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            Welcome to my dirty brain.

-Sloane

      

    


I wasn’t supposed to be home that weekend.

That was the whole point — wine country with the girls, matching silk robes and overpriced spa packages. I’d booked it months ago, told my husband, arranged the dog sitter, everything. But on Friday morning, I woke up with that feeling — the tight knot in my chest that said if I had to fake one more laugh or hear about Cheryl’s third engagement ring, I might scream.

So I bailed.

Told everyone I had a migraine. Packed up early, drove home without telling a soul, and fantasized the whole way about two full days in my quiet house. No itinerary. No expectations. Just me, a tub of ice cream, and the silence I never seemed to get enough of.

I wasn’t expecting to walk into my own kitchen and find Ethan Keller shirtless, drinking orange juice straight from the carton.

“Jesus!” I gasped, dropping my bag.

He spun around, startled, juice sloshing down his chest. “Mrs. Hart?”

I blinked. “Ethan? What the hell are you doing here?”

He blinked back, cheeks flushing, like he just realized he was still half-naked. “Uh — sorry. Jordan said I could crash here. He left this morning, right? Camping trip?”

I’d forgotten completely. My son was up north for the weekend. Some rustic, no-cell-service hike with his girlfriend and a couple of buddies. I remember now — he’d asked if Ethan could stay over so they could carpool this morning. Apparently, Ethan hadn’t gotten the memo that everyone else had left.
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