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            Epigraphs

         
         
            “I mean you no sort of harm,

            and am only advising you to do exactly

            what I should do myself in your place . . .

            my heart is not made of iron,

            and I am very sorry for you.”

            Calypso to Odysseus in Homer’s The Odyssey, translated by Samuel Butler
            

				

         
            It’s a lonely time ahead

            I do not ask him to return

            I let him go

            Suzanne Vega’s song “Calypso”
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            One 
Four Days Before Odie

         
         Another thong. Yuck.

         
         Better than a used condom or vomit, I guess. Working at my family’s inn, I’ve seen a lot—maybe not everything—and I’m really trying to bring a spirit of gratitude to this moment, to this day, that it wasn’t something worse. I tiptoe
            around the pink lacy thing and go to the bathroom for a wad of toilet paper to pick it up. I’m already wearing latex gloves,
            but you can never have too many layers between you and a stranger’s underwear, right?
         

         
         Right.

         
         “Ew, ew, gross . . .”

         
         I don’t know who I’m talking to—the hotel room’s empty—but it needs to be said.

         
         I reach down and pinch it between my fingers, which are wrapped in half an inch of toilet paper. The only problem is, the paper slips off, and then the thong falls and brushes ever so slightly against my elbow, which is maybe the nastiest thing that’s happened to me. I snatch it from the floor and toss it into my giant trash bag, then roll up the sweat-soaked sheets and stuff them all into the laundry bin. Everything smells like sex. 

         
         I storm off to the lobby, only it’s hard to storm anywhere when you’re dragging a heavy cleaning cart filled with mini soaps
            and wet towels behind you. I’m halfway up the entrance ramp when Matty, the bellhop, takes pity on me.
         

         
         “Let me help you,” he says.

         
         Matty’s just old enough that he feels like an adult (twenty-eight? twenty-nine?) so I don’t stop him when he grabs the front
            of the cart and makes it ten times lighter. We haul it the rest of the way together.
         

         
         “I just got done cleaning room 18,” I say.

         
         “Hailey and Bieber?”

         
         “Exactly.”

         
         We nicknamed the guests Hailey and Bieber because he was skinny, covered with ugly tattoos, and she’d definitely had some
            work done. The thing is, all the couples who come to Catalina Island do the same thing, in all the same ways, and when you’ve
            worked in the tourism industry long enough, you can anticipate their every move. Maybe we shouldn’t dehumanize anyone with
            a nickname . . . but maybe they could be more original.
         

         
         “Really repulsive,” I say.

         
         “Do I want to know?” Matty’s hair falls into his eyes as he says it.

         
         My dad has a rule that it can’t be past his eyebrows, but Matty says he looks like he’s in the marines when it gets too short,
            so they have this forever back-and-forth about it. My dad has threatened to fire him, but Matty’s worked here for five years,
            and I think we all know that that’s practically an eternity for anyone at the Ogygia Inn. Anyone but me.
         

         
         “She left her thong,” I whisper as we get closer to the lobby. A few guests take off on Ogygia Inn bicycles, headed for the
            beach. “It was practically in the middle of the floor too. Not, like, tangled in the sheets. What is wrong with people? The
            whole inn already heard them having sex last night. I can’t believe they had the nerve to even check out this morning, just
            pretending that didn’t happen.”
         

         
         “I got three calls, complaining,” Matty agrees. “The older writing-retreat lady in 10 said she couldn’t sleep with all the
            ‘humping.’ ”
         

         
         “Who says humping?”

         
         “Her, apparently.”

         
         We take the cart through the service entrance, and I dump all the sheets and towels I collected into our industrial-sized washer, adding an extra heaping scoop of OxiClean, as if that might disinfect them. I know housekeeping is not for everyone, but out of all the things I could be doing for my shift, there’s a solitude to this that I don’t mind. You don’t have to take drink orders or field complaints from wet towels. 

         
         “Should I just burn these?” I ask, only half joking. “I’m tempted.”

         
         “If that’s our protocol, your dad’s going to spend a fortune on sheets.”

         
         “Why does every couple think they’re special?” I peel off the gloves and put them in the trash, then press the start button
            on the washer. “Night one—”
         

         
         “Explore the town,” Matty finishes my sentence. “Do you know any cute restaurants around here? A neighborhood spot?”
         

         
         We abandon the cleaning cart in the washroom and head back toward the lobby. It’s midday, and most of the guests are still
            at the beach, so the inn is quiet. My dad hates when we have any sort of side conversation within earshot of a paying customer.
            He says it’s inappropriate and unprofessional. But for now, it seems safe.
         

         
         “Night two—romantic dinner,” I say. “And then banging. Lots of banging.”

         
         “I have set up too many candlelight dinners on the lower terrace. Do you know how hard it is to balance a food tray when you’re
            walking down three flights of stairs?” Matty asks.
         

         
         “I’ve only done it once. It is very hard.”

         
         I lean against the front entryway as Matty returns to his post. A grandmother is pushing an infant in a stroller around the lobby, shushing her, obviously trying to keep her asleep. The parents probably left them both for the day in a desperate attempt at alone time . . . or sanity. 

         
         “Then luxurious breakfast the next morning, and check out,” I finish.

         
         “And more banging,” Matty whispers. “Don’t forget the morning banging.”

         
         “But just . . . bring your underwear with you, am I right? Don’t leave your room like a crime scene. Is that too much to ask?”

         
         My dad steps out of the office, scribbling something on a notepad behind the front desk. Matty immediately swipes his bangs
            off his forehead, revealing a spray of acne. He stands up straighter and turns toward the road, waiting for guests who are
            not going to appear. Not only is the inn much slower these days, since our Tripadvisor rating dropped to 3.5 stars, but people
            rarely show up in the lunch window.
         

         
         “It’s not too much to ask,” Matty replies, much more buttoned-up now. He barely even looks at me. “But I guess people sometimes
            do crazy things when they’re in love. It doesn’t always make sense.”
         

         
         There’s a hint of sadness in his voice, though I wonder if I’m imagining it. Two years ago, in a swell of excitement, Matty proposed to his girlfriend. They’d only been dating five months at the time. She works on a dive boat on the other side of the island, mainly catering to wealthier clientele, and is extraordinarily hot. Like, could be a supermodel if she were taller (and didn’t live on Catalina) hot. Technically she said yes, but now she’s not sure, and they’re taking space. It seems like they’ve been taking space for months. 

         
         My dad looks up at us, and I can tell that’s it—Matty’s not saying another word. I head behind the desk and check which rooms
            I still need to service before the end of my shift. I can feel my dad next to me, studying my face, and I try to ignore him.
         

         
         I don’t know when exactly it happened, maybe sometime after middle school, but we don’t really talk anymore. Not about real
            stuff. When I got my first period, Pita, my best friend, was the one who went to Vons and got me pads. She taught me how to
            shave my legs and pits and bikini area and sometimes arms, because why not, and we went to the library together and read through
            one of those weird You’re a woman now!! books. Even when things got really bad this year, I only told my father what had happened after Pita’s mom brought it up to
            him first.
         

         
         It’s just different, having a single dad. I lost my mom when I was seven, and in some ways, I feel like I’m still losing.
            Dads try, but they just aren’t the same.
         

         
         “What were you two talking about? It looked very . . . lively,” he finally says.

         
         He organizes the last of the Ogygia Inn notepads that we give to special guests, counting them because there’s no way he’s splurging on more. Then he smiles at the grandmother as she rolls slowly past. I run my finger across the screen, then jot down the three rooms that checked out while I was cleaning. “Nothing, really . . .” 

         
         “Oh, come on,” he says.

         
         Am I really going to tell him?

         
         “Just love,” I say.

         
         “Love . . .”

         
         “And how people do idiotic things sometimes.”

         
         My dad’s eyes are unfocused, though it looks like he’s staring out the lobby windows. The inn is on the south side of the
            island, built into the hillside. The whole front wall overlooks the ocean and the narrow strip of rocky beach that lines the
            road. For a moment I wonder if he’s thinking about my mom; he looks so tired and sad. Like the weight of the whole world is
            on his shoulders.
         

         
         But then he just repeats what I said.

         
         “Love . . .”

         
         “Yeah,” I say.

         
         “Is this about that boy?” He turns to me, and I feel the heat run up my neck and spread out in my cheeks. It was stupid, thinking
            we could have an actual conversation. It’s like he’s always going from zero to sixty with the subject matter, and I’m expected
            to just race along, pretending we’re besties covering all this ground. Instead it always winds up feeling too sudden and too
            intense—like a bad case of conversational whiplash.
         

         
         “No, it isn’t about that boy,” I say. “Anyway . . . I have to go check on the laundry.”
         

         
         “Callie?” he calls after me. “Is it?”

         
         He’s all stern now, and I devolve into an annoyed kid, my voice turning high-pitched and whiny. “I told you it’s not. Are
            you done now?”
         

         
         I swear he says something about never being done with it, but I’m already pushing through the door to the laundry room. As
            soon as I’m inside I remember I put the laundry in all of five minutes ago. I busy myself with taking out the trash and organizing
            the mini soaps and shampoo bottles in the cart, all with our little OGYGIA INN logo on them. Then I sit against the wall,
            watching the towels and sheets spin behind the glass.
         

         
         That boy.

         
         AKA Harper Thorne.

         
         We met in April, and he seemed cool. Seemed being the operative word. He was on spring break from his school in Los Angeles, just hanging with a group of friends on
            a scuba diving trip. He told me all this stuff about how he surfed, and how he wasn’t sure if he was going to go to college.
            Looking back, it was like he was performing the kind of guy he thought I’d want to be with. Putting on this whole show. A
            week isn’t really much time, and it wasn’t until he was literally getting on the ferry back that his whole demeanor changed,
            and I realized maybe I’d been duped.
         

         
         I told him I’d text him. Not in a desperate way—in a totally chill, we’ll obviously keep in touch way. Because that was the next logical step, considering the fact that we’d hung out for a week straight and hooked up the night before. But then one of his friends kind of turned and laughed, just a tiny bit under his breath. Sure, Harper said. But it was like he couldn’t get away from me fast enough.
         

         
         The washing machine spins. Kicks up suds and water, the wet clothes thrashing against the glass. Stupid, I think. How could I have been so stupid?

         
         I don’t want to do it, but it’s like my phone is possessed. Suddenly it’s out of my shorts pocket and in my hands. Suddenly
            I’m unlocking it and pulling up Instagram. Harper and I were only connected there for a month, before he unfollowed me out
            of the blue, but I know his handle by heart. I type @Thorne988 into the search bar and his page comes up. His smug little
            face is staring back at me.
         

         
         He posted just yesterday. He and a bunch of his idiot friends are on a beach in the Caribbean, the marble-blue ocean behind
            them. The location says Grace Bay Beach. I have to click to see that it’s in Turks and Caicos, and I immediately feel dumb
            and uncultured for not knowing. He just graduated from Hawthorne Winfield last month, this fancy, billion-dollar-a-year private
            school in Brentwood that I also hadn’t heard of until recently. It looks like this is their senior trip.
         

         
         The post is a carousel, and in the first photo Harper is doing a handstand in the water. He and his friends, and some girls I don’t recognize, are in another photo, digging a hole in the sand. He’s squinting into the sun and smiling, and looks completely content. There are a bunch of icy beers at the edge of the frame. It all feels very light and fun . . . and expensive. Much more expensive than any vacation my dad could ever afford. 

         
         I put the phone away, but the visual lingers. That smug, contented smile. How could he seem so happy? Carefree? Like we’d
            never even met?
         

         
         I hate to admit it, but it still hurts. It doesn’t matter how much I want to be over it. Matty was right—people do stupid
            things for love.
         

         
         I just never thought one of those stupid people would be me.

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Two 
Four Days Before Odie

         
         As soon as my shift ends, I’m out of there, cutting down the stairs that hug the side of the inn. The four-story, beachy,
            shingled building was built into the hillside in the seventies, and I pass almost every room as I zigzag down its side. Above
            me, the wind chimes clink in the breeze. When I get to the road I brush my hand against the shell mosaic, the way I always
            do, just to steady myself. When I was little, my mom decorated the inn’s five-foot foundation with hundreds of polished abalone
            shells. The effect is a swirling, iridescent artwork that is different colors depending on the time of day.
         

         
         I must’ve taken those steps a thousand times. Up and down in my mother’s arms, then, once she got sick, my father’s. It’s a short walk down Pebbly Beach Road to the beach, but as soon as I get there, I take off my sneakers and let my feet grip the rocks. I try to visit every morning and every night, just to feel the wind kick up off the ocean. The rocks are grounding—the sound of them clanking together as I walk, the slight adjustment my body makes every time they shift under my feet. No matter how bad things get, or how lost I feel, just ten minutes here is enough to return me to myself. To feel human again. 

         
         Tonight the sun is still warm on the horizon, casting an orange glow. I turn back, taking in the inn behind me. The gray paint
            is buckled and peeling, and there are several shingles missing. It’s still stunning—it’s the only building on this part of
            the island, and it basically looks like it’s carved into the rock. But then my eyes settle on the windows of room 2. The curtains
            have been permanently drawn for months now. If I’m being honest, that feels like where all our bad luck started. It’s the
            only room on the bottom floor of the inn, so it wasn’t obvious when the water damage started. A guest reported it to us, then
            to Yelp, with a scathing review. Every time my dad thought he’d fixed it, another leak would spring somewhere else, and another
            guest would be furious, and suddenly we had this reputation for being a dingy budget hotel, somewhere you’d only stay if all
            the other places in Avalon were booked up.
         

         
         Last year he finally decided to just close the room entirely, after Kai, our family friend who runs one of the only construction
            companies on the island, priced out what it would take to really get it fixed. It needed everything from new drywall to its
            own separate plumbing, and my dad was like, To hell with it. It isn’t worth it. But now we have this decrepit room that you can see every time you come up from the beach. It’s giving haunted house vibes. 

         
         If we weren’t a budget inn before, we definitely are now.

         
         As I get farther away from the inn, the beach widens. The old hippies are here today, parked in their usual spot, doors open,
            their Fiat blasting New Age music from the speakers. Pita and I have been coming here for the past couple years, basically
            as soon as we were allowed to hang at the beach alone. I can see her all the way at the end, spread out on a striped blanket,
            her eyes closed against the setting sun.
         

         
         “Incoming!” I yell as soon as I’m close enough. Then I dive onto the blanket beside her, nuzzling my face into her warm bare
            shoulder. She smells of sunblock and salty ocean water. Her hair is stringy from being out here all day.
         

         
         “My favorite beach bomber,” she says without opening her eyes. “How was work?”

         
         “Eh.”

         
         “I took the liberty of picking up dinner.”

         
         Then she finally turns over and pulls a massive sub from her tote. ISLAND EATERY is printed all over the parchment paper.
            Pita’s been working there three days a week since our junior year, but Tuesday is always her day off.
         

         
         “What am I going to do when I have to pay for my sandwiches?” I ask.

         
         “Please. Bo is obsessed with you. I’m pretty sure you’re getting free sandwiches for life.”

         
         “Bo is fourteen. Gross.”

         
         “He likes older women.” Pita shrugs. “What can I say?”

         
         There’s something endlessly depressing about thinking of Pita away at UC Santa Cruz next year and me still here, on Catalina,
            going into Island Eatery when she’s not there. Shooting the shit with Bo, hoping he’ll give me a free sandwich. He doesn’t
            even shave yet and has one of those skeevy wispy mustaches.
         

         
         Yes, their Italian subs are incredible, and it’s basically the only place you can get them on Catalina, but no. Just no.

         
         Pita puts on her sunglasses and unwraps the sandwich the same way she wraps them—with fast, expert hands that unfold the thin
            foil underneath so it all stays intact. She passes me half and we take our first bites in silence, staring out at the ocean.
         

         
         There are only ever locals at this beach. If pressed, I could probably tell you every single person’s name (or at least their
            first name). The guys in the water are a year behind us in school, led by Ziggy, this sweet junior who all the freshmen are
            obsessed with. Yesenia and Kate, two girls Pita and I like but don’t hang out with, are at the water’s edge, up to their ankles.
            A retired couple who live up on Oak Road are in their usual folding lounge chairs. They’ve been cooking out here all day,
            their skin as brown and crisp as a roast turkey’s.
         

         
         I take down another bite. The mayo and mustard are all swirled together, mixing with some pepperoncini to create the perfect
            spread. “Fuck yes. This sandwich . . .”
         

         
         “Orgasmic,” Pita says.

         
         “Yes, mmmmm!” I moan, then take another bite. “They don’t have anything like this in Santa Cruz. I bet it’s all vegan chips and gluten-free bread.” 

         
         It sounds a little bitter, the way it comes out, which I didn’t expect. I laugh awkwardly, trying to pretend it was just a
            joke, but Pita is already leaning against me, putting her full weight on my shoulder. I have to literally push back to keep
            from falling over.
         

         
         “You know I’m going to miss you so much it’s stupid,” she says.

         
         “That doesn’t make me feel any better.”

         
         “You can come visit.”

         
         “All your new college friends are going to be like: So, what school do you go to? And I’m going to have to be like: Oh, I don’t go to college. I just work at my family’s hotel. Cleaning the sheets and dealing with annoying guests who keep asking why we don’t have Wi-Fi.”
         

         
         “Or you could just lie, like a normal person. Say you’re taking a gap year.”

         
         “Right. Also an option.”

         
         Pita swallows another bite.

         
         “People take gap years. It sounds really fancy.”

         
         It doesn’t feel fancy. Not at all. I wasn’t sure where I wanted to apply, then I couldn’t get my applications together in time, and even the schools I could get into weren’t ones I actually wanted to go to. Now it feels like maybe one year will stretch into five, and then ten, and I’ll wake up and still be working at my dad’s inn, still be vacuuming rooms and throwing out someone else’s crusty thong. My plan was to reapply next year, or maybe even apply to culinary school—something I’ve always wanted to do but am kind of nervous about. Of all the jobs I’ve had at the inn, my favorite has always been sous cheffing in the kitchen. At one point I was doing most of the prep work too, but after everything happened my dad thought it might be better if I scale back my hours. 

         
         “Or you could say you’re working at your family business. That you’re thinking of taking it over,” she says.

         
         “I’m not, though.”

         
         “But it sounds important. And entrepreneurial.”

         
         “Ahhh, good idea,” I lie, pretending I’ll take her advice.

         
         “You’ll come visit,” she repeats. “You’ll be there so much it’ll be like you’re going to UC Santa Cruz too. My friends will
            be your friends.”
         

         
         “I know,” I say. But that’s lie number two. I don’t know if Pita is being delusional or what, but I’ve mapped it every way
            possible. UC Santa Cruz is right below San Francisco. To even visit, I’d have to take the ferry to Long Beach, then rent a
            car and drive up the coast for over six hours. It would be at least an eight-hour journey each way. I guess I could fly, but
            it’s not like flights are cheap.
         

         
         Pita adjusts the straps of her string bikini top, untying and tying them again. She’s crazy beautiful, with perfect, perky
            boobs and long black hair that goes halfway down her back. Her brown eyes have the kind of thick black lashes you see on babies.
         

         
         “Also, it’s only a year,” Pita says. “Who knows where you’ll be after that.”

         
         “I’ll probably still be here.”

         
         “No you won’t. You have a year to do anything. You could intern at the medical center, or start working on one of the dive
            boats. You just have to find something interesting to write about for your essays. Something that stands out. You have until
            next year to get your applications together.”
         

         
         “I don’t want to intern at the medical center,” I say. “I deal with enough tourists already.”

         
         “It could be anything.”

         
         “Right.”

         
         What I really want to say is that I’d need a scholarship for school, since the finances of the inn, which are our finances, are . . . not good. I don’t know how “not good” they are; I just know that more and more envelopes show up with
            things like PAST DUE and LAST NOTICE written on them, and every time I try to ask my dad he says not to worry, that everything’s
            fine. But things definitely don’t seem fine.
         

         
         “I might take a swim,” I say.

         
         “Oh . . . cool. I’ll be here.”

         
         I peel off my T-shirt and shorts, shimmying down to the cherry-red bikini underneath. It’s not a Speedo, but the top is basically
            a cropped tank, tight enough I can really swim and not have to worry. I sink into the water without looking back.
         

         
         Four steps and I’m in, diving beneath the surface. I’ve always been a strong swimmer, but after my mom got sick it was my way of coping. Underwater, no one was talking about chemotherapy and hospice and morphine doses. In the ocean I felt strong, powerful. 

         
         I swim out until Pita is just a little speck on the sand, until I can barely hear the guys chatting, their wet suits glistening
            like seals in the sun. I rip across the ocean, where the water is deeper. It is clear and still and so blue, like something
            out of a movie. I go back and forth, swimming laps until I tire myself out. When I can’t swim anymore I float for a while,
            letting the last of the sun warm my cheeks. It feels like forever has passed when my feet finally get back on land. My knees
            are unsteady from so much time in the sea.
         

         
         A small group of boys I don’t recognize has crowded around Pita. They’re tourists—it’s always obvious. They’re much paler
            than us locals, and their bathing suits and backpacks are all designer brands. I can spot their Tom Ford flip-flops a mile
            away. I cross my arms over my chest as I walk toward them, grabbing my towel as soon as possible and wrapping it around my
            torso.
         

         
         “Hey.” One of the boys nods at me. He’s tall and ropy, with light blue eyes.

         
         “These guys are visiting for the weekend,” Pita says.

         
         “How’d you hear about this beach?” I ask.

         
         It sounds a little pointed, because it is. It’s not on any maps. Most tourists zip right past on their golf cart tours, barely
            even noticing it.
         

         
         “Reddit,” a short kid with dreadlocks says.

         
         “I do everything Reddit says,” the blue-eyed kid says.

         
         “Well, that’s a red flag if I’ve ever heard one,” I say.

         
         The third boy, who’s standing behind the other two, laughs. “We didn’t even catch your names . . .” He has a blue terry cloth
            towel around his shoulders, and shaggy black hair that’s kind of poufy in the front. He looks from me to Pita.
         

         
         “Pita,” she says. “And this is Callie.”

         
         I wait for them to do what most dumbasses do . . . Pita, like the chip? Pita’s full name is Lupita—her parents are Mexican American—but she’s always gone by her nickname. But they just smile, all
            quiet.
         

         
         “I’m Jack,” the third boy says, then points to the shortest one. “This is Zeke and then Flynn.”

         
         The blue-eyed kid waves with two fingers.

         
         “They invited us to a party at their rental house tonight,” Pita explains. “A bunch of their friends will be there.”

         
         “Yeah, it’s going to be fun,” Jack says.

         
         Pita knows this involves two things I’ve sworn off—hanging out with tourists, and guys in general—so I’m annoyed she seems
            so enthusiastic. She doesn’t have as much dating experience as I do, and I get that she doesn’t want to go to college a virgin,
            but also . . . what’s the point of hooking up with one of these guys when they’ll be gone in two days anyway? Did she learn
            nothing from what happened to me? Doesn’t she see the risks?
         

         
         “We’ll be there,” she says.

         
         She’s still sitting on the blanket, propped on her elbows, staring up at them. It’s a power move, that she didn’t even bother to get up to talk to them. I have to respect it. At least a little. 

         
         “Cool,” Zeke says. “Like ten.”

         
         “Cool,” Pita says.

         
         Then they walk off, up the beach, laughing about something, though I can’t hear what. I settle down next to her, letting my
            body collapse into the blanket, loving the feeling of the rocks beneath it—the way they press into my back. I don’t say anything
            because I don’t have to.
         

         
         “What? I need a wingwoman,” Pita says.

         
         “Why does it have to be me?”

         
         But that’s a stupid question. We both have other friends, but none of them are what Pita is to me, or what I am to Pita. We’re
            always each other’s first call, each other’s forever plus-one. We’ve known each other since fourth grade.
         

         
         “My dad won’t actually let me go,” I say. “Definitely not after ten. That’s like four a.m. to him. I’m going to have to sneak
            out.”
         

         
         “It wouldn’t be the first time . . . Please?”

         
         Pita leans down, staring at me, smiling with those perfect Crest Whitestrip teeth, her hands tucked under her chin in this
            cute little gesture. I love her so much it’s ridiculous.
         

         
         “Okay,” I finally say, my face smushed against the blanket. “Okay.”

         
         It looks like I’m going to break all my own rules tonight.

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Three 
Four Days Before Odie

         
         “The lights, the lights!” I hiss as soon as Pita’s golf cart pulls up in the driveway.

         
         They’re practically beaming into my dad’s bedroom window. She fumbles with them, leaning her head to the side, trying to see
            the switch in the dark. Finally they’re off, and I climb into the passenger side. It takes another minute before she pulls
            a U-turn out of there.
         

         
         “Next time I’ll roll up incognito,” she says.

         
         “There won’t be a next time.”

         
         “You sure about that?” she says, and smiles.

         
         Maybe my outfit is giving me away. As much as I wanted to wear my sweats and a ponytail, my optimism got the best of me and
            I did my hair and put on makeup. I have this vintage oversized denim jacket I love and I’m wearing it over my black slip dress,
            with my beat-up Doc Martens. I look like someone who is excited to go out . . . and maybe I am, just a little bit?
         

         
         I mean, it’s been a while.

         
         My dad has had me on lockdown for almost two months now. I thought it would loosen up after graduation, but he still wants
            me home every night by ten. He insists I need to focus on me. Exploring different options for school or finding a hobby I’m passionate about. He even suggested I go to therapy, which
            was really weird and kind of out of left field for someone like him—he’s never talked to a therapist. Ever.
         

         
         I know the subtext is: Stay away from boys and girls and romance in general. Don’t get caught up drinking or hanging out late
            when you still haven’t figured out what your next steps are. When it came time to apply to schools, I couldn’t get it together
            to write my essays, and while everyone kept telling me I needed to at least get a draft down, and then fill out the paperwork
            online, I couldn’t actually bring myself to do it. Or anything, really. It felt impossible to concentrate on anything for
            long periods of time. I didn’t even really care then if I went to college at all.
         

         
         “Thank you for coming with me,” Pita says in a long, low rasp. “I love youuuuuu.”

         
         “You’re welcome.”

         
         “I just can’t go to college without at least, like, getting naked with a guy. I hooked up with Aaron Klein, like, three times.
            I barely gave him a hand job.”
         

         
         “You gave eighty-five percent of a hand job,” I say. “And that’s more than enough. He told David he was thrilled you even
            considered it.”
         

         
         At that, I can see her fighting off a smile. Pita and I both grew up really Catholic, and I think she’s still a little tethered to all the purity and chastity stuff, if I’m being honest. Me . . . not as much. My family stopped going to church after my mom died. She was the one who was into it, and I think my dad really resented the “everything happens for a reason” and “she’s with God now” narrative they were pushing on us. I’ve always felt like you could make up a reason for anything, if you really needed one. That didn’t mean it was actually there. 

         
         Sometimes bad shit just happens. And it sucks.

         
         The end.

         
         “I just want more experience,” Pita says. “I don’t want to keep feeling like I’m behind.”

         
         “You’re not behind.”

         
         “But still.”

         
         “Experience isn’t all it’s cracked up to be,” I say. “I mean, this past May was a lot of experience for me. Too much, really.
            And I wish it had never happened.”
         

         
         Pita’s expression changes, her mouth suddenly pressed into a hard line.

         
         “We’re not talking about you right now,” she finally says.

         
         “I didn’t mean to hijack the conversation . . .”

         
         “We’re talking about me,” she goes on. “What I want.”
         

         
         “I know, I know,” I say.

         
         We round the corner onto Crescent Avenue, which is bustling with tourists. There are all the golf cart rental places, Lloyd’s candy shop, the usual restaurants, bars, and stores. There’s a sign in the window of one of the beachy boutiques that says CRUISE SHIP SPECIAL: 10% OFF! I have to duck my head to avoid saying hi to anyone. It seems like half our high school works at the places on the water. 

         
         Pita takes us all the way down Crescent and turns up Whittle, one of the residential streets off the main drag. The farther
            we go the quieter it gets, lights twinkling in living room windows. But then we see it up ahead—the modern monstrosity. Its
            sides are covered in this fake wood material, and there’s a balcony up top filled with teenagers.
         

         
         “That’s where the party is?”
         

         
         “I guess . . .” Pita says, then double-checks her texts.

         
         “I always wondered who lived there.”

         
         “I guess the answer is no one? They must rent it out.”

         
         When it went up last fall, we assumed some celebrity or rich LA person had built it as their summer home. People sometimes
            set up a place on Catalina, then leave it empty for most of the year until they start visiting again in June. The real estate
            is already astronomical—completely unaffordable for any normal person—and this just makes it more so. Most of my friends have
            been living here for generations.
         

         
         As we get closer, we can hear kids talking and laughing from the roof. In the front window, I can see empties lining the kitchen
            counter. All it takes is Pita parking and turning off the golf cart for me to feel like this was a bad idea, that I shouldn’t
            be out.
         

         
         It’s just too familiar. It reminds me of what happened with Harper, of being out and meeting all the wrong people. Then
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