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      “Oh wow, did you know the expansion pack has blank cards you can fill in yourself?” Theo Kostas asked her roommate.

      She was sitting on the couch with a ripped-open mailer envelope beside her and a brand new card game spread out on the coffee table in front of her. This one was called Escape From Moon Base 9 and it was all anyone in her online gaming circles were talking about.

      Of course, that didn’t mean it impressed her roommate.

      Andie rolled her eyes on her way from her bedroom to the kitchen. “Nerd alert.”

      “Shut up,” Theo teased. “Do you really think spending an entire Friday night waiting in line to get Nat Butler’s autograph is any less nerdy?”

      That was what Andie had done last night. She’d gotten home around two a.m. and found Theo staring like a zombie at YouTube videos. She'd talked non-stop for at least thirty minutes about her spiritual connection with the rock star and how she was destined to become the future Mrs. Butler before finally pouring herself into bed around three.

      Theo hadn’t heard a peep from her until she emerged from her bedroom, dyed blonde hair wild with sleep, apparently with the sole motivation of making fun of Theo’s hobbies.

      Oh, and coffee.

      “Make enough for me, will you?” Theo called into the kitchen. Andie grunted and Theo went back to inspecting her new deck of cards.

      Not enough people took advantage of the fill-in-the-blank cards – it took a certain amount of cockiness to think you knew a game better than the developers, but Theo took it as a personal challenge. Her mind was already turning with possibilities when Andie flopped onto the couch beside her, shoving the empty mailing envelope out of the way.

      “Five-minute ETA on the coffee,” she said. “Did I tell you Nat’s eyes have this other-worldly quality to them? Like dark chocolate ganache infused with gold flecks…”

      “Yeah,” Theo said, distracted. “About ten times last night.”

      “Oh. Well, they’re amazing.”

      “So I’ve heard.”

      Nat Butler was not unattractive, and Theo liked her music as much as anyone could like something their roommate played as if today was the last day it would exist. But Theo wasn’t a celebrity chaser, even though she and Andie lived in New York City and they’d bumped into a few.

      She wasn’t much of a woman chaser at all, in fact. All she needed lately was Moon Base 9 and her gamer friends online.

      “Come on,” Andie said. “You would swoon if you met her.”

      “Maybe.”

      “You should have come last night,” she said, dragging herself off the couch as the coffee maker percolated. “I bet you would have had fun.”

      Tight crowds in stadium seating. Long bathroom lines. An hour and a half subway ride in the sweltering July heat. Theo’s pulse jumped up and she shook her head. “I had fun at home.”

      “You’re 32 years old,” Andie said on her way to the coffee maker. “Don’t you ever get tired of being 80?”

      “Nope.”

      Maybe an attack card to mess with another player’s gravity field… Theo was just mentally filing the idea away for one of the blank cards when the apartment buzzer sounded. Andie was mid-pour so Theo went to the intercom.

      “Hello?”

      “Buzz me up,” her sister said. “And make it snappy – this stuff is heavy.”

      “You need help?”

      “Nah, I got it.”

      Theo buzzed her sister into the building and took the chain off the apartment door, then went into the kitchen to retrieve her coffee from Andie. She was just gathering her Moon Base 9 cards to put them away when Penny burst into the apartment and dropped her 20-pound wedding binder on the coffee table.

      “Careful!” Theo said. “I just got those cards.”

      “They’re fine,” Penny said with a roll of her eyes. “Thanks for the help, by the way.”

      “You said you had it.”

      “Now, girls,” Andie said. “Quit your bickering or I’ll have to send you to separate corners.”

      “Love you, baby sis,” Penny said, pinching Theo’s cheek.

      Theo swatted at Penny’s hand, then went into the kitchen to get her a cup of coffee. When she came back, Penny had completely overtaken the coffee table.

      “What is all this?” Theo asked.

      “Wedding supplies, of course!” Penny said. She took a long sip of coffee, but by the looks of it, she didn’t need to be caffeinated. She’d been riding the wedding planning high for about three months already with no signs of slowing down – and the wedding wasn’t for another eleven months. “You two are my maids of honor – please tell me you did not forget your promise to help me pick out invitations today.”

      “Oh Lord,” Theo said, inspecting some of the stuff spread across the table. Theo was no savant, but it looked like there were at least two hundred different sample invitations there. “Where did you even get this many samples?”

      “It’s amazing what you can get if you’re willing to ask,” Penny said.

      “Or if you want to spend an entire week talking to suppliers, from the looks of it,” Andie said. “Ooh, this one’s pretty.”

      “Too floral,” Penny said, plucking the invitation out of Andie’s hand and starting a discard pile. “There – one down, just a few more to go.”

      “You’re insane,” Theo said. “What does Chet think of all this?”

      “Well, he did send me over here,” Penny said.

      “Thanks a lot, Chet,” Theo said. “I’ll remember this at Christmas when I’m choosing his gift.”

      Andie and Penny laughed, and Theo brought a chair from the dining room so her sister could take her seat on the couch. The way she saw it, it was her sisterly duty to give Penny a hard time about how impressive it was that she’d become a Bridezilla the instant Chet put that ring on her finger.

      But sifting through wedding invitations was actually not a bad way to spend a Saturday morning. It wasn’t all that different from getting acquainted with the Moon Base 9 cards – only these were a lot more formal and, tragically, none of them made reference to space monsters.

      “How about this one?” Theo asked, passing an elegant card with pretty calligraphy to her sister. “It’s simple but the font makes it feel modern.”

      “I like it,” Penny said. “This’ll go in the maybe pile.”

      The three of them sorted wedding invites for close to an hour before they could finally see the coffee table again beneath all that card stock. The discard pile was towering by the time they finished and Penny had narrowed it down to about ten maybe cards for Chet to weigh in on.

      “Is that all for today?” Andie asked with a yawn. Obviously the coffee, followed by a rigorous invitation scavenger hunt, had done nothing to offset her Nat Butler-induced sleep deprivation.

      “Maybe you’ve got a thousand first dance songs for us to listen to?” Theo suggested. “Or fifty different brands of Jordan almonds to taste for the wedding favors?”

      “Don’t tempt me,” Penny said, tapping the overstuffed wedding binder, the weight of which was most definitely going to throw her back out before next June. “I do have one more wedding-related item to discuss with you two. The bachelorette party.”

      “Planning that already?” Theo asked. A little nervous jitter worked its way through her stomach – wasn’t that something to worry about next spring?

      “Yeah, isn’t that something you’re supposed to leave up to your maids of honor?” Andie asked.

      “I would, but you know me – I don’t want to,” Penny said with a laugh. She turned to Theo. “And I know you don’t like taking trips…”

      The nervous jitter turned into a fist clenching Theo’s stomach. No, she very much did not like taking trips, and she didn’t like where this was going.

      “But this is my wedding and I only get to have one bachelorette party – I want it to be perfect.”

      “Ooh, are we going somewhere fun?” Andie asked. She was always up for an adventure and Theo was already calculating Andie into her escape plan. She’d go in Theo’s stead, simple as that.

      “Vegas,” Penny said and Theo’s stomach promptly dropped about five inches like a heavy stone had just materialized inside it.

      “Las Vegas? Nevada?”

      “Sin City, baby,” Penny said. Her big blue eyes were alight with excitement and she was obviously already married to the idea. Theo felt sick. Vegas was not just a quick day trip, which she might have been able to handle, or even a weekend trip to the family cabin in the Catskills. Las Vegas was a full-on trip and it was giving Theo hives just thinking about it.

      The airport. The plane that was nothing more than a steel tube coasting through the air. The lights, the crowds, the distance from her safe little apartment with the shelves full of card games and her computer and everything else she needed just a few clicks away.

      Jesus.

      “I can’t,” Theo blurted.

      She pulled Penny and Andie out of their reverie. They were already getting excited about hotel rooms and cocktails and exploring the Strip, and now they were both staring at Theo. Andie looked sympathetic but Penny had a hard look in her eyes that reminded Theo of their dad. He was the tough-love type, always telling her to ‘suck it up’ rather than let her weasel her way out of the things that scared her.

      “You have to,” she said. “I’m sorry, but you’re my co-maid of honor and I need you at my bachelorette party.”

      “You’ll have Andie-”

      “I love Andie, but you’re my sister,” Penny said. “It’s just for a few days – Friday to Sunday – and it’s not happening for nine more months. I figured we’d go in April before the weather in Nevada gets too brutal.”

      Theo’s whole body felt too hot, like someone had turned her internal thermostat way up. The trip could be in a week or eight years from now and she’d feel exactly the same way about it – Penny might as well be asking her to go to freaking Moon Base 9.

      “I want to,” Theo said. Lie. “I’ll do my best.”

      Another lie. She was already brainstorming a dozen ways she could get out of it. Work obligations. Sudden illness. She’d pick a fight with Penny the day before the trip if she had to. It wasn’t that Theo was looking forward to disappointing her sister – after close to three decades of fighting the same exhausting battles over and over inside her own mind, she would love to just get on a plane and travel carefree across the country.

      But Theo was barely capable of getting out of her chair right now, let alone taking all the steps required to go to Vegas and come back in one piece.

      “I’m sorry, but that’s not good enough,” Penny said, her hands on her hips.

      Well, that was new.

      Theo’s pulse started racing again. Everyone in her family was used to Theo’s anxiety-related limitations and she’d trained them a long time ago to expect a certain failure rate when it came to following through on plans.

      She always meant well, but sometimes she’d be standing in the doorway of her apartment, all ready to show up and not be a disappointment for once. But then a little voice inside her head would whisper in her ear, It’s not safe out there. And she’d be frozen to the floor.

      Her family might not understand it, but they accepted it.

      Until now, apparently.

      “I don’t ask much of you,” Penny said. “Do you know how much of a pain in the ass it is to carry twenty pounds of wedding invitations across town on the subway? But I brought them to you because I know you’re more comfortable here. I do shit like that for you all the time, Theo, and I don’t mind. But this is my wedding. I want to go to Vegas with my best friends to celebrate and my sister will be there.”

      Those blue eyes could turn icy when Penny was angry. Theo had seen it a few times, like when Andie told the entire middle school about Penny’s embarrassing crush on a teacher, or when Mom grounded Penny for a month over a dented bumper that had actually been a successful frame-job by Theo.

      She never got used to it when that icy stare was directed at her. Theo shivered and said, “Okay.”

      Easier said than done – much easier said than done. But obviously Penny wasn’t messing around and Theo’s well of excuses had run dry. It didn’t matter if Theo had crippling agoraphobia, or if her boss needed her to work through the weekend, or if she was so sick she was actually dead.

      She was going to freaking Vegas in April.
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      “Hel-lo, Mother,” Libby Groman said, throwing her arms wide for a hug before she’d even reached her mother’s table. The fringe on the hem of her t-shirt rustled in the wind as she walked out on the restaurant patio, a few heads turning her way at her noisy arrival.

      “Must you make every entrance theatrical?” her mom asked as she stood and gave Libby a hug.

      “You usually like my theatrics,” Libby said. “Something wrong?”

      “No, sweetie. Have a seat.”

      “This place is busy today,” Libby remarked as she sat down and crossed her legs, the abundance of fabric from her tie-dyed skirt pooling around her. “Even in this heat.”

      “You should have worn something cooler,” her mom said. “I told you we were dining on the patio.”

      “I love this skirt,” Libby said. “It makes me feel like a time-traveler from colonial times.”

      “A time-traveler who made a brief stop in the 60s?”

      “Exactly! See? You do get me,” Libby said as the waitress came to take their drink orders. Libby asked for a margarita, her mom ordered a simple glass of water with lemon, and the way the waitress’s eyes lingered on Libby’s clothes did not escape her attention.

      A lot of people stared at Libby. Not all of them stared at her the way this girl did, with more than just curiosity. The waitress was pretty in a girl next door kind of way, more feminine than the type of women Libby usually went for, but she was intrigued.

      And Libby found that intriguing in turn.

      The girl disappeared to place their drink orders and Libby picked up where she’d left off. “I figured this skirt would get an appreciative reaction from the creative types at the museum. The out-of-the-box thinkers.”

      “The hipsters, you mean?” her mom asked with a wry smile.

      “Precisely,” Libby said. “My people.”

      She’d been looking forward to the Franz Erhard Walther exhibition ever since she found out it was coming back to New York. How often does one get to not only interact with, but crawl all over, an art exhibit like a kid in gym class on parachute day?

      “About that,” her mom said.

      “I don’t like the sound of that hesitation,” Libby said. “You said you’d go with me.”

      “Let’s have lunch and then we’ll talk about it,” her mom hedged. “I’ve got some big news to discuss with you.”

      “You don’t have cancer or something, do you?” Libby blurted, loud enough to turn the heads of the table beside them. Her mom was not the type to make promises and break them, just like Libby wasn’t the type to sit patiently through an entire meal with a statement as ominous as that hanging over her head.

      “No, nothing like that,” her mom said. “I’ve decided to retire.”

      “Oh, thank God,” Libby said, her heart starting again. “You couldn’t have lead with that?”

      “Sorry.”

      The waitress came back with their drinks and Libby let her eyes linger on the girl’s glossed lips. She really wasn’t Libby’s type but Libby got a kick out of watching the girl’s cheeks turn a subtle shade of pink as she appraised her.

      “Umm, what can I get you?” the girl asked, fumbling a notepad out of her apron. She dropped her pen and Libby bent to retrieve it. She handed it back to the girl with a little nibble of her lower lip and the girl stuttered, “S-sorry.”

      “It’s okay,” Libby said. She winked, then said, “I’ll have the tacos.”

      Her mom ordered a quesadilla and when the waitress was out of earshot again, she scolded Libby. “Honestly, is that any way to act around your mother?”

      Libby arched an eyebrow. “I’m 35 years old – isn’t it a little late to start disapproving of me? Besides, you make a great wing woman and I helped you hit on that hot bank teller last week. Did you ever call him?”

      “Do you ever call any of the women you flirt with?” her mom shot back. “Or is this all just for sport?”

      Libby smiled and took a sip of her margarita. “It’s mostly sport. Don’t worry, I’ll settle down and work on getting you some grandbabies eventually.”

      “You’re not getting any younger, Elizabeth Rose,” her mom said in a teasing, sing-song voice as the waitress came back with an unnecessary stack of napkins to add to the ones already on the table.

      “Neither are you, Cora Leigh,” Libby sang back while she smiled at the waitress. Then she leaned across the table and got serious. “So what’s all this about retiring? You’re only sixty-two, unless I’ve lost count to a truly egregious degree.”

      “That is one of the bright sides to being self-employed,” her mom said. “You’ll see when you’re my age – it’s nice to have the choice to do things at your own pace. I think I’ll work one more year, then quit while I’m young enough to enjoy my golden years.”

      “Why wait a year?” Libby asked.

      “I’ve got to find new placements for my clients, for one thing. And I’ve got you to think about, sweetie,” her mom said. “I want to talk about your business.”

      Libby had a sudden, strong urge to find some sand to stick her head in. It happened every year at tax season, once a month when it was time to pay the bills, and every time her mother checked in on the store’s finances.

      Maybe that cute waitress could be talked into procuring some sand…

      “I want to make sure you’re on stable financial ground before I make a decision that would affect Good Vibes,” her mom said.

      She was a saint – that was all there was to it.

      She’d supported the hell out of Libby when she first floated the idea of opening a queer, female-centric adult store in the East Village. She’d pitched in a good portion of her savings two years ago to help Libby lease a space and buy inventory, calling herself an angel investor who really did turn out to be an angel when Libby realized small business ownership was harder than it looked. She had yet to turn a profit and her mother had yet to complain about that unpaid loan.

      “It’s not your job to worry about that,” Libby said. Although she was immensely grateful that her mother did worry about Good Vibes. Little details like electric bills and purchase orders just weren’t on Libby’s radar, and without her mom’s help, she wouldn’t have had a clue where to start.

      “I know,” her mom said. “But I also know how much you love that shop and we need to strategize to make sure it stays open a good long time. How about we skip the museum this afternoon and head over to the store instead? You can show me what you’ve got going on right now.”

      “Okay,” Libby said. As much as she was looking forward to it, the Walther exhibition was going to be in town all summer and it could wait another week. “So, what are you going to do when you retire? Travel the world?”

      Her mom smiled. “A girl can dream.”
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      Good Vibes was all closed up when Libby and her mom arrived.

      The shop was a small place sandwiched between one of Libby’s favorite bagel shops and a yoga studio that let her rent space for the larger events and workshops that drew crowds too big to fit in Libby’s tiny shop.

      Her mom was a sex therapist who ran her own practice and she taught a lot of those well-attended workshops. Libby was already starting to imagine how lonely the shop would feel once she retired.

      She made the most of the space, though, giving Good Vibes a boutique feel with wall murals from local artists and tapestries draped across the ceiling with its exposed ductwork. In addition to her mom’s occasional workshops, Libby had one part-time employee, Josie, but Sunday was always a day of rest for the shop.

      She unlocked the front door, leaving the Closed sign in place as she let her mom in. There were cloth-covered tables decorated with featured products near the door, a bookshelf full of carefully curated works from the Kama Sutra to The Lesbian Sex Bible, and Libby’s pride and joy, the Vibe Wall filled with every buzzing, pulsing, orgasmic delight you could think of.

      Libby went around the shop, turning on a few table lamps that helped create the homey boutique vibe she liked. “Well, what did you have in mind?”

      “Let’s take a look at your books, sweetie,” her mom said.

      The shop had harsh fluorescents overhead, but Libby rarely turned them on, and now taking extra time to turn on all the individual lamps meant delaying an uncomfortable conversation. Her accounting files weren’t much to see.

      Finally, when there were no more lighting adjustments to be made and nothing else to distract her, Libby went behind the checkout counter and turned on the computer that doubled as her cash register. She waved her mom over, then pulled up the sparsely filled spreadsheet that was ‘the books’.

      “What do you want to know?”

      “It’s not an interrogation,” her mom said, rubbing Libby’s back. “I’m not the IRS. Relax – I just want to know how you’re doing.”

      “I’m not the best bookkeeper in the world,” Libby said, pushing the computer screen toward her mother. “I try but you know I don’t have a mind for details.”

      Her mom frowned at the screen. She scrolled for a few minutes, frowning some more, then sighed. “Well, you’re right about that. There’s not much here.”

      “Josie records the expenses once a month,” Libby said. “And she’s trying to get me in the habit of tracking a few more statistics but I just never understand the point of it – what am I saving all this data for?”

      “We really ought to get you into some small business classes,” her mom suggested. “You’ve got all the ingenuity and passion you need to drum up business, and that’s the hard part. Statistics and bookkeeping are skills that can be learned.”

      “Those cost money,” Libby pointed out. “And I’d have to be away from the shop more. I’m not sure how many more hours a week I can afford to pay Josie.”

      “Not many, by the looks of this,” her mom said. “Your sales have been stagnating for the last couple of months, according to these numbers.”

      “You can’t always be in a growth cycle, right?”

      “That’s true, but you can’t sustain a business with flat sales,” her mom said.

      “Well, bookkeeping is only half the problem,” Libby said. “People don’t like buying their dildos from a place that requires them to take their veiny cocks home on the subway. The online retailers are crushing brick and mortar sex shops.”

      “That’s nothing new,” her mom pointed out. “Sweetie, you know I’ve been happy to help you out with the rent when you need it, and I’d be happy to keep teaching workshops now and then after I retire if it’ll bring in new customers. It’s not easy getting a small business off the ground and we both knew this would be a journey. Whether there are online retailers gunning for you or not, success requires creativity. That’s one of your best qualities, though. Just look at all the customer reviews people have left on the Vibe Wall since you started putting Post-it notes and pens over there. That was a stroke of genius.”

      “Pun intended,” Libby smirked.

      Her mom smiled, but she would not be deterred from her concerns, even with the perfect dirty joke. “When I retire, I’m going to be on a fixed income and I won’t be able to help out as much as I do now. You’ll be on your own.”

      Libby’s heart gave a little jump in her chest. That was the first thing her mom had said all day that truly hit home and it struck fear into her. She didn’t know the first thing about the business end of her shop and she’d been taking her mother’s generosity – and Josie’s enthusiasm for grunt work – for granted since Good Vibes opened.

      Could she even do this on her own?

      “Don’t worry,” her mom said, noticing the fear in her eyes. “I’m not planning to leave you high and dry. I’ll help however I can.”

      Libby put her forearms on the counter and blew her hair out of her face. It was blue at the moment, but the color was beginning to fade and she’d been thinking about going purple. That decision barely registered on her priority list now.

      “You probably shouldn’t have babied me this whole time,” she teased. “I’m spoiled now.”

      “That’s a mother’s prerogative but it’s time to leave the nest, little birdie.”

      Libby sighed. “I don’t know the first thing about balance sheets and inventory control… I don’t even know if those are real terms or something I just made up.”

      She was being melodramatic, but only a little. Her mom laughed and turned off the computer. “I have faith in you, sweetie.”
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      It was a sunny Friday evening and there were a lot of people on the sidewalks. Theo stuck close to Andie, a fake smile plastered on her face as she wondered how the hell she’d been hoodwinked into going on this little adventure.

      “It’ll just be a quick trip,” Andie had promised when she'd grabbed Theo by the hand and physically hauled her off the couch. “You’re starting to scare the neighbor kids with your vampiric complexion.”

      “Maybe I’m trying to be Goth,” Theo shot back.

      “It doesn’t suit you.”

      “Harsh.”

      In the end, Andie had won. She had a few good points – including one about a Theo-shaped indent in the couch cushions – and she promised it would be a quick trip. She was taking her responsibilities as co-maid of honor very seriously and she’d begun planning the bachelorette party almost from the moment Penny left the apartment last weekend.

      “What’s so special about this place again?” Theo asked as they weaved their way up the sidewalk like two fish swimming against the rest of the school.

      What she meant to say was, Why can’t we just buy this stuff online? Or better yet, Why are we shopping almost a year in advance? Theo had a litany of questions that all revolved around her pounding heart’s insistence that it was better to just go home. But Andie was persistent – she wanted to shop in person and she needed her co-maid of honor to come with her.

      “It’s a female-centric sex shop,” she said. “And I heard they’re doing a special feature on bachelorette favors this month – we’re just getting ideas at this point, but I thought it would be fun to poke around.” She looked at Theo, who gave her an unconvincing smile, and squeezed her hand. “We won’t be long – it’s a small shop.”

      “Okay.”

      That made Theo feel a little better. She could get through anything for twenty minutes and they were already most of the way to their destination anyway. Twenty minutes to make Andie happy seemed like a good trade-off for spending the rest of the weekend cocooned in the safety of the apartment.

      “Here it is,” Andie said, pulling Theo over to a little shop with big, pink neon letters flashing in the window. “Good Vibes.”

      Theo snorted as Andie pushed the door open and a bell chimed to announce them. She was not the type of person to visit a sex shop in the first place and as she walked through the door, the first thing her eyes went to was a mannequin wearing an obscenely big, floppy strap-on.

      “Oh, Lord.”

      “Loosen up,” Andie said. “Or I’ll make it my job to embarrass you.”

      “Please don’t.”

      “Oh look, honey,” she said loudly, turning a few heads as she plucked a toy off the nearest table. “Didn’t you say you wanted to try a bigger butt plug?”

      “Not today, dear,” Theo said through gritted teeth. She made accidental eye contact with a blue-haired girl from across the shop, promptly turned tomato-red, and Andie laughed like she’d just discovered her own comedic genius.

      “Come on,” Andie said, setting the butt plug down and leading Theo through the store. “Looks like the bachelorette stuff is on those tables.”

      There were three tables in the middle of the store with bright pink tablecloths and all manner of yonnic and phallic party favors spread across them. Andie and Theo didn’t make it to those tables, though. Andie took about five steps into the store, noticed a massive wall of vibrators and got thoroughly distracted.

      “Holy shit, this is amazing.” She picked something up, it started buzzing, and Theo looked away, accidentally locking eyes with the blue-haired girl again.

      She smiled at Theo – was that flirtatious or just friendly? Then the girl turned, her purple crinoline skirt floating around her like a cloud, and plucked a book from a large shelf.

      “You might like this one,” she said to the woman standing next to her. Theo realized she must work there as she added with a wink, “Some of the sitting positions are very creative.”

      “How do you feel about the Cone?” Andie asked, nudging Theo. “Total gimmick, or could it possibly feel good?”

      “The what?”

      “This thing.” She was holding a pink, vibrating toy that looked just like it sounded – a smooth cone a little bigger than the palm of Andie’s hand, with an unsettlingly pointy tip.

      “What the hell do you do with it?” Theo asked.

      “Umm…” Andie referred back to the wall of toys, where Post-it notes were stuck haphazardly near the toys to which they referred. “Sit on it?”

      Theo laughed. “You first.”

      “You’re so old-fashioned,” Andie said, turning off the Cone and putting it back on the shelf.

      “My hands do the job just fine and they’re free,” Theo said. “Can we please go look at what we came here for?”

      By her count, they’d been at Good Vibes for about five minutes – fifteen more to go, then Theo’s obligation would be fulfilled. She always felt better when she was leaving a place – like how she could never enjoy a roller coaster while she was actually on the ride because her anxiety about how it was going to go took up every inch of space inside her mind.

      After it was over and the adrenaline had been spent, she could look back and appreciate the experience in hindsight. And she was very much looking forward to putting Good Vibes in her rear view mirror.

      Andie rolled her eyes. “I didn’t come all the way out to the East Village to look at booby gummy candy for five seconds and go home. Browse with me for a few minutes, okay?”

      Being a wet blanket was no fun, and yet it was something Theo rarely had the power to control. She took
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