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            Welcome to my dirty brain.

-Sloane

      

    


The front door creaked open at exactly 8:07 p.m., like always.

Callie didn’t knock anymore. She hadn’t in over a year. She just let herself in, kicked off her shoes in the entryway, and immediately started bitching about something.

“Your trash can is full again, Carson. It smells like farts and depression in here.”

He was halfway through folding laundry on the couch, socks balanced on his knee, when she walked in. “Nice to see you too.”

Callie tossed her tote bag down by the wall and bee-lined for the fridge. “Did you eat the rest of that leftover pad see ew?”

“No,” he called. “But I did move it to the back behind the oat milk because you treat my fridge like a garage sale.”

She made a noise of satisfaction, opened the takeout box, and popped a noodle into her mouth with her fingers. “God, I needed this.”

“I’m glad my cold noodles could be your salvation.”

“You’re a man of the people.”

She wandered back into the living room like she owned the place — which, in some ways, she kind of did. Her hoodie was already draped over the armchair from the last time she’d crashed here, and one of her scrunchies had taken permanent residence on the TV remote. She plopped down on the other end of the couch, legs curled up under her, still holding the open takeout box like a prize.

Carson reached out, wordlessly offering her the pair of socks he’d just folded.

She squinted at them. “Are these mine?”

“You’ve stolen half my sock drawer. I’m just giving them back.”

She pulled them on with a dramatic sigh. “You’re lucky I’m cute.”

He nodded, dry. “That’s what I tell myself every time you eat my food and insult my home.”

Callie grinned and leaned back against the armrest. “So what are we watching tonight? More ‘terrible horror movies from the $5 bin’ or are we gonna pretend to have taste for once?”

Carson pointed to the stack of DVDs on the coffee table. “I got ‘Lake Placid,’ ‘Piranha 3D,’ and the Nicolas Cage one where he screams about bees.”

Her face lit up. “Bees, obviously.”

He popped the disc in and flopped down next to her with a groan, grabbing the rest of the pad see ew from her lap. She let him have a few bites without comment, and they passed the box back and forth like divorced parents on a custody weekend.

They’d done this a hundred times.

They’d met in college — both working the same miserable student tech job, bonding over mutual hatred of printers and departmental drama. What started as ranting over vending machine snacks turned into after-class hangouts, bar crawls, heartbreaks, late-night Taco Bell therapy sessions. Now, in their late twenties, they lived five blocks apart, shared a Netflix password, and communicated mostly in memes and microwave burrito reviews.

They weren’t dating. They never had. It wasn’t like that.

Callie had a chaotic dating history filled with musicians, commitment-phobes, and guys who told her she had “intimidating eyebrows.” Carson mostly dated quiet girls who eventually got bored of his sarcasm and told him he needed to be more emotionally available. They joked about setting each other up, but it never happened. The idea of them had always been the punchline, not the premise.

“You still seeing that yoga girl?” Callie asked around a mouthful of food.

Carson snorted. “She told me I breathe too loud.”

“Wow. Savage.”

“Yeah, and she said my mattress had ‘non-consensual masculinity.’”

Callie paused, mid-chew. “What the fuck does that even mean?”

“I have no idea. It’s just a regular mattress.”

She burst out laughing, doubling over on the couch. “God, your dating life is cursed.”

“You’re one to talk. Didn’t your last date ask you to sign a birth chart compatibility waiver?”

“That was not a waiver, it was a ‘cosmic intimacy agreement.’”

“Jesus Christ.”

“Hey, don’t knock it ‘til you’ve trauma-bonded under a full moon.”
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