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            Welcome to my dirty brain.

-Sloane

      

    


The Greyhound station smelled like fried food, desperation, and cheap cologne.

Jessa exhaled through her nose and shouldered her bag higher. It was heavy—too heavy for a weekend trip—but she hadn’t packed like she was coming back. Her fingers still smelled like the eucalyptus body wash she’d used in the station sink, scrubbing away the last traces of him.

The man she wasn’t thinking about.

The one who'd said she was too much, too wild, too loud. Said it like she should be sorry for it.

She wasn’t.

Not anymore.

The bus hissed as it pulled in, brakes squealing, headlights cutting through the thick Texas night like a warning. It was later than scheduled, already stuffed with passengers from god knows where. She wasn’t even sure where she was headed. Somewhere west. Somewhere drier. Somewhere nobody knew her name or her story or how many times she’d almost gone back.

She climbed the steps, her boots sticking slightly to the metal from the humidity, and handed her ticket to the driver. He didn’t look up. Just grunted and gestured her inside.

It was darker than she expected. Quiet. The only light came from the overhead panels glowing a dim yellow, casting everyone in the kind of washed-out haze that made the whole world feel suspended.
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