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            Welcome to my dirty brain.

-Sloane

      

    


I never expected to feel lonely in a brand-new house with the man I loved.

The walls were freshly painted, the kitchen gleamed, and the ring on my finger sparkled like it meant something. People kept saying how lucky I was — how beautiful the neighborhood was, how charming Evan was, how grown-up we’d become.

But every time the front door clicked shut behind him on the way to work, the silence sank in deeper.

It was the kind of quiet that made you question things you weren’t ready to say out loud.

We'd moved in six weeks ago. Evan called it “a fresh chapter.” He said we were investing in our future. “No more renting, no more wasted time.” The house was perfect — a three-bedroom colonial with a backyard and a lemon tree. On paper, it was everything I should’ve wanted.

But lately, I’d been waking up with a knot in my chest and no one to talk to about it.

Evan was still Evan — successful, polished, thoughtful in all the ways people noticed. He brought me flowers once a week. Took my hand at parties. Told me I looked beautiful before bed. But the way he said it... I don’t know. It felt like he was reading lines from a play he’d memorized years ago.

And every time I tried to bring it up — the weirdness between us, the lack of spark, the fact that I sometimes cried in the shower for no reason — he’d tilt his head, sigh like I was being dramatic, and say, “You really want to start a fight over nothing again?”

I wasn’t trying to start fights. I just wanted to feel like myself again.

***
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The first time I saw Jake, I was bringing groceries in from the car.

It was one of those too-hot afternoons where your shirt clings in all the wrong places and the paper grocery bags threaten to split open with every step. I had a carton of eggs balanced on top and sweat trickling down my back when I felt someone’s eyes on me.

I looked up.

Jake was standing on his porch, a beer bottle in one hand, towel draped over his shoulder, like he’d just stepped out of the shower. His shirt was worn thin, dark from sweat, sticking to his chest in all the right places. His jeans hung low on his hips and his arms looked carved out of something stronger than marble.

I hesitated.

He nodded once. No smile. Just a nod — like he saw me, registered me, and let it linger.

And then he said, “You need a hand?”

His voice was deep. Casual. Like he didn’t give a damn if I said yes or no.

I should’ve said no. But I was tired. And something about the way he stood there — confident, unbothered, real — made my mouth betray me.
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