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            Welcome to my dirty brain.

-Sloane

      

    


The invitation wasn’t even addressed to me.

It was sent to my old apartment — the one I’d shared with James before things imploded — and forwarded twice before landing in my new mailbox, bent and smudged like the universe itself didn’t want me to open it.

But I did.

Of course I did.

Because I’m not the kind of girl who lets pride win. Especially when the RSVP box had already been checked “yes.”

So that’s how I ended up in a town I swore I’d never visit again, heels in hand, dress clinging to my thighs in the July heat, watching my ex-fiancé marry someone blonder, younger, and — according to social media — “obsessed with matcha and modesty.”

The kicker?

James’s parents still loved me. Invited me. Wanted me to be there like some kind of goodwill ambassador from relationships past.

And because I didn’t want to give anyone the satisfaction of seeing me unravel, I said yes.

I didn’t plan for my plus-one to cancel two days before the wedding.

Didn’t plan to show up alone.

And I definitely didn’t plan to be rooming with Elle fucking Morgan.

***
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“Camilla?”

Her voice was exactly the same — honey over smoke, with that lazy drawl that always sounded like she was half a step from laughing.

I turned, suitcase wobbling behind me, and there she was.

Barefoot in the hallway. A silk robe knotted loosely around her waist. One eyebrow raised like the sight of me in a travel-stained dress was the best joke she’d heard all week.
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