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            To everyone who has wondered:

            Your dreams are worth it. Keep going.
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         While I have tried to stay truthful to the realities of college baseball and college sports in general throughout this book,
            some details have been tweaked for your reading enjoyment. Please visit my website (grace-reilly.com) for full content warnings.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1

         
         
            
               
                  Sebastian

                  
                     February 18th

                  

                  I swear to God, Mia di Angelo is wearing those jeans to fucking torture me.

                  
                  Penelope Ryder’s best friend is a lot of things, but right now, “vixen” is the only descriptor that comes to mind.

                  
                  She’s dancing with Julio, and his hands are low enough on her hips to brush her ass. Her long dark hair is loose around her
                     bare shoulders. Between the bright green halter top and the black jeans that fit so perfectly she may as well have painted
                     them on, I can’t stop staring. The way she’s dancing is mesmerizing—the only issue is that she’s doing it with my teammate,
                     not me.

                  
                  I stare at her toned stomach, listening to her laughter as she grinds against him. My grip tightens around my glass.

                  
                  Two nights ago, I dipped my tongue into her belly button to make her laugh before I slid to my knees.

                  
                  Two weeks ago, she dragged me into a classroom on the fifth floor of the library and kissed me until I couldn’t breathe.

                  
                  Two months ago, she smiled at me for the first time. Looked at Penny and my brother, Cooper, then back at me and smiled, and
                     I swear the universe tilted on its axis for half a second. Couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move, couldn’t do a fucking thing but
                     look at that smile and melt. I can see that face in my mind in perfect detail: the slightest little gap between her two front
                     teeth. The black lipstick. The winged eyeliner and earthy brown eyes.
                     

                  
                  She had given me scowl after scowl, like I was personally responsible for whatever shit was annoying her at that moment, and
                     then suddenly, gifted me a smile.

                  
                  An angel’s smile.

                  
                  I hear, distantly, Cooper’s teammates joking around. His friend Evan Bell asking if they think he could handle Mia.

                  
                  No.

                  
                  I know exactly who can handle her, and it’s not him. Not Julio, either.

                  
                  I take a sip of my drink, then clap Evan on the shoulder. “Buddy, respectfully, she’d eat you alive and spit out your jockstrap.”

                  
                  Mickey, another teammate of Cooper’s, whistles. “I could fuck with that.”

                  
                  I don’t hide my glower all that well. Mickey could win his way into Mia’s bed, sure, but he’d have a hell of a time staying
                     there.
                     

                  
                  I’ve been with her four times now.

                  
                  Each time, she tells me it’s the last.

                  
                  But if she’s fucking anyone tonight, it’s me. I know I should let her turn her attention to Julio or Mickey or anyone else
                     she’s interested in. She’s made it clear that our connection can’t go further than the physical. I don’t know if I’m capable
                     of it, so I ought to be leaving her the hell alone.
                     

                  
                  Easier said than done.

                  
                  When Cooper goes to find Penny—something about playing a game of beer pong—I peel away from the wall and cut through the dance
                     floor. “Mind if I take a dance?”
                     

                  
                  Julio raises an eyebrow, but he doesn’t seem too miffed. I haven’t told anyone on the team about my back-and-forth with Mia.
                     No one knows, in fact, except me and her.
                     

                  
                  “It’s up to the lady,” he says.

                  
                  Mia stutter-steps through the next beat of music and glares at me. She’s wearing some kind of makeup that makes her face shimmer.
                     The glitter even trails down her throat and the swell of her breasts.
                     

                  
                  Her voice holds a precise amount of venom. A façade. I hope. “Seriously?”

                  
                  “One dance.”

                  
                  The song fades, and as the notes to the next one start up, I hold out my hand.

                  
                  “Fine.” She makes a show of kissing Julio on the cheek. “You know where to find me.”

                  
                  I pull her close. So we can dance, sure, but to feel her, to experience her warmth. “You couldn’t have picked one of the two
                     dozen hockey players in this house to tease me with?”
                     

                  
                  She spins around, grinding that delicious ass against me. I miss half a step before splaying my hand over her belly, keeping
                     her body close to mine.
                     

                  
                  “Teasing?” she says, turning so her lips are against my ear.

                  
                  My grip on her tightens. “Julio’s one of my guys.”

                  
                  “Evan, then.”

                  
                  “No.” I spin her, and the unexpected, actual dance move makes her smile. I file that away. She has many expressions, but her
                     smiles are the best. A rarity. “Me.”
                     

                  
                  “Who says I’m still interested?”

                  
                  I let my breath wash over her ear. Even though it’s hot in here, she shivers. “It’s pretty fucking obvious, di Angelo.”

                  
                  She twists, looking me in the eye; with her high heels, we’re practically the same height. I want to take off those heels,
                     then peel down her jeans real fucking slow. Her eyes are molten, ringed by that trademark eyeliner. “Penny’s going to spend
                     the night here.”
                     

                  
                  “Like Cooper would let her out of his sight.”

                  
                  “You can come to the room.”

                  
                  I grin at her. Maybe there’s part of her—even if it’s buried—that likes my smile.

                  
                  I shouldn’t hope so, but God, I do.

                  
               
            

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         
            Mia

            
               May 6th

            

            I skid into the Bragg Science Center with a minute to spare before my meeting with Professor Santoro. If there’s one thing
               she hates, it’s tardiness, so I take the stairs to the fifth floor at a run. I shouldn’t have agreed to drinks with Erin,
               one of the seniors in the physics department, last night—because it wasn’t just drinks, of course; we ended up at her place
               after a few rounds—but I was feeling reckless, and now I’m paying the price.
            

            
            I nearly heave as I take a breather on the third-floor landing. Definitely paying the price. My head feels like someone is hitting it with a sledgehammer repeatedly. And the hookup wasn’t even worth
               it. Way too much spit.
            

            
            I’ve always been full of bad ideas. Experiments of the explosive variety in the chemistry lab at St. Catherine Academy. Bonfire
               parties in the woods at the edge of my hometown in South Jersey. Hookups of all kinds in closets and classrooms and public
               bathrooms. Lately, I’ve had plenty of extra bad ideas.
            

            
            It’s easier to jump headfirst into hookups and parties with every bit of my spare time than think about him, after all.
            

            
            Sebastian Miller-Callahan. Disgustingly nice. Disgustingly good at making me come. Disgustingly good at baseball, too, and
               that’s something that should have tipped me off—it’s never easy with athletes.
            

            
            Not to mention the fact he’s my best friend Penny’s boyfriend’s brother. Nope. Mr. Golden Baseball God is in my life for the long haul, and no number of hookups can change that fact.
            

            
            Hasn’t stopped me from trying for over a month now. Hasn’t stopped me from wishing I was a different sort of girl. If I was
               a nice girl, and deserving of Sebastian, then maybe I wouldn’t have fled the day his brother walked in on us about to get
               down to business.
            

            
            I smooth my hair as I rush down the hallway. I might be hung-over and more heartbroken than I’d ever admit, but there’s no
               way I’m letting that mess up this assignment. Talking my way into Professor Santoro’s lab this summer, even though I’m only
               going into junior year, is something I refuse to take for granted. I worked my ass off in high school to get into McKee and
               its top-five undergraduate astronomy department for this exact moment. A chance to do real research, to start what will hopefully
               be a long career spent staring at the stars—and to give my application to the astrophysics study abroad program at the University
               of Geneva a leg up.
            

            
            I remember the exact moment I fell in love with space. I’d been aware of it before, of course, but it wasn’t until a summer
               bonfire during a family vacation that I looked up and really saw it. My nonno—a dreamer in a family of practical people—brought a telescope to the beach, and while everyone drank wine from
               paper cups and laughed around the bonfire, I followed him to a quiet spot by the dunes.
            

            
            “Let’s find a planet,” he said as he set up the telescope. “Maybe we can see Mars or Jupiter. Summer is a good time for planet
               hunting.”
            

            
            It felt like magic, peering at the sky through the telescope. We found them, and Saturn too, my eyes wide as I glued my face
               to the lens.
            

            
            “One day,” he said, hands in the pockets of his linen pants, gazing up with as much reverence as I’d seen when he prayed in
               church, “maybe they’ll find another little girl gazing at the sky through a telescope, wondering about Earth. Maybe you’ll
               be the one to do it, Maria.”
            

            
            He always told me that I could do anything. As I grew up and my interest in space consumed me, he sent me articles from NASA
               that we’d read together. He encouraged me to sign up for advanced math and science classes and join the robotics club. The
               morning before he died of a heart attack, he picked me up from school—I’d gotten in trouble with the nuns yet again—and told
               me that he knew I was destined for something great.
            

            
            When I get to Professor Santoro’s office, I knock on the door, and spend the five seconds waiting for an answer combing through
               my messy hair. Ugh. Why did I hook up with Erin again?
            

            
            Sebastian Miller-Callahan is still in my head, that’s why.

            
            That stops now. I have lab work to focus on. A study abroad program to get into. A future to plan—hello, NASA—that’s far away
               from New Jersey and the di Angelo family, thank you very much.
            

            
            None of that involves a certain green-eyed baseball player.

            
            I’m the one who walked out on him, anyway.

            
            I bet he hasn’t thought about me at all.

            
            “Enter,” Professor Santoro calls.

            
            I push open the door gently.

            
            Professor Beatrice Santoro is a major reason I chose McKee University over all the other offers, some with better scholarships,
               when it came to college acceptances. She’s a badass older Italian woman who took one glance at me and understood my background,
               both the challenges and the love. And now, after two years spent working my ass off in this department to earn credibility,
               I’m finally in her lab. She rarely lets undergraduate students into her inner sanctum unless they’re rising seniors, but I
               earned this spot. Impeccable lab work and attendance. Fluency in Python and C++. Volunteering at the campus planetarium. Attending
               every visiting lecture and symposium.
            

            
            My grandfather had been the only one to tell me he believed in me—until Professor Santoro.

            
            You have a bright future, Mia. A future in the stars, if that’s what you want. If you’re prepared to work for it.

            
            I’ve spent two years working to be worthy of those words, and now I’m ready to prove it.

            
            “Mia,” she says in a warm voice. “How are you today?”

            
            Professor Santoro’s office is a little nook of a room. Books everywhere, framed photographs of space and stars on a gallery
               wall, her degrees in a row behind her desk. She takes notes by hand, regardless of the computer program she’s using, and stacks
               of those little notebooks line her desk like sentries.
            

            
            As I sit, she adjusts her thick black glasses, which give her gracefully older face a touch of quirkiness. Her silver-threaded
               hair hangs loose around her shoulders.
            

            
            I manage a smile, even though I want to hurl on her desk. “Great. How about you?”

            
            Professor Santoro leans back in her chair, pressing her fingertips together. “I’m well. Very happy to have you as my undergraduate
               researcher for the summer. I think this assignment will be a good challenge for you, given your interest in exoplanet discovery.”
            

            
            I nearly bounce my leg in excitement, but manage to reel it in. Exoplanets are a relatively recent discovery—they were theoretical,
               officially speaking, until the 1990s—and now, scientists have discovered thousands. They’re simply planets that orbit a star
               other than our own. Out of the billions out there, one might be capable of sustaining alien life. Professor Santoro has been
               involved in this research since the beginning, and the thought of working alongside her, even on a small scale, to discover
               and classify these planets, is enough to make everything else fade away.
            

            
            “Alice will email you the lab schedule,” she says. “You’ll have assigned readings for our weekly roundtables, so make sure
               you come prepared. I want you to work with her to rewrite the program we’ve been using to measure these planets’ atmospheres.
               I think your eye for code will help us streamline it. I want a mock version up and running for when they release the new James
               Webb data, so it can be part of the analysis for my current paper.”
            

            
            I nod. “Absolutely.”

            
            Her gaze turns shrewd. “How are things, Mia? How is your family?”

            
            “Fine.”

            
            “Do they still think you’re student teaching?”

            
            My face flushes. I stare at my lap. My family’s big idea for a woman’s career is temporary—teaching until I have children
               of my own. My nana did it. My mother and her sister. My older sister, Giana, is teaching for one more year before squirting
               out kids with her husband, never mind that growing up, she wanted to become a lawyer. It’s what they think I’m studying, and
               I haven’t corrected them. But if I get into the Geneva program, I’ll be able to use it as concrete proof that I’m meant to
               be in this field and explain everything to them. It’s not like I want to lie about something this huge, after all.
            

            
            “It’s easier this way. They won’t—they won’t understand.”

            
            “Nevertheless,” she says, “they’re your family. My parents didn’t understand my desire to bury my face in a telescope either,
               but they came around.”
            

            
            “Your father was a doctor,” I say. “My dad installs HVAC systems.”

            
            She takes off her glasses, folding them carefully. “I’m hosting a symposium at the end of June. Colleagues from several universities
               will be coming, and I want you to give a presentation on our research.” She holds my gaze. “Do you understand?”
            

            
            My breath catches in my throat. “Yes.”

            
            “Do well, and you won’t need a recommendation from me for the Geneva program. Robert Meier will hear you yourself. I’ve already
               told him he’ll be able to see my most promising student when he attends.” She stands, signaling my dismissal. I slide my bag
               over my shoulder. “I hope you will consider inviting some family members to see it.”
            

            
            I can tell it’s not much of a suggestion, but I don’t touch it. Not now, when the only person I’d want to invite is dead.
               I nod. “See you on Monday.”
            

            
            She’s already turned to the bookshelf, riffling through the tomes. Onto the next problem for the day. “Monday.”

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         
            Sebastian

            This early in the morning, the house is quiet.

            
            I rise from my plank, breathing through my nose, and pick up a set of fifteen-pound dumbbells for the next round of exercises.
               Cooper, by my side, does the same. There’s no need to talk, not when we’ve done this routine together, the exact same way,
               for years now. Sometimes we play music, but today there’s nothing. No distractions except the ones inside my head.
            

            
            We could have gone to the gym on campus, the nice 24/7 one specific to athletes, thanks to his position on the hockey team
               and mine on the baseball team, but he’s leaving on a post-semester road trip with his girlfriend, Penny, in a few hours, and
               wanted extra time with the cat currently sitting on the staircase.
            

            
            She blinks her enormous amber eyes at us, unnervingly intelligent. I’m more of a dog person, but Tangerine has grown on me.
               Cooper and Penny rescued her last fall, and she’s become a permanent fixture in the house since. I still haven’t fully forgiven
               her for leaving a dead mouse in my cleat, but she’s cute. I can’t tell if being her sole caretaker while they’re on the road
               trip and our little sister, Izzy, is in Manhattan for an internship, will bring us closer together or end with her attacking
               me in my sleep.
            

            
            She swishes her tail back and forth, as if she’s considering it, while we work through the exercises. After the last one,
               I set the dumbbells on the floor and swipe my hand through my shaggy hair. Baseball hair, Izzy always teases. It’s longer
               than Cooper’s now; after his team went to the Frozen Four—and won—his girlfriend begged him to trim the beard and cut off
               some of the mop.
            

            
            He glances at me. “You’re quieter than usual.”

            
            “I’ve been up for a while.” I stretch; my shoulder protested that last set of reps. During a game a couple days ago, I slammed
               against the warning track as I chased a deep fly ball. Got the ball. And a bruise. We still lost. Four games in a row now.
               If we’re going to make the playoffs, we need to right the ship—fast.
            

            
            He makes a sympathetic noise. “I thought that had been getting better.”

            
            I shrug as I take a sip of water. “It comes and goes. I didn’t manage to fall asleep last night. Got to practice my knife
               skills, though. And watched a documentary about bread making in France.”
            

            
            He shakes his head. “I was wondering about all the chopped onion in the fridge. Your hobby is weird sometimes, dude.”

            
            “They were diced, not chopped. And call it weird all you want, but you eat everything I make.”

            
            “Happily. It’s fucking delicious.” He sets down the dumbbells and stretches. Tangerine pads over on light feet, winding around
               his bare legs. He picks her up, hugging her to his chest. She purrs contentedly. “That sucks, though. Do you want to talk
               about it?”
            

            
            “You all set for the trip? Still visiting James and Bex first, right?”

            
            “Sebastian.”

            
            My adoptive brother’s deep blue eyes are full of concern. He reaches out to squeeze my shoulder. “Was it . . .”

            
            A nightmare? One of the persistent, sickening nightmares that years of expensive therapy didn’t squash completely? Never mind
               how hard his parents—my adoptive parents—tried?
            

            
            I swallow. There’s a sudden knot in my throat. “No. Not a nightmare.”

            
            Not a maw of crushed metal and broken glass. Not blood on leather seats. Not a scream, cut short thanks to a severed windpipe.
               I can call up the memory so easily, even a decade removed. You don’t look into your mother’s lifeless eyes as an eleven-year-old
               and not remember it like someone cut open your skull and branded the image there.
            

            
            Cooper’s grip on me tightens. He told me once that he can tell when I’m lost in the memory. We were fourteen, sitting under
               the bleachers during one of our older brother James’s many Friday night football games, each with a stolen beer in hand. A
               rare night in the fall when Cooper didn’t have ice time, and I didn’t have a training session. It was October, the Long Island
               air finally turning crisp after a late-season heat wave. Something about the sudden rain triggered it, I think. We were dry,
               and safe, and the game was still going on, but I froze as I stared at the downpour, and Cooper had to shake me to drag me
               into the present.
            

            
            Now, I shrug off his grip. “I just . . . I couldn’t sleep.”

            
            His gaze turns shrewd. “Because of her.”

            
            I’d never tell Cooper, because he has a strained relationship with his father that’s only just getting better—and our own
               relationship was strained for a time earlier this year, when his piece of shit uncle came crawling back to New York and tried
               to swindle him out of his trust fund—but when he makes that face, he looks just like Richard Callahan, down to the furrowed
               brow.
            

            
            The Callahans all look alike, with their dark hair and deep blue eyes. No one would ever mistake them for anything but family.
               Richard Callahan, quarterback legend. His son James, two years older than me and Cooper, now finished with his first year
               in the NFL. Cooper, my best friend and near twin. Our little sister, Izzy, a vibrant ball of energy with a wicked volleyball
               serve and enough swagger to get her in trouble left and right.
            

            
            I’ve got my dead mother’s blonde hair and my dead father’s green eyes, and the last name Callahan now; I’ve used the name
               on the back of my baseball jersey ever since I turned twelve. Cooper and his family have been my family for a decade, thanks
               to a pact Richard and my father, Jacob Miller, made when they were just young men with hopes for futures in the NFL and MLB.
               Richard and Sandra welcomed me into their family with open arms after my parents’ deaths, and I’ll never not be grateful.
            

            
            Given all that, we’ve been brothers long enough that Cooper knows when I’m holding back. I pet Tangerine between the ears.
               The silence is confirmation enough: I haven’t gotten Mia di Angelo out of my head.
            

            
            Enjoy watching me leave, Callahan.

            
            Her words taunt me. Over a month later, they still echo in my mind. One minute, I had her in my bed, in my arms, so close
               to more. The next, she fled—and told me to watch her leave, like I’d never see her again. I have seen her since, because she’s Penny’s best friend and it’s impossible to ignore someone going to the same university, but
               she’s acted like every hookup, every conversation, every moment we shared meant nothing.
            

            
            “Are you ever going to tell me what actually happened?”

            
            “You saw her leave.”

            
            He sighs. “I don’t understand her. I know Penny loves her, but she can be . . . difficult.”

            
            “She hasn’t said anything about me?”

            
            I hate the pathetic note in my words, but I can’t stop myself from asking the question. I worry my necklace, the medallion
               that once belonged to my father, between my thumb and forefinger.
            

            
            He just shrugs, no doubt thinking about the moment he caught us together. It wasn’t like we were in the middle of fucking;
               we were just making out. Yet the second Mia saw him, any vulnerability I’d won from her melted away. The armor went back up,
               as solid as steel.
            

            
            “If she has, she told Penny not to tell me. Probably because she knows I’d tell you.”

            
            “Fantastic.”

            
            “It’s not like you’ve told me all that much about what went down.”

            
            I grimace. “Nope. And I won’t.”

            
            “You two are ridiculous,” Penny says from the top of the stairs. She shuffles down, her feet bare, wearing a shirt with a
               dragon on it that I’m sure belongs to my brother. He has enough nerdy fantasy gear to rival a fan convention. Her rust-colored
               hair, so different from Mia’s raven locks, is practically a bird’s nest. “For the record, she hasn’t told me anything either.
               She refuses to talk about it.”
            

            
            It’s easy to hear the note of concern in her voice. Mia’s her best friend, after all. I’ve kept my own tabs on Mia, and while
               I know it’s not my fucking business, it seems like she’s been enjoying a lot of company. That’s her right, and sure, I’m doing
               the same, but after the way we’d been together?
            

            
            Whenever I think about that moment in my bedroom, I see her smudged lipstick, her bright brown eyes. In between all the kissing,
               I asked her out to dinner for the second time—for just one dinner, one actual date after months of secretive hookups—and she
               said yes. Then approximately one minute later, Cooper stumbled in on us, and approximately one minute after that, she hauled
               her NASA tote bag over her shoulder like a shield and fucking left.
            

            
            Enjoy watching me leave, Callahan.

            
            Since then, she’s acted like she managed to wipe me clean out of her life without a second thought. I haven’t been able to
               bring myself to tell Cooper all the details. I still showed up for the date we planned—I waited over two hours just in case
               she’d show—but she ghosted me. I don’t want to admit that to my own brother. Not when his girlfriend is Mia’s best friend.
            

            
            “You sure you’re fine on your own for a while?” he asks. He glances at Penny. “Should we stick around? Come to your games?
               I know that Mia—”
            

            
            I shake my head. “No, enjoy the trip. Tell James and Bex I said hi. I’ll be fine.”

            
            Penny kisses Cooper’s cheek. He pulls her closer, rocking her as he rests his chin on her head, an unconscious motion. I swallow
               my spark of jealousy. When James found Bex, it made sense—he’s always been meant for a big love. The soulmate of a wife, kids,
               the white picket fence, the dog. When Cooper found Penny, it was a surprise to everyone, but it clearly suits him, having
               one person to focus on, one person to love. I’ve never seen him happier, which makes it worse, the way I miss being casual
               players together.
            

            
            My brothers are both deserving of that love. Yet it sucks to be alone and pining over a girl who, apparently, wants less to
               do with me than dog shit on the bottom of her shoe.
            

            
            “We told my dad we’d get breakfast with him before hitting the road,” Penny says.

            
            I clear my throat. “Right. I need to head to practice, anyway.”

            
            “Text me if you get draft updates while we’re away,” Cooper says with an easy grin. Since this is his off-season, he’s had
               a ton of time to focus on other things—namely, where he thinks I’m going to end up signing after the MLB draft in July. Whenever
               I think about it too hard, my stomach ties itself into knots. “Dad mentioned something about the Marlins? Miami would be sick.”
            

            
            I manage to smile back. I haven’t had the heart to tell him—any of them, actually—that the looming draft is hanging over me
               like a rapidly approaching storm. It’s ridiculous, because it’s what I’m meant to do. My father wanted to create a legacy,
               so he made sure that I loved the sport from the moment I first picked up a baseball bat. Baseball has always been my life,
               and once I’m drafted, it’ll be my future.
            

            
            But lately, a tiny part of me, just loud enough that I can’t ignore it completely, is wondering if it’s the right future.
            

            
            When I turned down the first draft offer the summer after high school, instead committing to McKee, it meant that I wouldn’t
               be eligible for the draft again until I turned twenty-one. It’s the way a lot of top baseball players go—see what the offer
               would be, then stay in college and plan for the next steps when your skills improve, a couple seasons down the line. If the
               near-daily articles Richard sends me are accurate, I’ll go in the first round, likely to the Miami Marlins or the Texas Rangers.
               There’s already talk of the Cincinnati Reds trading for me down the line, so the organization can have a Miller back on the
               team.
            

            
            It’s what Dad wanted. If I close my eyes and focus, I can still hear the way he spoke about baseball, the beauty of it, the
               history, the symmetry that has made it so enduring in American culture. He was famously patient, a coiled rod of energy in
               the batter’s box, ready to strike. The National League home run record, set by him in his last season before the accident,
               remains unbroken.
            

            
            There are a lot of people out there who expect me to be the one to break it.

            
            It’s poetic, his son being drafted a decade after the tragic accident that took one of baseball’s best players—ever—from the
               game, way too soon. Not since Thurman Munson died in that plane crash had there been a bigger tragedy in baseball. The Sportsman, the oldest sports magazine in the country, called the other day to ask about me giving an interview, but I haven’t replied
               yet.
            

            
            However much I care about baseball—however alive I feel when chasing down a fly ball, when hitting a line drive, when sliding
               into home plate—it isn’t just mine. When my future in the MLB begins, the comparisons will just get more and more intense.
               The great Jake Miller’s son.

            
            Letting Dad down isn’t an option. He wanted one thing for me, and it was this. He died in a horrible, unfair instant, arm
               flung out as if that could protect my mother from death right alongside him. I might wear “Callahan” on the back of my jersey
               right now, but once this is my job, the expectations will be different.
            

            
            So I just keep that fucking smile plastered on my face.

            
            “Sure,” I tell my brother. “Maybe it’ll be Miami. Have a good trip. You earned it.”

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         
            
               
                  Mia

                  
                     March 13th

                  

                  I’ve just opened Penny’s text—boys are fine, spending the night at Coop’s—when there’s a knock at the door.
                  

                  
                  I slip out of bed, shivering as my bare feet hit the floor. My head is pounding from the alcohol I threw back at Lark’s, something
                     that I’m sure I haven’t helped by squinting at my laptop in the dark, letting all that blue light wash over me. But it was
                     between staring at the ceiling and finishing work for my stellar astronomy course, and you don’t get into NASA-funded research
                     labs by slacking off.
                  

                  
                  And fine, maybe I wanted to distract myself from him.

                  
                  Sebastian Miller-Callahan.

                  
                  Sebastian, who has been smiling at me ever since the movie theater last fall.

                  
                  Sebastian, who calls me sweet when I come.

                  
                  Sebastian, who threw a punch for me.

                  
                  Who the hell does that?

                  
                  Callahan boys, apparently. I’ve heard the stories from Penny about Sebastian’s brother, Cooper, who she’s pretty much disgustingly
                     in love with. I would hate it, except that I love her and love seeing her happy. She’s the kind of girl you want to bring
                     home to your parents. The kind of girl who deserves a loving relationship.
                  

                  
                  And then there’s me.

                  
                  I shouldn’t keep letting Sebastian in. I’m just going to hurt him, one way or another. I tried to earlier; I wore Cooper’s
                     teammate’s sweater to the hockey game after Seb asked me not to, and he just gave me a once-over and ignored it. Patient as
                     always. And then at the bar, some creep tried to take a video of me and Penny, and he tore me away from the fray before jumping
                     in alongside Cooper.
                  

                  
                  I pad to the door and ease it open.

                  
                  “Hey,” he breathes. His voice is hoarse—not just from the punch to the throat he took during the fight, but from the game
                     earlier. Only his voice was as loud as Penny’s. Penny and I have talked about it before, how we’ve never seen brothers so
                     close. “Can I come in?”
                  

                  
                  His eyes are dim and exhausted, his cheek swollen with the makings of a wicked bruise. There’s a cut on his forehead, too,
                     half-hidden by his messy hair.
                  

                  
                  I grab his hand and guide him inside. He sits on the little couch in the common area gingerly. We have a mini fridge, so I
                     grab an ice pack from the freezer and wrap it in a T-shirt before handing it over.
                  

                  
                  “Sure you don’t have a fucking concussion?” I ask, staying by the door.

                  
                  He turns to me slowly, as if trying to minimize the pain. The movement makes him wince. I shove down the thread of worry working
                     through me. “They checked me out at the urgent care place. I’m fine. Cooper needed stitches.”
                  

                  
                  The worry grows deeper. A rapidly expanding black hole, threatening to suck me in.

                  
                  He jumped into a fight for me.

                  
                  That doesn’t matter.

                  
                  I try for a scowl. That’s safe. It’s the smiles that get me into trouble, not the scowls. “I didn’t ask you to be my knight
                     in shining armor.”
                  

                  
                  “I wasn’t about to let that asshole smack you around. Or Penny. Or Cooper, for that matter.” His voice is sharp. It’s a voice
                     that allows no space for argument. I bristle against it, even as part of me—a small, yet annoyingly vocal part of me—likes
                     the tone and what it could promise.
                  

                  
                  I snort. “Cooper had like thirty more pounds of muscle than that guy. He was nothing. I could’ve taken him.”

                  
                  “I wasn’t about to let that happen.”

                  
                  “I can take care of myself.”

                  
                  “I didn’t say you couldn’t.” He stands, walking over to me, and presses me against the door. I swallow, gazing into those
                     gorgeous green eyes that devour me whenever we’re in a room together. It’s a secret, our thing, but shit like defending me
                     in a public fight threatens to let that escape. I ought to tell him to go home, and to stop texting. “Just that I’d never
                     let you fight alone.”

                  
                  It can’t be more than hookups. Can’t be more than these moments, alone at night like we’re the only two people alive, my body
                     burning for his. Chemical reactions in our bodies, a web of connections unfurling between us. I reach up, tracing over the
                     bruise, and he hisses, dragging me closer.
                  

                  
                  Our lips are mere centimeters from each other, and into that space, we lean in. Together. Magnetic.

                  
                  I bite his lip. He groans, making my stomach swoop. He smiles—then bites my lip back, not to be outdone. His hands grip my
                     hips as easily as they do a baseball bat, and my nails scratch down his back, through the too-thin sweater he’s wearing. When
                     we’re both gasping, we break apart, only to come even closer; his leg between mine, firm and casually dominant, my hands winding
                     through his hair instead. The blond strands, so different from his adoptive family’s, are still cold from the March air outside.
                  

                  
                  I want to drag him into my bedroom. Penny won’t come back tonight, not when she has a boyfriend with stitches to care for.
                     What I’m doing with Sebastian is dangerously close to the same thing, but there are enough differences that I can shove away
                     the thought. Nearly. I ease back, even though I’m trapped between him and the door.
                  

                  
                  Perhaps steadied is a better word than trapped.

                  
                  “Mia,” he begins.

                  
                  I don’t give him a chance to finish the thought. It’s my room or the hallway for him, and the hallway would be safer, but
                     I can’t push him out into the cold tonight. Not when he has a bruise on his face because of me. Not when he grabbed me around
                     the waist and told me to stay put like I was breakable. Like I was the kind of girl who needed that knight in shining armor,
                     sword on his shoulder, one of Penny’s fantasy heroes made real.
                  

                  
                  I’ve never needed it, but some part of me must want it, because I take him to my bedroom, shut the door, and tell him to make
                     me scream.
                  

                  
               
            

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 5

         
         
            Mia

            As I walk across campus the next day, a coffee in hand, Giana calls.

            
            Usually, her calls take one of two forms: to complain about our family, or to interrogate me so she can take that information
               back to our family. Neither sound appealing right now, especially since I’m still standing tall from the conversation with
               Professor Santoro. My mind is full of ideas for how to contribute to her project. Her research is NASA-affiliated, part of
               the mission to uncover the billions of exoplanets hiding in the vast darkness of space. The goal is to find another Earth—but
               every exoplanet reveals something new about the universe.
            

            
            Since we can’t see exoplanets directly with our current technology, we need to hunt for them via other means. Professor Santoro
               is working on a new way of measuring atmospheric properties to determine details about exoplanets, and if I can rework the
               code on the program she’s been using, we could get much more precise data about confirmed exoplanets.
            

            
            The thought of all those planets out there, beautiful in alien ways . . . it’s enough to make me stop and stare at the sky,
               even though it’s morning. I school my face into a neutral expression before answering the video call.
            

            
            At least campus has mostly emptied for the summer, so there’s no one around to overhear my conversation. Altocumulus clouds
               dot the sky, each one as fluffy as a piece of cotton candy. A couple of years ago, scientists discovered WASP-121b, an exoplanet
               covered in metal clouds that pour liquid gemstones. Rain, just like on Earth, but made completely strange—and 855 light-years
               away. When I told Penny about that one, she jokingly said it was me as a planet.
            

            
            “Hey, Mi-Mi,” Giana says. Elementary school in New Jersey is still in session, so she must be on her lunch break; I can see
               the wall behind her, covered in bright posters. Her thick hair is in a ponytail, and little diamonds sparkle in her ears.
               “How’s it going?”
            

            
            I fight a smile at the sound of my childhood nickname. She’s the only one who ever calls me that. In return, I’m the only
               one who calls her Gi-Gi. “Good.”
            

            
            “It looks nice there.”

            
            I keep walking. “It’s pretty hot out.”

            
            “Right? The kids think it’s summer vacation already. They don’t want to do any work at all anymore.” She takes a sip of water
               and adds, “Did you start the assignment yet? Mom was asking.”
            

            
            “Um, no.” I squint up at the trees. “It’s remedial science, so I have to wait for the semester to finish first. Their semester,
               I mean.”
            

            
            “You should come down for a few days before you start. You didn’t even visit for Easter this year.”

            
            I hadn’t wanted anything to do with Easter. Not the Catholic church service, not Nana’s rosemary lamb, or even Mom’s pastiera
               napoletana. Not the egg hunt in the backyard, my little cousins running around with their starched formal outfits and grubby
               fingers. I spent the day doing schoolwork instead, even though it fell over spring break. I haven’t liked holidays since Nonno
               died.
            

            
            “I’m picking up extra shifts at the café before it closes.”

            
            The Purple Kettle, the on-campus coffee shop that I work at during the semester, closed two days ago for the summer. Another
               lie to add to the pile. My family thinks I’m sticking around Moorbridge to help high school students who failed their science
               classes make up the credits as part of my accelerated teaching degree—but I haven’t spent even a second in that department.
               If I ever teach, it’ll be like Professor Santoro. An extension of my research and part of my career, not the whole thing.
               And certainly not introducing the concept of cloud formation to middle schoolers or whatever the hell my family thinks is
               the most I can handle.
            

            
            “Well, if you do get a break, everyone would love to see you. I don’t know for certain, but I think Michelle’s pregnant again.”

            
            I send a prayer to the sky. My brother can be an ass sometimes, but his wife is wonderful. “That’s nice.”

            
            “Right? I want us to be aunties to a little girl this time. Enough with the boys.”

            
            “Anthony wouldn’t know what to do with a girl.” He has twin sons, and they’re both mini tornadoes of chaos. Giana and her
               husband won’t be far behind. I’ll bet if Michelle is pregnant, and if it’s a girl, Giana won’t last until Christmas before
               trying for a baby of her own.
            

            
            The thought makes me shudder. Space doesn’t terrify me one bit. Pregnancy, though? Being in charge of keeping a baby alive?
               It’s never interested me. In fact, it actively scares me if I think about it too hard. That’s another lie I feed my family:
               Sure, I can’t wait until I get married and have kids. The one time I told my mother I wasn’t sure I wanted to do the whole marriage and babies thing, she blew up at me about my
               duties as a woman and to my family.
            

            
            “Right?” Giana says. “Anyway, if you can’t visit now, at least come for the barbecue in June. Nana will cry if you don’t come.”

            
            “Nana has never shed a tear in her life.” It’s one of the many things I respect about her, even though our relationship is
               difficult at best. At Nonno’s funeral, she stood straight-backed in her black veil, her face covered in makeup, her eyes as
               dry as a riverbed in a heat wave. No tears during the wake, no tears during the funeral. No tears during the private family
               gathering afterward, as my father and uncles got drunk on grappa and toasted to his life.
            

            
            I wasn’t as strong. I shut myself in my room and cried until I couldn’t breathe.

            
            I climb one of McKee’s many hills, holding my phone higher so my face is still in the frame. The dorm I’m staying in for the
               summer is one of the ancient freshmen buildings on the edge of campus, atop one of the steepest hills. Incidentally, it’s
               the same one where I met Penny. I arrived first, and I’d been debating where to put my Andromeda Galaxy poster when she burst
               in, a whirlwind of ginger hair, all freckles and nervous energy. More books in tow than clothes, and ice skates tossed over
               her shoulder. She took in my black leather jacket and combat boots, the nervous fuck-this energy I must have been radiating,
               blinked, and stuck out her hand.
            

            
            She saw me better than anyone else. Better than my own sister. Still does.

            
            On the phone, my real sister sighs. I can tell I’m about three seconds away from a lecture, so I say, “I’m walking into a
               meeting. I’ll talk to you later.”
            

            
            “Tell me you’ll come to the barbecue,” she insists. “For me, Mi-Mi, please. Don’t worry about our parents or Nana or the cousins.”

            
            I swipe the keycard to get into the building and push the heavy door open. It’s sweltering in here too. Summer without AC
               will be murder on my hair.
            

            
            At least my room is on the first floor. Heat rises, after all.

            
            “Fine,” I say. An afternoon surrounded by my very large extended family, the neighborhood friends, everyone from church—I
               can suck it up. I don’t know why or how my parents started this tradition, but it’s lasted for over twenty years: the big
               summer barbecue at the di Angelos. I haven’t spent time with my sister since Christmas, and even then, she was with her husband
               Peter’s family for half of it.
            

            
            “Yay!” Her smile tugs at my heart. “Love you, Mi-Mi.”

            
            My breath catches in my throat. “Love you too, Gi-Gi.”

            
            I do. I really do. I love my family so much that it hurts to know I’m not the daughter they want. Not who they planned for.
               I tried to fit myself into that box—with my sexuality, with my passions—and it just didn’t work. It was impossible to stay
               there, squished down, and be able to take a full breath. Nonno was the only one who understood that.
            

            
            If he was alive, he would be supporting my career aspirations, and I wouldn’t be caught up in this stupid lie. In the past,
               Giana tried, but ever since she got married, she’s acted just like Mom and our aunts.
            

            
            Despite it all, I still love them and my heritage. And I can be friendly in small doses. Penny has said so herself.

            
            I nearly slip as I walk down the hallway to my room. I glance at the floor, making a face when I see that it’s covered in
               water. Maybe some idiot left the tap running in the bathroom.
            

            
            At the end of the hallway, I shove my door open; it’s sticking to the frame.

            
            My mouth drops open. “Holy shit.”

            
            My room is flooded.

            
            Without the door stopping the flow, the water rushes into the hallway, running over my sneakers. I glance up; water weeps
               from a crack in the ceiling, soaking absolutely everything. The bed. My clothes, still mostly in my opened suitcase on the
               floor. Shoes bob along in the water.
            

            
            My gorgeous suede boots, my favorite, are soaked. Ruined.

            
            I take a step forward and promptly trip. I flail, trying to hold on to the bed frame, but instead I land in the cold, disgusting
               water.
            

            
            I can’t stop myself from letting out a very embarrassing scream.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 6

         
         
            Sebastian

            “What about her? She’s hot.”

            
            I scowl at Rafael. He’s peering over my shoulder at my phone, the nosy bastard. I didn’t ask for his opinion, but sure, the
               girl in the profile is attractive. She clearly knows she can make guys stop and stare with her smile.
            

            
            She also happens to be a brunette.

            
            I swipe left.

            
            “Dude,” he says. “You’ve swiped left at least ten times now.”

            
            A couple feet away, stretched out in the dugout like it’s a comfortable old couch, Hunter raises an eyebrow. He takes off
               his McKee baseball cap, wiping the sweat from his brow. Even though it’s early May, New York’s summer humidity has set in.
               Practice wound down a few minutes ago, but we’ve lingered to chat about tomorrow’s series opener against Bryant University
               and make plans for later. It’s a home game, set for the evening, so we’ll be able to go out tonight, have a few beers at Lark’s
               while watching the Mets game, and still handle our pregame routines with ease.
            

            
            Hunter’s game day preparations are meticulous, doused in superstition. I’ve never cared for that sort of thing—I’d just as
               likely hit a home run wearing black underwear as I would wearing blue—but I’ll never tell him so. Anything to get us hitting
               again, an issue that’s been plaguing us all season. Unless we win a hell of a lot more in the next few weeks, we’ll miss out
               on the playoffs. Our record won’t affect my draft capital much, but I need to find a way to bring up my batting average before
               the official stats go in.
            

            
            I glance at the next profile. She’s blonde. Nice tits. A smile that tilts to one side, a little impish. I swipe right. No
               surprise, we match.
            

            
            “Now we’re talking,” Raf says. He knocks his shoulder against mine. “I’m betting she messages you in three, two . . .”

            
            The notification pops up. He grins. “So predictable.”

            
            I ignore him as I reply to her. Her name is Regina. She’s vaguely familiar, but I don’t have to wonder about it for long,
               because she’s all too eager to tell me that we sat at the same table in ethics this past semester. She’s free in an hour.
               Staying in one of the dorms for the summer semester.
            

            
            Too easy.

            
            “Only you would turn avoidance into a way to pick up even more girls than usual,” Hunter says. There’s a careful note in his
               voice—a joke before he hits me with something real—and worry on his smooth, light brown face.
            

            
            I stand. I’m not in the mood. Not to hear about how I’ve been letting Mia di Angelo stay in my head, rent-free, going on a
               month and a half now. I’ve gotten enough of it from Cooper. Hunter has a girlfriend, after all; he’s been doing long-distance
               with his high school sweetheart for as long as I’ve known him. Rafael’s solemn advice was more palatable. He sat me down,
               wrangled the story from me, and said, with surprising seriousness, “You just need to fuck your way through it.”
            

            
            I wonder who gave Mia that same advice. Certainly not Penny.

            
            Enjoy watching me leave, Callahan.

            
            The only way to make her voice fade, at least for a little while, is to find someone else to distract myself with. It’s that
               or mope. I really don’t have a leg to stand on when it comes to Mia’s own hookups, because I’ve been trying to find company of my own with
               all my free time . . . as long as she’s not a brunette.
            

            
            “He’s on a journey,” Raf says.

            
            “To fuck every bleach-blonde on McKee’s campus?” Hunter counters.

            
            “Well, no,” Raf admits. “He should be fucking brunettes too.”

            
            I sling my gear bag over my shoulder. “Noted.”

            
            “There are other Italian chicks in the world. Less crazy ones, too.”

            
            I stop with my foot on the dugout step. “She’s not crazy.”

            
            “She’s something,” Hunter mutters.

            
            “Don’t,” I snap. “Don’t call her crazy just because she broke up with me. Don’t call anyone crazy, it’s fucking rude.”

            
            Rafael and Hunter exchange a look. Raf’s thick eyebrows get lost in his equally thick hair. “Can you break up with someone
               if you’re not dating? If you, in fact, refuse to label it, then finally say yes to a date when you’re asked for the second
               time, and then flee and fucking ghost him?”
            

            
            Heat colors my cheeks. Put that way, my pursuit of her sounds pathetic. “Stop it.”

            
            “I’m just asking the question.”

            
            “Stop,” I say again, a sharper edge to my voice. My heart pounds with the need to defend her, even with the way things went
               down. I didn’t tell my brother everything, but I had to tell someone, and I chose my two best friends outside my family. I regretted it the moment the words left my mouth, especially because
               I could tell Raf was working on overtime not to say something massively fucking unkind about Mia. Like now. Tact is a foreign
               concept to him. I never should have mentioned the two hours I waited at Vesuvio’s just in case she’d show. “Don’t talk about
               her.”
            

            
            He looks almost sad. “She did a number on you, man. You need to deal with it.”

            
            “She’s here for the summer, right?” Hunter says. His voice is careful again, as if he’s worried I’m about to blow my lid.
               “You’re going to run into her. You need to find a way to move on.”
            

            
            “I’m fine. I am.” I take my baseball cap off my head and shove it into my bag, running my hand through my sweaty hair. All
               I need is a shower, a change of clothes, and a mid-afternoon fuck with Regina from ethics class, and I’ll be good to go. Mia
               is here for the summer, working on her mentor’s research project, but I’m sure she’ll ignore me if we run into each other
               at Starbucks or Stop & Shop. I’ll catch sight of that gorgeous dark hair and tiny shards of memories will bombard me. The
               late-night texting. The one time I managed to cook for her—just breakfast, but something—and she teased that it was better
               than an orgasm. The glances we shared when no one was looking, not Cooper or Penny or any of our other friends.
            

            
            Maybe Rafael is right. I need to fuck a brunette. “I’ll see you guys at Lark’s later.”

            
            “I’ll get us a booth,” Hunter says. “Julio, Levine, and Big Miggy are coming too. Maybe Hops and Ozzy.”

            
            “So, half the team,” I say dryly. “We’ll need two booths.”

            
            “This is the nice time of year,” Raf says. “Lark’s is quiet.”

            
            “Not that we’re not fans of your brother’s hockey crew,” Hunter says with a grin.

            
            That grin is a peace offering. The okay to disappear for the afternoon. I nod, then jog across the diamond to the locker room.

            
            *  *  *

            By the time I reach the tiny corner of campus where this dorm is situated, I’m sweaty again; the drive wasn’t long enough
               for the A/C to kick in. Regina meets me at the door, looking just like my vague memory from ethics class—the lemon blonde
               hair, the tilted smile—wearing an orange sundress that clings to her body enticingly.
            

            
            “Sorry that there’s no air conditioning in this building,” she says, grabbing my hand and dragging me to the stairs.

            
            Her room is on the third floor. The building, which must be mostly empty, echoes with our footsteps. She’s wearing flip-flops,
               the soles smacking against the worn wooden floor, which is wet for some reason. Mia doesn’t strike me as a flip-flops kind
               of girl. I’ll bet she wears sandals if it’s too hot for close-toed shoes. I do know that she paints her toenails a uniform
               black.
            

            
            I give myself a mental shake. Now is definitely not the time to be thinking about Mia di Angelo’s toenails. Not when Regina-whatever-her-last-name-is
               is making bedroom eyes at me. Her eyes are brown, and pretty, I guess, but a much lighter shade than Mia’s. Mia’s remind me
               of freshly tilled earth. Beautiful in the most natural way.
            

            
            Before Regina even opens the door to her room, she plays with her dress straps, letting them slip down her toned arms.

            
            “I went to your game the other day,” she says, her smile turning sly as she drags her nails down my chest. “Do you have a
               bruise from that catch?”
            

            
            I lean in, almost brushing her lips, but not quite. “Yes.”

            
            “Want me to kiss it better?” She turns her head, her minty breath washing over my ear before she takes the lobe into her mouth.
               Heat sparks through me at the teasing, the temptation, even if it’s with the wrong girl. Her hands find the hem of my shirt,
               tugging on it, until I get the hint and pull it over my head. “That’s not the only part of you I want to kiss, Sebastian.”
            

            
            This is easy—so easy. No thinking required beyond deciding whether I want to let her suck my cock or if I want to fuck her
               properly. I made sure I had a condom in my pocket before I got out of the car. I hitch her leg around my waist, groaning as
               she kisses me. I can’t help turning it into a comparison, again. Her kiss is too wet. Her breasts feel nice pressed against
               me, but are nothing compared to the perkiness of Mia’s. She smells wrong, too, citrus instead of jasmine.
            

            
            She gets the door open, and as soon as we’re inside, sinks to her knees, her eyes bright as she flicks her gaze upward. She
               reaches for my waistband with her long pink nails.
            

            
            I stare at her, frozen. “Sweetheart—”

            
            Someone screams.

            
            The sound pierces the air, sending me scrambling. I nearly knock Regina over in my haste to get to the door. She calls after
               me, but I ignore it, thundering down the stairs two at a time. My heart is in my throat, beating in time with my breath.
            

            
            I know that scream. Delighted in that scream. But this isn’t a sound of pleasure. This is panic.
            

            
            And it belongs to Mia.
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            Sebastian

            Even as wet as a sewer rat, Mia di Angelo is the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.

            
            My heart rate, which jacked up the moment I heard her scream—that very fucking familiar scream, one that I’ve heard in my
               nightmares and my dreams alike—slows as I take in the scene. I grip the doorframe, willing myself to breathe normally.
            

            
            She’s not hurt. Not being axe murdered. Just soaked, standing in nearly a foot of mucky water in this tiny dorm room, surrounded
               by all the belongings I’d once been familiar with from the suite she shared with Penny. A bead of water runs down her cheek.
               She wipes at her face furiously, her chest heaving.
            

            
            Relief runs through me in a torrent. She’s scowling. Practically snarling. She looks like an angel, her beautiful dark eyes
               shining with emotion. She reminds me of Tangerine when Cooper gives her a bath, petulant and displeased with the entire situation,
               but at least she’s physically okay.
            

            
            I give her a grin, since I figure that’s the most likely way to get a reaction from her. “Go for a swim, di Angelo?”

            
            “What the fuck are you doing here?”
            

            
            “I was in the neighborhood.”

            
            She gives me a once-over. I tense momentarily, remembering the feeling of her lips on my Celtic knot tattoo—the symbol over
               my heart that I share with my brothers.
            

            
            When she speaks, her voice is as dry as a desert breeze. “Shirtless?”

            
            “Let me help you.”

            
            “Who were you doing?” she asks, derision in her tone. “The bubbly bitch upstairs with a voice like a dolphin?”

            
            “Oh my God,” Regina says, peering through the doorway. She hops from foot to foot as she hands me my shirt. “This is disgusting.”
            

            
            Mia crosses her arms over her chest. “So predictable, Callahan.”

            
            Was that a flicker of hurt in her expression? I’m probably imagining it. I pull my shirt on and wade through the chilly water.
               I nearly trip over something, but manage to steady myself on the bed frame. A big water droplet hits me in the face. “Let
               me help you get this stuff out of here.”
            

            
            “Thank God this didn’t happen on my floor,” Regina says.

            
            “Oh, sure, good for fucking you,” Mia snaps.

            
            Regina blinks, but before she can come up with a retort, I say, “Regina, call the housing office and tell them they need to
               send someone to shut off the water to the building.”
            

            
            “But—”

            
            I squeeze her arm. “It’ll be a big help.”

            
            She flutters her eyelashes at me. “My phone’s upstairs.”

            
            I give her my best smile, the one that makes old women giggle and girls my age want to take me to bed. “Please?”

            
            She leans in and kisses me, her hand cupping my jaw. She even nips my lip, the action full of possessiveness. “Only for you,
               Sebastian.”
            

            
            Before she leaves, she adds, glancing at Mia, “You’re so sweet to help this poor girl. Don’t be too long.”
            

            
            I’ve seen how Mia looks when she’s contemplating murder, and I would say her current expression definitely qualifies. She
               practically bares her teeth as Regina flounces off. The moment we’re alone, however, she bites her thumbnail, worry breaking
               through her mask.
            

            
            “Fuck,” she says, her voice cracking. “What am I going to do?”

            
            I take in the wet mess of clothes and shoes and other belongings. A beautiful black jacket lined with silk, one I pulled off
               slowly not too long ago, is no doubt damaged beyond repair. “Like I said, let’s get this stuff out of here. I’ll grab my gear
               bag, it’s big enough for at least some of the clothes.”
            

            
            “I’m not putting my clothes in your disgusting gym bag.”

            
            “No offense, but they’re already disgusting.” I pick up a lacy bra, letting it dangle from my fingertip. She gives me a stony
               glare. “Come on, once this is all out of here, we can figure something out.”
            

            
            “I have my car,” she says. “I’ll put it in there.”

            
            “Let’s grab the bag anyway.” I start down the hallway without glancing back. She might not want anything to do with me right
               now, but she’s smart. She’ll take the help I’m offering. “I’m sure they’ll have somewhere else for you to stay.”
            

            
            She snorts, but follows along. “Maybe. A lot of the dorms are being renovated this summer. Guess they should have added this
               one to the list.”
            

            
            “What about your laptop?”

            
            She peers into her bag. “That was in its case, so it’s fine. And my phone seems okay.” She inputs the passcode, frowning at
               the screen.
            

            
            “That’s good.”

            
            Her laugh sounds reedy. “Thank God. I don’t have the money to replace either of them right now.”

            
            I unlock my car and root around in the trunk for my bag. It’s filled with the bats I’ve been using, my glove, and a couple
               other pieces of gear, but I just dump it all out. “I’m sorry about the clothes and textbooks.”
            

            
            She’s biting her thumb again. “Thanks.”

            
            It takes a couple trips, but we get all her stuff from the flooded room to the back seat of her car. Some clothes just need
               to be washed, but she throws out the jacket, plus that pair of suede thigh-high boots I know she adores. The water ruined
               some of the textbooks beyond repair, which must hurt. The books I need for my history major make a big dent too. I know better
               than to offer to replace them, though. She’d just chew me out, and now that I’m with her again—however brief—I don’t want
               to waste it.
            

            
            I can practically hear Cooper’s voice. Whipped for a girl who won’t give you the time of day?

            
            I can’t keep the worry at bay as I look at her. She has dark circles underneath her eyes and a pinched edge to her face. She
               deserves somewhere nice to stay this summer while she’s focused on her research, and at least right now, she doesn’t have
               that. I watch her shut the car door, swiping her hand—with that bitten-down thumbnail—through her damp hair.
            

            
            The absurd urge to invite her to stay at my house rises, but I tamp it down just as quickly. She wouldn’t want that help either,
               and I can’t give it, anyway. You don’t invite a girl to live with you while you’re trying to get over her. That’s like deciding
               to quit smoking and immediately going to buy a new vape.
            

            
            I keep my gaze on the maintenance truck rolling into the parking lot. The crew will have a hell of a job getting rid of all
               the water, much less fixing the plumbing and ceilings. We peered into the bathroom next to Mia’s room, and sure enough, it
               had flooded as well.
            

            
            “Wasn’t sure I’d see your underwear again, di Angelo.”

            
            “Shut up,” she says, but she gives me a tiny smile.

            
            I nearly pump my arm in victory.

            
            “Sebastian,” she says, sighing as she leans against her car. “I . . . I appreciate your help. Thank you.”

            
            “Don’t mention it. You sure you’re good?”

            
            “I guess I’ll stop by the housing office. Ask if they have another room I can move to.”

            
            I nod, shading my eyes against the afternoon sun. From this angle, the sunlight acts like a halo, accentuating the lighter
               shades of her hair. It’s curling at the ends from the water, calling up a memory. Showering together at my place after one
               of our rare hookups there. Smelling my shampoo in her hair, watching her redo her makeup in the bathroom. I hugged her from
               behind, and she giggled—actually giggled—as I kissed her neck.
            

            
            Fuck it.

            
            I can’t have that again, but despite what happened, I’m her friend, and friends help each other. Even if the friend in question
               is prickly as a cactus and hasn’t spoken to you in over a month.
            

            
            “If they can’t get you in somewhere else, come and stay with me.”

            
            She blinks. Once. Twice. “No.”

            
            “It’s just me in the house right now. Me and the cat. You could stay in Izzy’s room. There’s a private bathroom.”

            
            She crosses her arms over her chest, giving me a glimpse of her belly button. “I can’t.”

            
            “Can’t or won’t?”

            
            She smirks, masking whatever’s going on inside her brilliant head. “You know that wouldn’t be a good idea.”

            
            “We’re friends.”

            
            She cocks her head to the side. “Are we?”

            
            Enjoy watching me leave, Callahan.

            
            Whatever connection we might have shared, she doesn’t want to explore it anymore. I might hate it, but I can’t force her to
               be with me, even if I feel the urge to take her into my arms and kiss her like a physical ache.
            

            
            “See you around,” she says finally. “Good luck on your game tomorrow.”

            
            I watch as she gets into her car and pulls out of the lot. Despite her question—are we, are we, are we—I need to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from smiling. She knows I have a game tomorrow. She’s paying attention, at
               least on some level.
            

            
            Are we?

            
            We better fucking be.

            
            Regina texts me, asking where I went.

            
            Then she sends a picture. That orange sundress is nowhere to be seen.

            
            I get in my car instead.
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