonder how the hell he would use the telescope in
the city. It was as if Dad had forgotten the fact that a telescope
in Brooklyn got as much use as a winter coat in Hawaii.

His smile thinned, and he pulled another drink. “No,
it’s not here.”

“What? Why have it in New York when you could
actually see something here?”

“It’s not in New York. I don’t have it anymore.”

I lowered my Sprite. “Wait. What?”

“I’m sorry, kiddo. There was no point having it in
the city.”

My jaw clenched. I couldn’t believe it. If the
sticky outside temperature wasn’t already warming up my body, anger
would have taken care of it. After all the back and forth, all the
drama that had ensued on Splitting the Assets Day, he didn’t even
have it anymore? Why put up such a fuss to bring it to the
maroon-colored sky of Brooklyn only to get rid of it?

“Then why insist on having it in the first
place?”

He chuckled. “Remi, it was my telescope. Surely, I
wasn’t going to leave it behind—”

“You had to have known that it wouldn’t have gotten
any use in the city. I could have used it. And I would have used it—”

“I know you loved that telescope, but it was
something I bought. When you’re an adult and you start making your
own money, you’ll understand. Like the telescope you got
yourself.”

“If I had no use for my telescope and knew someone
else loved it as much as I did and would use it almost every day, I
would rather give it to them than just throw it out and waste
it.”

“I didn’t throw it out. I sold it.”

“You…you sold it?” I slammed my empty can on the
wicker table next to me.

“Remi, it was an expensive telescope. I’m entitled
to take the things that I purchased.”

I’m entitled to take the things
that I purchased, the same exact line he’d used on Mom on
Splitting the Assets Day. A perfect opening to the elephant in the
room.

“Yeah, well, when you take things that you never
planned on using, like the living room armchair, the basement
coffee table, the dining room china, it’s hard to tell what’s yours
and what you’re using to hurt someone.”

“Okay, I don’t know what your mother told you—”

“She didn’t tell me anything. I could hear you two
bickering like toddlers from my room.”

It was never Mom or Dad, anymore. It was always
“your mother” or “your father,” said with a bitter inflection, like
they needed to clearly draw the line where one family ended and the
new family started. It was me and Dad, and then me and Mom. Two
sides. Not one entity. And every time they had to acknowledge each
other’s existence, they made sure that the bitter taste
remained.

Honestly, they were better off not even referring to
each other at all.

I grabbed my Sprite and got up. “I’m going to
bed.”

“Remi, stop.”

But I didn’t listen. As Serena came out with
mosquito spray, I marched through the mansion and into my garage
apartment. I vented to Brie in texts and told myself I would never
tell Mom what I found out about the telescope, the boat, or the
Aston Martin.

Somehow, just like that, the stars weren’t ours
anymore. If Dad couldn’t share his telescope with me, I definitely
wouldn’t share mine. He might have gotten so many things from the
divorce, but the stars were going to be all mine, and they would be
the only things guiding me through this forced summer.


Chapter Two

There was a white paper bag sitting on the kitchen
table Monday morning. When Dad saw me standing in the entryway, his
smile widened.

“Hey, kiddo. How did you sleep? Everything comfy
over there?”

It was two days after our telescope argument. I’d
spent the day before riding my bike around the neighborhood to
marvel at all the sumptuous mansions, and then surviving a
home-cooked dinner with Dad, Serena, and Theo. I was still too
upset to force myself to be around Dad longer than an hour, and I’d
spent the rest of the night alternating between reading the first
two chapters of A Brief History of Time by
Stephen Hawking and watching random TikTok videos.

“Yeah, everything is fine,” I said, skeptical of his
extra perky voice. It sounded like he was trying to drown out the
awkward tension with chipperness.

Dad was never that
perky.

“What’s in the bag?” I said.

“A treat to start your first day on the job off
right.”

I furrowed my brows and looked inside. I smelled
sugar and toasted coconut from the four doughnuts inside. The smell
instantly took me back to being a kid, when Dad would buy us
coconut doughnuts every Saturday from the bakery. It was always the
best part of the weekend. It’d been so long, I’d forgotten that it
was our thing, and the sweet scent helped untangle my morning
crankiness.

“I haven’t had one of these in a long time
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