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For everyone who hates busy grocery stores.
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Maeve


“Take a breath. Everything is fine. Just… fine.” With gritted teeth, Maeve repeated the mantra in her head as she stared at the latest sins her boyfriend had committed. The list was long and seemed to be growing every day. 
“The sink is right here,” she grumbled and snatched up the empty glass, rinsing it in her pristine sink before setting it on the previously empty drying rack.
How hard was that? Couldn’t the man do one thing?
Maeve sighed as she dried her hands, glancing at the clock. It was nearing eleven, and he still hadn’t made it home from the emergency he’d needed to stay late for, and wouldn't be for a while, if the text he'd just sent was any indication. Dinner had been scooped into little plastic containers hours ago.
They’d been dating for almost a year now, and yet she’d begun to feel as if they’d been married for thirty. All she did was clean up after him.
Sure, she knew he was stressed with work, but she had a job too, and she still managed to clean up after herself. Was it too much to ask for him to step it up a bit?
Maeve nodded. She could tell him that. Easy.
Can you do it nicely, though?
“Shush,” she said aloud to the empty apartment.
She’d just tell him on a day when she wasn’t ready to snap his head off. Applauding herself for such levelheadedness, she made her way to the bedroom. Galen knew she couldn't wait up for him. His hours were insane, and if his boss didn’t give him a raise, she was going to personally march down there and kick his ass. She was tired of the waiting up and canceled dinners and postponed dates, and more than ready for Galen to have steady hours.
So she could actually have a boyfriend again.
With a sigh, she walked into the bathroom to begin her evening routine, stopping to put someone’s socks in the basket where they’d been resting alongside it.
Just as she pulled the shower curtain to the side, a knock sounded on the door.
It preceded the jingle of keys, and she frowned. What was Galen doing home so early? His text had made it seem like she wouldn't see him for hours.
She entered the living room, aiming for the door, when it suddenly burst in. Three small shadows darted past her, and she gasped before turning to see what the hell Galen had done.
Three puppies—real life fucking puppies—danced and romped around the living room, stopping to smell every piece of furniture within reach.
Slowly, she lifted her gaze to her boyfriend. Galen, unaware of the thin edge of patience he was already scaling, held out a bouquet of flowers.
Even as her annoyance grew sharper, she couldn't help but appreciate the unfairly sexy sight of him, his black on black suit framing his shape perfectly.
“I am so sorry for being late for dinner. I convinced him to let me go early. Am I too late?”
Maeve slowly took the flowers from him and turned toward the kitchen. Stepping over too-excited puppies in the way, she made it to the sink to fill a vase with water for the carnations and roses. Her favorites.
Her chest tightened as she watched the vase fill, and organizing her thoughts was proving to be impossible. 
Shaking her head, she turned to face Galen as he followed her in, stopping by the table.
“Puppies? What were you thinking?” she hissed quietly.
Galen frowned and took a step closer before he paused. His lips parted, but nothing came out. “Would you believe me if I said it was for work?”
Maeve shut the water off and leaned her hands on the edge of the sink, lowering her head. What the actual fuck?
“What kind of boss gives you three puppies to look after? Why?”
“They're… They’re the puppies of his favorite dog, and he just wanted me to watch them for a week or two.”
“A week or two?” she echoed. “Why?”
“He’s going out of town, and they were going to be too much for his sitter, so he asked me. I didn’t want to say no.”
Maeve sighed, lowering her head into her hands and groaning in frustration.
“I hate your boss,” she grumbled.
A soft touch brushed against her back, and when she didn’t shrug it off, Galen rubbed his hand up her spine.
“What are we going to do with them? We don’t have kennels, and they're gonna need so much care and attention. I just… can’t dedicate the time to them that they need. We both work too much.” Maeve’s heart raced. They were still trying to sort their shit from moving in together, and now puppies?
But when she straightened her spine and turned to face him, he was staring at the cabinets, lip tucked between his teeth in thought. “I realize now I didn’t think this through properly.” He winced. “I understand. It was a spur of the moment thing. And besides, I know just where to take them.”
A sigh of relief left her, but something was still… off. “You do? Will they be safe?”
Breaking the stare, he arched a brow at her. “If I said no, what would you do?”
Maeve rolled her eyes at him and narrowed her gaze. “I wouldn’t just let you take them and dump them somewhere. They’re so dumb and defenseless,” she whined, waving a hand at them.
As if they knew she was talking about them, they turned their heads to her, their little yips trailing off into silence.
“Aw, don’t say that, they’re just babies!” Galen argued and dropped down to his knees.
The puppies just about tripped over themselves to get to him, pawing at him for attention.
“I know, I know,” he cooed to them in a high-pitched voice. “It’ll be okay, I promise. I’ll take you guys to Jean’s house, how about that?”
Maeve was going to melt into a puddle if he kept being that adorable with the puppies, and it took real effort to redirect her thoughts. “Who’s Jean?” she asked, suspicion rising.
“He’s a coworker who doesn’t live too far from here.”
A coworker? Warning bells went off in her head.
Maeve glared at him, his too-casual tone rubbing her wrong. “Is Jean the one who’s been competing with you for this promotion?”
A long pause stretched between them before he finally nodded, rubbing one of the puppy’s bellies.
How was she even going to tell the three of them apart? 
“Is Jean watching the puppies going to give him more favor with the boss?”
Galen stood, and she lifted her head to stare up at him, not wanting to miss any minuscule hints in his expression.
He seemed reluctant to answer. “I don’t want us to be stressed about them if we don’t have to be. Don’t agree to this just for me.” 
She sighed. “Will Jean get the promotion if he watches the puppies?”
“It’s… possible. Though he explained to me that I hold the most favor because I helped him so much with the last project.”
Maeve crossed her arms. She wanted him to get that promotion, she wanted stability and no more late nights and early mornings and long days.
Maeve wanted her boyfriend back. Devil be damned. And if the puppies were the key to that…
“Fine. They’ll stay until your boss needs them back.”
His eyes widened. “Really?”
Before Maeve could change her mind, she blurted, “Yes. I want this promotion for you. Fuck that guy. Jean.”
“Are you sure?” he asked again, stepping closer and tilting her head up to him. 
Maeve drew in a deep breath, Galen’s hands warm against her cheeks. “Boss sucks, I know,” he agreed. “But with him being gone the next two weeks, I can work from home and help out, keep an eye on them.”
Maeve paused, grinding her teeth. Why hadn’t he led with that information? If she knew he was actually going to be around to help…
You didn’t exactly give him a chance to tell you.
Rolling her eyes at herself, she nipped at Galen’s hand. “You should have led with that. Sorry I didn’t give you the chance to. I’m just frustrated about stuff.”
Galen lowered his hands, pulling her into his arms. She buried her head into his chest and inhaled his scent. It felt like the first deep breath she’d had all day.
“I love your temper. It’s hot,” he said with a chuckle.
She snorted. “You’re such a dork.”
“Remember our first date?” Galen asked and pulled back, a wistful smile curling his lips.
Color rushed to Maeve’s cheeks at the memory. “How could I forget?”
What was supposed to be a movie and dinner date—original, right?—turned into a disaster before they’d even met one another.
“The first time I caught sight of you, you were on your tiptoes, yelling at the guy who hit your car and two seconds away from—”
“—kicking his ass. I know,” Maeve answered with a sigh. They were really doing this memory lane thing.
Galen’s embrace was warm, and she hid her pink cheeks in his chest, listening to his heartbeat. Her heart squeezed as she let herself get dragged down memory lane.
Galen had been such a sight the first time she’d seen him, practically glowing.
Of course, looking back now, she realized he’d simply been illuminated by the headlights of the cars behind her.
It went like this: 
The driver who’d ultimately rear-ended her deserved it. Following her all the way down the road, he stayed right up on her bumper and urged her to go faster. 
So Maeve had done the opposite. 
But as she watched his lights splash over the same asphalt of the lot she was turning into, her nerves began rattling. She was so paranoid that when a car backed out of its space, she was too distracted to notice and almost collided with it. Thankfully, she tapped her brakes at the last second.
And just as she’d rolled to a stop from a whopping six miles an hour, she was bumped from behind. The very specific metallic and plastic thunk of their cars colliding was like music to her ears.
“Haha, that’s what you get, asshole,” she jeered from the safety of her car. Throwing it in park, she grabbed her info, pushed open her door, and got out to meet this jerk. Pausing by the bumper of her car, she waited.
It was a long moment before the door to his giant truck opened, and he dropped to the ground with a smug grin.
She already had her insurance card out. “If you didn’t ride my ass so hard, I bet you wouldn’t have hit me.”
The smug grin melted away into open-mouthed shock, as if he couldn’t believe she’d spoken to him that way. At five foot three, she got that a lot, but being tiny came with plenty of rage. However… she was supposed to be meeting her date here, so she would try her best to keep a lid on it. 
Calm. Serene. Rational. 
With a tight smile, she held out her insurance card. “I don’t have a lot of time, so here’s my info. I just need yours.”
The man matched his truck, in boots and a worn ball cap, complete with the pouch of dip extending his bottom lip.
He crossed his arms. “What’s the rush? You didn’t seem to be in a hurry on the way here.”
Maeve collected herself with a deep breath. It was already past seven, the time the movie was supposed to start. Was her date inside waiting already? What if he thought she stood him up?
“Now you’re just holding us both up. Want to get this over with or not?” she bit out.
“Well now, I’m not so sure.” He paused, and his slimy gaze slid down her form. Her lip curled in distaste. “Knowing a little hottie like you was behind the wheel, I’d be willing to ride your ass some more.”
Maeve let his words soak in for a moment, feeling her cheeks heat.
“Aw, got you blushing?” he teased.
Maeve flicked her insurance card at him, and watched it flutter to the asphalt by his boots. “What a generous offer, assuming you can fuck better than you drive.” She let her brows dip as if a thought occurred to her. “Of course, with that micro you’re carrying, I doubt anyone gets a happy ending.” She tapped her wrist with two fingers. “Now can we please get on with this? Or do we need to file an official report as well, hm?”
She dipped her head down to glance at the damage on her car. The ding wasn’t even that bad, and she did not want to waste her evening waiting on the police. But she’d be willing, if only to inconvenience this asshole.
When she faced the yeehaw guy again, his face was red, and he was slowly lowering his arms.
“Aw, got you blushing?” She threw his own words back at him, her tone sharp as a knife.
“Why, you little bitch,” he shouted, taking a threatening step forward.
Maeve tensed, barely holding back the urge to spring toward him.
Their gazes met, and she watched the situation process behind his eyes. Was he really about to attack her over a little dick comment?
She snickered at her own thoughts without meaning to. But it slipped out and oh—
That must have pissed him off, because he committed, rushing toward her. Maeve froze, waited until he was close enough, but not quite at arm’s reach, and twisted just out of the way. He must not have expected it, and adrenaline buzzed through her veins as he slammed a hand into her car to stop himself. She leapt at the chance, literally, and jumped on his back, latching her left arm around his throat and locking it in by crooking her forearm across the opposite wrist.
He garbled a curse at her and flailed around, and Maeve went for a spin around the parking lot with a squeak of alarm.
This yeehaw guy was pretty big. If he slammed her into the back of his truck or something, it could knock her out.
Maybe she should have thought of that first.
Oops.
“Can you just chill out?” she shouted in his ear. “What the hell’s wrong with you?”
She reaffirmed her grip and squeezed her knees on either side of his waist. As he spun again, she realized his truck was nearing, and she braced herself for impact, but—
A pair of arms wrapped around her waist, interrupting the yeehaw’s spin, and pulled her away like she weighed nothing, just before yeehaw could slam her into his vehicle.
Maeve glanced over her shoulder to find an impossibly tall, dark-haired man above her who looked eerily like the guy in the profile picture she was supposed to meet.
“Well, never thought I’d meet you like this. Hi, Maeve, I’m Galen.”
Oh.
He was the guy from the app she was supposed to meet.
Maeve’s cheeks heated—from embarrassment this time—and she chuckled lamely as Galen lowered her to the ground.
Once she was flat-footed again, she turned to face the scene of the crime.
Yeehaw’s face was red, his hat was gone, and he looked pissed. But one glance at the towering figure behind her, and he averted his gaze.
Without even exchanging another word, he leaned down to snatch her insurance card off the ground, got inside his truck, and pulled out a small white card.
“You guys are a match made in hell. Fuck off,” he said, flicking his own card out the window. His truck came to life with a roar, and he backed out of the aisle, burning rubber on his way out of the lot.
When she turned to face her date, she found Galen grinning.
Maeve flushed under that smile. “This is embarrassing.” Wiping the sweat off her brow, she avoided his gaze as she asked, “Still interested in that date?”
Galen didn’t answer at first, and she finally lifted her eyes to his. They were dark and intense and totally didn’t match the smile on his face. “With you? Very interested.”
Maeve cocked her head to the side. After that regal display in the theater parking lot? This guy had to be crazier than even her.
Honk!
The horn of a car blared, startling both of them out of their stares.
“Get parked, I’ll go inside and get the drinks and popcorn. Requests?”
He bent and picked the card up for her like a perfect gentleman. Maeve told him her drink request, and he grinned before heading toward the theater, walking backward.
“You’re not gonna drive off without me, right?” he called out.
Heat rushed to her cheeks, keys jingling in her hands, and she was hyperaware of the car’s lights blinding her as his horn beeped again.
“I’ll see you inside!” she yelled back.
Galen finally turned around just in time to avoid face-planting into the glass doors and pushed his way inside.
Maeve had met him inside, and, well… the rest was history.
She really was a lucky girl.
And Galen was a lucky guy.
He better not forget it.
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Maeve


“Of course I do,” she answered Galen with a huff, flashing the memory away. “It’s hard to forget such an embarrassing first impression.”
His dark eyes twinkled with mirth. “Embarrassing? Honey, that’s how I knew you were the one for me.”
Her heart flipped over in her chest, but she refused to be wooed by his pretty words. That didn't stop her from fighting the urge to curl her hair around her finger and draw her toe against the floor. “What do you mean by that?”
Galen rolled his eyes. “You know exactly what I mean. I couldn’t have dreamed of a woman more perfect for me than you,” he said, expression turning serious. “And I don’t want to mess this up. What are you frustrated with? What can I do to help?”
Maeve frowned at him. She was supposed to be mad. Why’d he have to come in and be so… so rational?
“First, you can get these guys settled in for the night before they eat our apartment.”
“Oh, come on, they aren’t that bad,” he urged, turning his back on her to watch the puppies as they ran around.
“Really?” she asked, tone heavy with sarcasm as she watched one of the puppies chew on her floor-length curtains while another chewed on that puppy’s leg.
“Yeah, it’ll be… fine,” he said, sounding a little less confident. “Guys,” he chided. “We talked about this.”
The puppies ignored him, continuing their chaos with playful yelps of excitement.
Her lips tightened as she refused to show even an inch of give. They were not cute. They were evil little machines of destruction. Their floppy ears were nothing compared to the chaos.
His lips lost the curl of his smile, and it stung her heart. “We’re living together now. I know it’s different, and something neither of us are used to.” He crooked two fingers at her. “So come on, I’m a big boy. How can I make the transition easier?”
Maeve grabbed his two fingers and held them in her hand. “I don’t wanna be too harsh.” 
But she had to be realistic. Maeve was tired of cleaning up after him.
He nodded, expression serious, as if he were taking mental notes. “You won’t be. Just tell me. Don’t make me beg.”
But you’re so hot when you beg.
Maeve. Now is now the time, you horny goblin.
With a chuckle, she met his gaze. “Put your stuff where it belongs. Dirty clothes in the hamper, not beside it. Dishes in the sink. Snacks back in the cabinet. I like my counters without clutter.”
Galen winced. “I’m really bad at that, I’m sorry. I took care of my shit at home, but I guess it’s not fair of me to expect you to just because you’re… here. I’ll make more of an effort from now on, I promise.”
Cute little
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