
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Rent Me, Ruin Me

        

        
        
          Sloane Wilder

        

        
          Published by Sloane Wilder, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      RENT ME, RUIN ME

    

    
      First edition. July 11, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Sloane Wilder.

    

    
    
      Written by Sloane Wilder.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
        
            
            Welcome to my dirty brain.

      

    


Rent was due again.

Leah stared at her bank app like it had personally offended her.

Negative thirty-six dollars and twelve cents.

She blinked. Refreshed the screen. Nothing changed.

"Cool," she muttered. "Guess I live in the street now."

The app cheerfully suggested overdraft protection.

She flipped it off.

From the other side of the thin apartment wall, her roommate Cal was blasting music again — that annoyingly hot guy workout playlist that somehow included both Drake and 2000s pop punk. She could hear him doing push-ups or something equally smug in the living room.

She slumped deeper into the couch, wearing an old hoodie and no bra, hair in a greasy topknot, scrolling job postings she wouldn't qualify for. Assistant gallery manager. Creative director. Entry-level, but must have 5 years experience and a soul that hasn’t been crushed by retail.

Nope.

She flicked her lighter, took a pull from her vape, and groaned.

The door creaked open.

“I can smell your existential dread,” Cal called.

“Eat me.”

He walked in, fresh from a shower this time, shirtless because of course. A towel slung low on his hips, beads of water trailing down his chest like some cruel thirst trap.

Leah kept her eyes on her phone. “Don’t you have somewhere to be shirtless in public?”

“I live here.”

“Unfortunately.”

He walked past her and dropped into the chair across the room, sprawling like he owned the place — which, technically, he kind of did. His name was on the lease. Hers wasn’t.
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