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            Welcome to my dirty brain.

      

    


Jenna didn’t dress for this kind of heat.

The tank top clung to her back, damp with sweat, and the fabric of her leggings was practically glued to her thighs. Summer in the valley had always been brutal, but this building made it worse—no airflow, no working A/C, and pipes older than her grandmother’s vibrator collection.

She knelt beside the ancient clawfoot tub in Unit 3C, adjusting the wrench with one hand and wiping her forehead with the other. Her honey-blonde hair was twisted into a lazy bun, loose strands curling along her flushed cheeks. She was hot, tired, and absolutely over it.

The faucet let out a metallic groan as she twisted the knob.

Nothing.

“Nope,” she muttered. “Don’t even start with me.”

She gave it another crank. Still nothing. She bit the inside of her cheek and leaned in, muttering curses under her breath that would’ve made her mother clutch pearls.

The door to the apartment creaked behind her.

She stiffened.

“Hello?” she called out, not moving from her crouch. “This unit’s under repair—”

“Front desk said it was open for viewing?” a man’s voice replied. Deep. Warm. Confident.

Jenna frowned and straightened up. “It’s not. They must’ve screwed up—”

He stepped into the bathroom before she could finish.

And everything stopped.

He was tall. Maybe 6’2”. Shirtless. Tan skin slick with sweat or water—she couldn’t tell which—and a towel slung low around his hips. His chest was broad and solid, the kind of sculpted that didn’t come from machines but hard, dirty work. A trail of dark hair ran from his sternum down his abs to the deep V at his hips, disappearing beneath the towel.

His hair was black and wet, curling slightly at the ends like he’d just stepped out of a pool. Hazel eyes. Strong jaw. A lazy, knowing smirk that said he got away with things he shouldn’t.
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