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I know what you're thinking.You're thinking this will be just one more story of the ignored, "big-
boned " girl, who sheds her glasses and a few extra pounds and finally attracts the notice of the
most popular guy in school.Except it isn't. Because I'm not unpopular. Not all that ignored. And I
love the way I look—just as I am.Then someone puts my name in for Homecoming Court.The
bigger surprise?People actually vote for me!Now, I'm a "princess"—whether I like it or not—but
the guy I'm paired with isn't exactly Prince Charming.Rhys Castle is the strong, silent type who
always wears a frown—he's certainly never smiled at me. I'm 99.9% sure he hates being on
Court and being my partner, but surprisingly…he doesn't switch when he gets the chance.Turns
out Rhys has a secret—something that makes him run hot and cold throughout the entire three
weeks of Homecoming festivities. Whether he's stepping on my feet during dance lessons or
gallantly escorting me through the Homecoming parade, I can't get a read on this guy, and for
the first time, I find my confidence wavering.But there's more to Rhys than meets the eye. And
the more the spotlight shines on me, I realize there's more to me, too.
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webpage.Chapter 1“If you could date an Avenger, who would it be?”Okay, my best friend and I
talked about everything under the sun, so that was a completely legitimate question. I thought
about it a second.“I’m not sure,” I said. “My instinct says Captain America because he’s kind,
confident, loyal, and just yum. But it’s hard because Thor is gorgeous, too, and he could
probably pick me up if I ever fell down a hill in the rain.”Toni snorted as she braided my hair.“That
was random,” she said.“Not really. I watched Sense and Sensibility last night.”I heard her sigh.
“Again, Ariel? You know they make new movies every year, right? You don’t always have to
watch the same things over and over.”“Yeah”—I rolled my eyes—“but I know what I like. And
romances nowadays just aren’t what they used to be.”I couldn’t see her, but I knew Toni was
smiling.She loved to tease me about my obsession with romance movies, but we both knew
she’d discovered plenty of her favorites because of me.“Who would you pick?” I asked. “From
the Avengers?”“Black Widow,” she said. “No question. She kicks butt, and I’d love to ask her
where she gets her cat suits and that red hair dye.”“Ooh, good choice.”“Thanks.”“Hey,” I said,
touching a strand of my dark brown locks, “speaking of hair. I was thinking of adding some
highlights. Do you think you could—”She tsked, then gave a sharp tug, making me gasp.“Ouch!
What the heck?” My eyes shot to the front of the classroom, but there was no need to worry. Our
substitute teacher was currently nose-deep in his crossword.Toni and I were seniors. This was



Health, our final class of the day, and he’d given us the last ten minutes to talk. It was all
good.Well, except for my hair-pulling bestie.“What was that for?” I asked.“You ruin a mane like
this with cosmetic enhancement and I’ll never forgive you,” Toni warned, running her fingers
through my hair. She always made me look like I’d just visited a professional stylist—the girl
could’ve charged for her amazing skills. “Don’t even think about it. Your natural mahogany
already has hints of auburn in it anyway.”I frowned. “But you color your hair. You change it up
nearly every month,” I pointed out.“I’m an artist,” she said, as if that explained everything.“Hey,
I’m creative, too.”Toni laughed. “Yeah, but that’s just with tasty treats.”She finished by pinning the
Swiss braids over the top of my head, then had me turn around to pull out a few tendrils.I lifted a
brow. “I didn’t see you complaining when you were eating that jasmine vanilla cupcake I brought
you earlier.”Toni’s eyes closed as she groaned. “Oh, girl, that was sooo good! And pretty,
too.”“Thanks,” I said. “Keep the flattery coming, and I might just forgive you for that crack about
my art. Making food that looks beautiful and tastes good takes skill, you know.”“Oh please, I
didn’t mean it like that,” Toni said. “My love affair with your food is my longest relationship to
date.”I laughed.“Seriously A, you’ve been doing it since you were what? Six?”“Five,” I corrected.
“Grandma D always stressed how important it was that the food not only tasted good, but looked
pretty, too. We eat with our eyes first—that’s what she always said.”My grandma Duncan had
started me out early. We baked cupcakes every Sunday, and she’d let me choose the
decorations and guide my hand as we frosted them together. My mind traveled back to those
days of baking in my grandma’s kitchen, and I couldn’t help but smile. They were some of the
best times of my life.“Deep.” Toni gave a nod. “And true for more than just food.”“Yeah, she was
the best. I miss her.”“Well, at least her baking lives on through you,” my best friend said. “I can’t
even cook spaghetti, let alone make those little yummy flowers made from that stuff…what is it
called again? Farquaad?”“Nope, Lord Farquaad would be the short guy from Shrek.” I grinned.
“The flowers are fondant. I’ve been working on them the past few days. Helps me keep in
practice for the baking competition next month.”“Well, they’re beautiful.” Toni twisted one last
piece of my hair around her finger, released the curl, then nodded and pinched my cheeks. “And
so are you! Seriously, give me that hair, and I could rule the world.”“Toni, you play too much. Your
hair is awesome! That magenta really suits you.”“You think so?”“Yes,” I said, “total rock star art
goddess.”“You’re right.” She nodded, fluffing her ever-changing bob, then looked down at herself.
“Hair wouldn’t be a problem, but for true world domination, I would definitely need your amazing
rack.”I nearly swallowed my tongue. “Toni!”“What? You have great boobs.”“My breasts thank you
for the compliment,” I murmured as heat rose to my cheeks. “But seriously, you’re gorgeous, and
you know it.”“I guess my girls are perky, if a little small,” she said.I shook my head. “Stop that!
You’re my best friend, and your boobs rock. Just accept it.”Toni suddenly grabbed my hand and
placed it against the center of her chest.“What are you doing?” I asked.“Just giving our little
eavesdropper over there something to smile about,” she whispered and tilted her head to the
side. Sure enough, out of the corner of my eye, I caught sight of Ben Shultz watching us with
avid attention. He was pretending not to look, but his gaze kept coming back to my best friend



and me. The small smile on his face was filled with awe.“How long has he been watching us?” I
asked.Toni shrugged. “No idea. But I think he’s enjoying all the boob talk.”“I think you’re right.” I
leaned forward and kissed her cheek, chuckling when I heard what sounded like a notebook hit
the floor. Leaning back, I snuck a glance just in time to see Ben retrieve his binder and then look
at Toni. “Bet he’s happy about that, too.”“Yeah,” she said. “Ben’s a sweetheart…if a bit of a perv.”I
scoffed with a smile. “Says the girl who was checking out my ‘rack.’”Toni’s gaze narrowed. “Did
you just air-quote me?”“Sure did,” I said. “You are quite quotable.”Toni thought about that a
second, then grinned. “I am, aren’t I?”The intercom system beeped, and the end-of-school-day
announcements began a second later.“Hello, students of Honeycomb High! This is Principal
Maxine. I have some exciting news for you today.”“Is it just me,” Toni whispered, “or does
Principal Max sound extra happy?”I shrugged. “Her voice is always upbeat.”“It’s about
Homecoming Court,” the principal went on, and I could feel the whole room shift to listen. “As you
know, ballots went out at the beginning of the week, and now the results are in. There will be
princesses and princes representing every grade, so please pay attention.”“Hey, how did you do
on that test in Bio?” I asked, but Toni waved me off.“Eh, not bad. Let’s listen.”“Why?” I laughed. “I
thought we didn’t care about Homecoming. Every year the popular people get voted in and
fawned over, and we usually stay home, binge-watch rom-coms, and eat ice cream.”“Yeah, but
who knows? There could be some surprises this year.”“I still—”The girl a couple seats in front of
Toni turned around to give us a glare.“Will you two please be quiet?” Lana said. “Some of us care
about our school traditions.”“Sorry,” I said and meant it. “I didn’t think we were being loud.”Lana
rolled her eyes. “Whatever, Cupcake, just keep it down. Some of us actually have a chance at
getting our name announced.”Okay, so most of the school called me “Cupcake” in a sweet way,
an endearment of sorts (though there was little warmth in Lana’s voice), thanks to my love of
baking. And I wasn’t really offended by the Homecoming comment either—it was the truth. Girls
like me were never chosen, and I was totally cool with that. I didn’t even want to be a
princess.But my bestie seemed to take Lana’s words personally, as she narrowed her eyes. “You
sound real sure of yourself there, Leavengood. You rig the ballot box or something?”“As if I’d
need to,” Lana said, dropping her voice to a whisper. “Unlike you two, I have goals and a
reputation.”With that, she dismissed us with a flip of her hair and turned back around.“Yeah,” Toni
mumbled, “a reputation as a snotty brat.”If Lana heard the insult, she didn’t show it. Principal
Max was still talking, announcing the sophomore and junior nominees. Lana was listening hard;
she even seemed to be taking notes. A little overboard if you ask me, but hey, I guess some
people took this Homecoming stuff seriously.To be honest, Lana was a bit of a snot, but it wasn’t
totally her fault—the whole senior class fed into her obsession with herself. And yeah, mean girls
weren’t supposed to exist. In this day and age, girls were supposed to be lifting one another up
instead of tearing one another down—but I guess Lana had never gotten the memo.She had two
faces: the one she showed to the people she thought could help her get ahead, and the one she
showed when those people weren’t looking. Obviously, Toni and I were beneath her notice, so
we saw glimpses of her dark side. But to everyone else? Lana was an angel. She’d been elected



to Court every year we’d been at Honeycomb High, so there was next to no chance she’d be left
out this time.“And now, we have our senior nominees! Oh, this is so exciting,” Principal Max
gushed. “Four princesses and four princes will represent Honeycomb High this year.”I leaned
over to tug on Toni’s shirt.“Why do you think they need so many?” I whispered. “Is it like the
Hunger Games? Will only one survive?”“They nominate two girls and guys from every class,”
she said as if it was common knowledge. “Except seniors, who get more because it’s our last
year and all.”I guess that made sense.“And our first senior nominee is…” The principal paused.
“Can I have a drumroll, please?”To my surprise, an honest to goodness drumroll played through
the speakers.“Must’ve gotten someone from the band,” Toni murmured. “Nice touch.”Principal
Maxine spoke again after a loud cymbal crash. “Lana Leavengood! Congratulations, Princess
Lana, and welcome to the Honeycomb High Court!”Lana’s friends hugged her and tittered as
she pretended to wipe away a tear.“I can’t believe it,” she said insincerely. “Thank you guys so
much! I couldn’t have done it without you.”Of course Lana would be the first girl announced, I
thought. Of course.No one else probably noticed the haughty glance she threw Toni, but I did.
My best friend answered her with a scowl.“Did you want to come over after school?” I said, trying
to cheer up my BFF. “We could watch Crazy, Stupid, Love again.”Toni gave me a look. “Ariel. You
know I never get tired of seeing Ryan Gosling without a shirt.”“And our second nominee is—”
The drumroll came again as the principal’s voice rose, followed by the cymbal. “Bryleigh Davis!
Congrats, Bryleigh!”“But I’ll only come,” Toni went on, “if you promise to make more of those
awesome red velvet cupcakes.”I gave her a smile. “You got it.”Toni looked up to hear the third
nominee announced—it was Tessandra Mendoza. At that, my bestie let out a sigh. She seemed
so invested in this. I wasn’t sure why, but I was growing concerned.“Something wrong?” I
asked.“Huh?” she said, then shook her head. “Oh no, it’s nothing. I was just hoping someone we
could actually root for would be nominated this year.”“Like who?”“I don’t know.” Toni shrugged
and gestured in Lana’s direction. It looked like she was still giving her acceptance/thank-you
speech. “Someone more genuine and less…well, fake.”I lifted my shoulder in return. “So would I.
But you know how these things go, Toni. It’s all shallow fluff anyway.”“I guess you’re right.” Toni
smiled. “So, for the movie, should I bring the chips and salsa?”I was just about to say heck yeah
when Principal Maxine’s voice came over the speaker again.“Only one more princess to go,” she
said, her voice echoing out to the entire school. “Who will the lucky girl be? I’ll tell you in a
moment!”“You were right,” I said on a laugh. “She is really into this.”“I know,” Toni said, “it’s like
she’s puking up rainbows with every new name or something.”The visual of Principal Max
spewing rainbows everywhere soon had me giggling. But that would disappear in the next
second.“Our final princess is…Ariel Duncan!”An earthquake right here in Georgia would’ve been
less of a shock.Chapter 2“Way to go, Ariel, and welcome to Court!” Principal Max continued as if
the school hadn’t been hit by a tornado like in the freaking Wizard of Oz, taking us to a
completely new land. I wouldn’t have been surprised if little orange men with green hair and
overalls jumped out and started doing a jig. “Those are our four princesses, and one of them will
be your queen! Congratulations again to all the nominees! Now, on to our princes—”My ears cut



out at that moment.It was like I was in a wind tunnel or something. No sound broke through
except the whoosh of my own breathing. My head felt a bit light, like I might pass out from lack of
oxygen.Toni was in front of me, saying something as she grinned from ear to ear. But for a few
seconds, I couldn’t make out a thing.What had Principal Max said?Had she really called my
name?Was this some kind of cruel prank?Unable to help it, I looked up—but nope. There was no
bucket of pig’s blood waiting to drop on my head. I guess me not being Carrie’d was one mark in
the positive column. But seriously, what the heck?Toni gripped both sides of my head, forcing my
eyes to meet hers.“Ariel,” she said, shouted really, her voice finally breaking through. “Did you
hear that? You made freaking Homecoming Court!”“I thought I might’ve been hallucinating,” I
said, still shocked.“Well, you weren’t.”“Good grief,” I muttered as the reality sank in. “How did this
happen? There must be a mistake. I don’t even remember my name being on the ballot.”“It was,”
Toni said matter-of-factly. “Right between Wendy Dulluth and Jessica Eakes. There were, like,
forty names listed, just for the senior girls, and yours was one of them. You should really pay
more attention, A.”I shook my head, trying to make sense of it all. “But that means someone had
to nominate me.”Toni nodded. “It means more than that. People actually voted for you, my
friend!”“But no one even knows me.”“Of course they do or they wouldn’t have voted,” she said.
“You’re a member of the debate team—”“Which I suck at,” I put in.“—which you do suck at,” Toni
agreed, “but only because you’re so nice. You’re also in art and helped with the school’s theater
production last year.”I lifted my hands. “So did you. I helped a little, but you were basically in
charge of that. I just touched up the scenery and made the celebratory cake at the end of the
year.”Toni grinned. “Must’ve been some cake.”“Come on, Toni. Be serious.”“I am,” she said, then
examined her nails. “And you know, there was that time you were on TV.”“But I was, like, nine
years old!”It was my one brush with fame. I’d submitted to be a part of this kids baking challenge
and earned a spot with my cute pigtails and Easy-Bake Oven. I went home after round two, but it
was a good experience. Then in middle school, I’d started a baking vlog which now had a decent
following. It paired two of my favorite things: desserts (cakes, cookies, cupcakes etc.) with my
favorite movies. But that was just for fun.“People love a hometown star,” Toni added. “I’m just
saying.”“Wow,” I breathed.“Yeah, wow and yay and all the other words used to convey
happiness!” Toni laughed at the look on my face. “Why aren’t you more excited about this? Ariel,
this is incredible!”“This is going to be a disaster,” I mumbled.Lana stepped up to my desk, and I
realized people had already started leaving the room. The bell must’ve rung while I was in a
Homecoming-induced stupor. Gah.“Well,” Lana said, eyeing me up and down, “congratulations
on making Court.”I blinked. “Thanks, Lana. You too.”“I don’t know how you did it,” she went on.
“But this should at least be entertaining. I’ll see you after school, Cupcake.”We both watched her
go, Toni with a satisfied grin and me with a frown.“That sounded ominous,” I said. “What do you
think she meant by that?”Toni shook her head. “You really were in la-la land for a second, weren’t
you?”I shrugged.“Everyone who was nominated is supposed to meet in the cafeteria after
school,” she said.“Why?”“To hear all about Court, what’s expected of you, the works.”I smiled.
“Well, that shouldn’t be hard. Homecoming Court is just walking out on a football field at halftime



and accepting some flowers, right?”Toni chuckled while shaking her head at me.“Riiight,” she
said in this drawn-out way that made me think it was so much more. But how could it be? I’d
never been to Homecoming, wasn’t interested in football, and I preferred to keep my dancing
skills confined to my bedroom.But it was just one night. There wasn’t much to it.“You better go, A.
Wouldn’t want to be late.”As I walked to the door in a daze, the principal’s words kept replaying in
my mind.Me? A princess?I bit back a laugh. Yeah, right.If I was, I must’ve been Sleeping Beauty,
because I was obviously still dreaming.Chapter 3If it was a dream, it was definitely one of those
alternate reality ones where you can’t wake up. People kept stopping me in the halls to
congratulate me. Me! I couldn’t believe it.“Hey, congrats on the nom,” Kendra Claire said. She’d
been the lead in last year’s theater production of Hairspray and was sensational. We’d bonded
after I brought everyone in the cast and crew rose-shaped macarons on opening night.Kendra
had said she’d been doing the theater thing for years, and that was the first time anyone brought
her flowers. I’d responded that with amazing talent like hers, it definitely wouldn’t be the last. “It’ll
be nice to see a real girl on the Homecoming stage for once.”“Thanks, Kendra,” I said, not really
knowing what she meant.I kept walking but was once again sidetracked by Teddy “The Tank”
Kowalski.“Yo, Cupcake!” he said, stopping me a few feet from my locker and holding his fist out.
“Heard you’re a princess. That’s cool.”I rolled my eyes but tapped his fist with my palm. “Well, not
really.”He lifted his chin. “They going to give you one of those girly crowns to wear?”“A tiara?” I
asked. “I hadn’t really thought about it.”“If they do, you know it’s legit,” he said and gave my
shoulder a pat. “Congrats.”I blinked. “Thanks, Teddy. Say hi to your little sister for me, okay?” He
nodded, then walked off.We’d had classes together since elementary school but never really
spoke before last year. Teddy had come to me out of the blue, saying it was an emergency
situation. His sister’s tenth birthday was coming up, and he was supposed to have ordered
something special (a cake, cookies, doughnuts etc.) to celebrate. His parents had given him the
money weeks in advance to ensure they’d get an awesome surprise for their baby girl. Guess
who’d promptly forgotten the cake, found the cash in his bag days later, couldn’t remember what
the money was for, and spent it on a new pair of Nikes?Yeah, that would be Teddy.The birthday
party had been the next day. He’d looked so pitiful, begging for my help, and I couldn’t find it in
me to say no. I’d whipped him up a two-tier minion-themed cake with one layer of chocolate and
one of vanilla. I’d even used yellow dye to make twelve little marshmallow minions, one for each
of the party attendees as well as the birthday girl. Teddy and I had been friendly ever since.Mrs.
Reeves nodded as I passed her biology classroom and stopped at my locker. We got along great
—okay, I was on good terms with pretty much all of my teachers, but Mrs. Reeves and I shared a
common love of movies and sweets.“I heard the news,” she said, beaming. “Way to go, Ariel. I
know you’ll do Honeycomb proud.”“Really?” I joked. “I wish I felt that certain.”“What do you
mean?”I shrugged. “Pretty sure I’m not the typical princess, Mrs. Reeves.”Translation: I’m
confident and love myself just the way I am. But society might not see me that way. My look
didn’t exactly scream “princess.”Mrs. Reeves didn’t seem to get my meaning.She pushed her
glasses up her nose. “Oh? Is there some criteria for high school royalty I don’t know about? I



thought it was just based on who got the most votes.”“You’re right. It is,” I said. “I just don’t
understand why anyone would vote for me.”“Again,” Mrs. Reeves said, probing me with her
shrewd gaze, “why wouldn’t they?”I didn’t have an answer for that but decided to try.“Well, I’m
awkward and quiet.”“I’d call you friendly and sweet,” she put in.I nodded my thanks. “It’s just… I’m
like a turtle. I love my shell, and I’m very content in the shadows. I’ve never really wanted to be in
the spotlight, you know?”“I do know. But even turtles have to venture out once in a while.
Sometimes life chooses your destiny for you.” Mrs. Reeves smiled a second later. “That was in
my fortune cookie last night. Thought it would be appropriate here.”“I guess so,” I said.“Good
luck, Ariel. And don’t worry. I’m sure you’ll knock ’em dead.”I didn’t want to kill anyone, I thought,
just to get through this debacle unscathed.Several more people stopped to offer their congrats,
and a few even said they’d voted for me. It hit me then for the first time: maybe I wasn’t as under
the radar as I’d thought. Other students noticed me…and they seemed genuinely happy for my
success.It was actually kind of awesome.Because of all the pit stops along the way, by the time I
left my locker, it was nearly twenty minutes after the final bell. The halls were less crowded, most
of the students eager to be home or to start their after-school activities. The emptiness was
good, since I needed to book it to the cafeteria. I walked as fast as I could. The only thing I hated
more than the spotlight was walking in late—which automatically ensured attention I didn’t
want.I’d just looked down at my phone to check the time…when I ran straight into a brick wall.Or
that was what it felt like.I rebounded hard, falling to the floor and landing on my butt.Thank
goodness I had some extra cushioning back there, I thought. Otherwise, the cold tile (which had
to be layered over concrete) would’ve hurt like a mother. My bag, books, and phone had gone
down as well, creating a little circle of chaos around me. Cringing, I surveyed the scene—until
my eyes latched on to what had caused me to fall in the first place.My eyes traveled up over
thighs encased in black workout pants, a muscular chest covered by a long-sleeved HHS T-shirt,
strong shoulders, square jaw…and stopped on stormy blue eyes.Gah, I thought. This was so
cliché.What am I, the heroine in a rom-com?The guy I’d run into was frowning at me.Rumor had
it Rhys Castle rarely smiled, so I tried not to take it personally.He’d certainly never smiled at
me.“Nice one, Cupcake,” he said. “You okay?”I blinked. My brain must’ve been addled because
all I could think in that moment was, Wow, even Rhys knows my nickname, and on the heels of
that thought, I’ve never seen such a pretty wall.Seriously, Rhys could’ve given Captain America
a run for his money.I watched in a daze as Rhys collected my things off the floor, then looked at
me again.“Need help getting up?”I snapped out of it at that. Ugh, if Honeycomb’s golden boy
quarterback had to help me, it would only add insult to injury. Trying to calm my blush, I struggled
to my feet.“No, but thanks,” I said as he handed over my stuff. “Sorry, I didn’t see you, thought I’d
walked into a wall or something—which is pretty out-there, since obviously you’re very much
human.”“You walk into walls often?” he said, and I couldn’t tell if he was joking.I smiled anyway.
“It’s been known to happen once or twice.”My attempt at humor was a fail. He didn’t crack; his
lips remained stuck in a firm line.“Are you okay?” I asked. Maybe I’d hit him harder than I thought,
and that was what put him in a bad mood. “I hope I didn’t hurt you.”“Oh, I’m good,” he said. “Girls



throw themselves at me all the time. Just not quite so literally.”“I didn’t—”“Maybe you should go
out for the football team.” That made the words I’d been about to say die on my tongue.“Why
would I do that?” I asked slowly.“Just saying, that was a decent hit.” I might’ve been imagining it,
but I could’ve sworn I saw his lips twitch. “With a little practice, you could probably take me
down.”I shook my head in disbelief. “Do I look like a football player to you?”Rhys gave me a once-
over, and for some reason when his eyes met mine again, I could feel my cheeks
blushing.“Watch where you’re going next time,” was all he said, and then he sauntered past me
down the hall.“Pretty and rude,” I said under my breath. “Should’ve seen that one
coming.”Chapter 4Shaking my head, I continued my walk to the cafeteria, which was thankfully
in the opposite direction of Mr. Personality. Out of all the guys in school, I just had to run headfirst
into Rhys. The guy gave new meaning to the word swoon, but wow, did his surly attitude suck.Try
out for football? Blah.I couldn’t believe I’d fallen under his spell for even a second.Luckily, no
other obstacles (human or otherwise) impeded my progress, and I got to the cafeteria right on
time.A petite blond woman, wearing a green and white sweater dress, met me as I walked
through the door. She had an easy smile. Her teeth were blindingly white, and she wore a
sparkly pin in the shape of a crown on her left breast.“You must be Ariel!” she said brightly and
handed me a packet of papers. “I’m Juliana Weaver, Honeycomb’s Homecoming director. I’m so
glad you’re here! We’re still waiting for one more, but we were just about to get started.”“Thank
you,” I said softly. “Are there assigned seats or…?”“Oh no, honey.” She laughed. “Just pull up a
chair! Feel free to sit wherever you’d like!” This woman’s entire demeanor was like one big
exclamation point.Trying not to worry about all the eyes on me, I made my way to the back and
sat down. My gaze searched the faces dotting the cafeteria, and it was like a who’s who of
Honeycomb High. Lana was there, of course, and she narrowed her eyes as I passed her. She
was seated at a table that included Bryleigh Davis, Tessandra Mendoza, and three guys I knew
to be some of the most popular in our grade: Daniel Pascale, Jon Wu, and Zander
Albritton.Daniel was our student body president, a total hottie, and one of the smartest people in
the school. Jon, drum major of the Honeycomb High marching band, was also a member of
several clubs (including debate, which he rocked by the way). He waved as I looked at him, and I
waved in return. Zander was a member of the wrestling team who knew basically everyone; he
also played defensive lineman for our football team and was nearly as big as Tank. With his
Hawaiian heritage and easy smile, Zander kind of reminded me of a young Jason Momoa.I
made a mental note.So these were the princes.All of them were popular and good-
looking.Actually…glancing around, I noticed that was a common theme. Bryleigh, HHS head
varsity cheerleader, had always looked like she stepped straight out of a magazine. Her hair was
the color of ebony, falling in long waves down her back, her skin black and beautiful. Her makeup
was light and nearly as perfect as Lana’s. Tessandra should’ve looked out of place sitting next to
them, but she didn’t. Even if she was a so-called “nerd”—we’d all known Tess would be
valedictorian of our graduating class even when we were in middle school—her tomboyish
clothes couldn’t hide either her flawless olive skin or her smarts. She fit with the others for a



simple reason: Tessandra was extraordinary. So was everyone else sitting at what I belatedly
realized was the unofficial senior table.I was betting the freshman, sophomore, and junior
nominees each had something special about them as well. They all looked completely at ease in
this crowd.Ugh, I felt like such a poser.I so did not belong in this room with these people.Maybe I
could sneak out the back before anyone noticed. I was just about to make my escape when two
things happened at once.“Well, I guess we should get started!” Ms. Weaver said, pulling us all to
attention. “Though we seem to be short one prince.”And the door to the cafeteria suddenly
opened and in walked the quarterback, looking just as good and unhurried as he had out in the
hall.“Rhys Castle, I presume?” Ms. Weaver said, smile extra bright. “How nice of you to join us!
I’m glad you could fit us into your busy schedule.”“No problem,” he said, gesturing back to the
door. “I was going to skip, but Coach told me I had to come.”The wattage in Ms. Weaver’s smile
dimmed.“Oh?” she said. “Well, I’m glad Coach Feinnes persuaded you. Homecoming is a big
deal here at Honeycomb High!”“If you say so,” he said.“I do! This should be something very
special for you! Please take a seat.”Rhys nodded, then sat right in the front at an empty
table.Okay, so it wasn’t me—he was just a cold fish. I guess that should’ve made me feel
better.“It’s my pleasure to welcome you all to this year’s Homecoming Court! As I said, my name
is Juliana Weaver, Homecoming director, queen for the class of ’88.” No surprise there, I thought,
mentally cataloging her nonstop bubbly persona and general friendliness. “I’ll be helping you all
through this wonderful time in preparation for the big day!”I gave a mental scoff. Only in the small
southern town of Honeycomb, Georgia, would this be considered big. They loved their traditions
here almost as much as they loved football. Keyword: almost.“There are only three weeks until
Homecoming, and that time will be packed full of fun. If you’ll open your packet to page one,
you’ll notice a court calendar and itinerary of events.” She held up a finger. “These will include,
but are not limited to, the following: the annual Homecoming parade, bonding exercises, formal
dance lessons, pep rally, and Homecoming football game culminating in the announcement of
king and queen, as well as the big dance!”My eyes widened as they moved down the page. This
was definitely more than I’d bargained for. Ms. Weaver confirmed as much with her next
words.“For the next month, everyone in this room is Honeycomb royalty.” She beamed at each of
us in turn. “You are all now princesses and princes, voted in by your peers to represent
Honeycomb in this time-honored tradition. Oh, it’s just so exciting! Does anyone have any
questions?”Tessandra raised her hand. “Will this affect our schoolwork in any way?”Ms. Weaver
shook her head. “Most Homecoming activities will be held outside of school hours, and those
that aren’t have been agreed upon by the faculty and staff. So you won’t be penalized for leaving
class early or anything like that.”
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Delta High School Library, “Deliciously cute and innocently romantic!. Cupcake by Cookie O'
Gorman is a deliciously cute and innocently romantic read for young adults!Ariel is a full bodied
young woman and she’s proud of who she is even when others are unkind. Her best friend, Toni,
nominates her for the Homecoming royalty without Ariel knowing. Ariel may like herself but she’s
been bullied about her size and that makes her wary of gaining attention or being in any
spotlight. Being part of the homecoming royalty stresses her out. Ariel has many talents and
friends. She’s kind and caring and loves to bake amazing treats for sharing and posting on her
vlog. Rhys is her designated homecoming prince for all of the activities and he’s also the star
quarterback. She’s a bit intimidated by him and the other royalty. As she gets to know the other
royalty better and they get to know her, friendships begin. Cupcake is an adorable story of
growth, confidence and loving yourself!”

Marla Parraguirre, “Could Not Put This Down. Honestly, what's not to like about this book?It's a
simple thing, and if you know the author you know it's going to end happy so you're just there for
the ride and the thrill of feeling your heart do flips along with the main girl, Ariel. It briefly touches
on some sensitive topics, one of which made me cry since I am particularly weak to one. But I
love how it's addressed, and how it's not a main point of the book. It's just really nice, and the
characters are all loveable.Swoon level 100, 10/10 recommend.”

Gargoyle Girl, “Fabulous read as always. I have read every book by Cookie and she has never
disappointed.This is yet another beautiful gal overcoming issues and a flawed hero who comes
through with the unexpected.For a feel great romance, read away!”

Cliente de Ebook Tops, “Good read.. It is such a cute story with many valuable lessons. I loved
Rhys's character from beginning to the very sweet end.”

Lisa M. Mandina, “Adored this body positive YA romance!. This book was just so wonderful! It
was definitely body positive, and I loved that Ariel, nickname Cupcake, was happy with herself.
But it was also realistic in that just because she was okay with her body, it didn’t mean other
people wouldn’t still be rude, and that those rude remarks couldn’t still get to her.The story was
about so much more than that though. Ariel had so many layers, as well as the other characters
in the story. There was Lana, another homecoming princess, who felt she should be the winner.
But when we got to see her family, well it pointed out a bit about why she was the way she was,
and even gave her a chance to show some growth. There were also lots of other characters in
the story, the stereotypical types of high school characters, but all had such great back stories
and their behavior was more than what you would expect.And wow did this school make a major
production about their homecoming court. Of course as someone who was never involved in that
aspect of high school when I was that age, I was definitely not someone who would ever be



nominated, maybe that’s how it always is? I’m sure it was embellished for a fictional story and
dramatic additions to the story, but it was really neat.The love interest, Rhys, was one that like
Ariel at the beginning I was unsure how to take. But soon he grew on me, just as he did on Ariel,
and I think I could fall in love with him along with her.And as much as there is a certain very well
known book series that I love and always geek out over when I read about it in books, I like that
this author used a more current title by Sarah J. Maas for the characters to bond over. It was also
fun to hear all the different movies, rom-coms especially, that were talked about.Loved this one,
as much as I seem to have loved every other book I’ve read for this author!”

Olivia F., “absolutely delightful rom-com. CUPCAKE is an absolutely delightful rom-com read
about self-confidence, being true to yourself, and allowing yourself to shine. Ariel, aka Cupcake,
is a plus-sized baking goddess - who is startled to learn that she has been voted onto the
Homecoming Court. In their small town, it is kind of like being royalty, and the preparations start
right away, beginning with the selection of partners from a chalice.Ariel is paired up with the
strong and silent Rhys, who is a total hottie but also seems kind of rude. As they spend time
together doing the royalty tasks and practicing for the big dance, Ariel is able to see a new side
to Rhys, one that she really adores. However, she is not sure if she can let herself like him,
because she worries he is out of her league - even when he's asking her out. As Homecoming
nears, Ariel will have to decide whether she is willing to embrace herself fully as she is.What I
loved: This was such a lovely and charming rom-com read with all the swoon. I was completely
caught up in the absolutely perfect couple of Rariel (Rhys and Ariel). Their romance was *chef's
kiss* and I loved all the tension, cute scenes, and swoony moments. They are a couple that was
so easy to gush over and scream about how they should obviously just be together already.
However, I do really appreciate that we received insight into Ariel's mindset and her feeling that
things are too good to be true and inability to trust.These moments, along with those about fat-ist
(a term coined by Ariel) events, make this a deeper read that will resonate with people who are
insecure about their appearance but with an ultimately positive message. There are several
scenes where this is brought to the front in terms of on-the-rack shopping, terrible comments/
bullying, and the fact that all the well-known princesses are skinny. The messaging around this is
important for readers to hear again, and there were some thoughtful discussions about it in the
book. Other themes around mental illness, eating disorders, and bullying are also touched upon
and handled thoughtfully.This book absolutely gave me some great laughs, some sigh-worthy
times, and plenty of swoon. I absolutely adored joining Ariel and Rhys in their story, and I was
sad that the book had to end. This was such a charming read - perfect for anyone who is a fan of
rom-com movies (and this would make a perfect movie addition).Final verdict: With all the feels
and charm, CUPCAKE is an absolutely delightful romantic comedy that is sure to have readers
begging for more. Highly recommend picking this fantastic read up!Please note that I received
an ARC from the publisher. All opinions are my own.”
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