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            Welcome to my dirty brain.

      

    


The first time Alejandra saw him stocking cereal in aisle five, sweat beading at his temple, sleeves rolled up, forearms flexed with every box he shelved—she nearly dropped the jar of marinara sauce in her hands.

She didn’t believe in lust at first sight. Until that moment.

“Need help with that?” he asked, catching her staring. He had this cocky little half-smile, the kind that ruined lives and knew it.

“Nope,” she replied, gripping the jar like it was the last thing tethering her to Earth. “Just making sure you’re doing it right.”

That got a laugh out of him. Deep, low, lazy. The kind that settled into her spine and stayed there.

“I’m Nate,” he said, holding out a hand dusted with cardboard particles and calluses.

“Alejandra,” she replied, shaking it. Warm. Firm. Fuck. That handshake alone gave her ideas.

They both worked the early shift at Hartwell’s Market, a too-bright, too-clean retail grocery store tucked into a strip mall next to a vape shop and a dry cleaner. Alejandra had transferred from a location across town two weeks ago. New store, new manager, same khaki pants and navy-blue polo that did absolutely nothing for her ass. But Nate made it bearable.

Scratch that—he made it dangerous.

Tall, tan, and just scruffy enough to look like trouble, Nate wasn’t like the other guys on the floor. He moved like he had nothing to prove. Confident, chill. Always whistling some old-school hip-hop under his breath. Always flirting, just a little, with everyone. But with her? It felt different.

Or maybe she just wanted it to.

***
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They started talking more after that. Casual stuff. Quick jabs and inside jokes at the register. Teasing glances in the freezer section. The kind of banter that made the long shifts blur by like nothing.
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