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A few years ago, I messed up bad at my nephew Cade’s birthday party. He was nineteen then, and there were two guys there, friends from Cade’s school. The thing is, I...well, I wrote it down when it happened. I don’t mean to bring it back up, but I’m starting to notice a pattern here. Damnit if my nephew doesn’t keep putting me into problematic situations. Without meaning to, of course.

Cade recently graduated and after his graduation lunch he asked me a favor. He knows Roger and I have a whole room in our house we don’t use, a guest room of sorts. It has its own bathroom. Well, it turns out that one of Cade’s buddies from high school just got back in town after four years with the marines. He’s in between places, just needs a place to live for about three weeks. This is all according to Cade.

Of course it puts me in a difficult position. Roger as well. We always want to help our nephew when we can but asking if some 20-year-old kid we’ve never met before can move in for three weeks is a tall ask. I said we’d think about it. Cade pointed out that his friend, Thomas, was a disciplined young man with high aspirations. That we’d really be helping out the community, not just Cade, by letting Thomas stay with us.

Thomas sounded like a nice enough young man. When Cade said his name, I envisioned some white kid with a crew cut and a polite smile. That’s what Thomas sounds like to me. But Cade didn’t go into any of that, of course. He followed up with me a few days after the graduation party and I told him that yes, Roger and I would be happy to help his friend out. I guess I kind of liked that idea that my nephew felt like he could trust me. That he could come to me with something like that. And that’s why Roger and I opened our doors to Thomas.

For three weeks.

I should mention that I’ve dyed my hair blonde. It was time for a change, and I was kind of thinking maybe if I switched things up it would help. It has. It’s a new look but I pull it off – Roger loves it. And it’s not that I’ve noticed a change in the way people look at me, but I will say this: Blondes have more fun.

The proof is in this journal entry.

As it happened, Roger and I never got a phone call from Thomas before he arrived. We never saw a picture and we really didn’t have any idea who we would be sharing our home with for the next three weeks. I remember being very nervous the day he got in, wondering if we’d made a huge mistake in agreeing to this. But it was too late to turn back so when we saw the old Pinto pull into the driveway, we went outside to greet our new roommate.

Thomas was not a white kid with a crew cut and a gentle smile.

Not even close.

Thomas unfolded himself from the car, and for a moment, I wasn’t sure if he was going to stop getting out. He was enormous, almost taller than any man I’d ever seen up close, with shoulders so wide they seemed to stretch the confines of our driveway. His skin was a deep, rich dark, the kind that gleamed in the afternoon sun, and he carried himself with the kind of presence that made you instinctively stand up straighter. His shaved head reflected the light, and his face was all sharp angles and calm intensity.

When he moved, it was with precision - deliberate, like every step was a calculated action. He wore a simple black T-shirt, stretched taut across his chest and arms, and cargo pants that might have fit better on someone half his size. The veins on his forearms looked like they were sculpted, and I found myself awkwardly clutching Roger’s arm, suddenly aware that we might’ve bitten off more than I could chew.

“Thomas?” I managed, stepping forward. My voice sounded thinner than I intended.

“Yes, ma’am.” His voice was low and smooth, like a slow-moving train you felt in your bones. He smiled, just slightly, and stuck out a hand that could have enveloped a basketball. “Thank you for letting me stay here.”

“Of course,” Roger said, recovering quicker than I did. He shook Thomas’s hand, looking oddly pleased, like he’d just scored some kind of victory. “We’re happy to have you.”

“This is really kind of you both,” he said. “I won’t be in your hair. I’ll keep to myself.”

“Oh, it’s no problem,” I smiled. “We’re happy to help those who serve.”

He looked me in the eyes then, something unspoken between us, something that made my stomach tie into a knot. But why? I didn’t know yet. I wasn’t even thinking about catching a fever, because honestly, it’s been a while.

I just wondered if the giant might eat us out of house and home.

As we helped Thomas unload his car, it became clear he didn’t own much. A single duffle bag, a few books, and a worn laptop made up the entirety of his belongings. He hefted the bag over one shoulder with ease, like it weighed nothing, and followed us inside.

The guest room seemed to shrink the moment Thomas stepped into it. He ducked through the doorway, setting his bag down, and stood in the middle of the room, surveying it like a soldier assessing a battlefield. “This is great,” he said, and I wondered if he meant it or was just being polite.

Roger gave him the rundown - where to find extra towels, what time we usually had dinner, the quirks of the shower faucet - and Thomas nodded along, that faint smile returning here and there. He didn’t seem like the type to say much unless it needed saying, but there was an air of calm about him that made me relax despite myself.

For those first few days Thomas kept to himself, which was exactly what I’d hoped for. He was polite, helpful when we needed it, and seemed perfectly content to spend most of his time in the guest room. He wasn’t loud, didn’t leave dishes in the sink, and even offered to mow the lawn, which Roger took him up on immediately.

I thought this arrangement might actually be easy.

Then Thomas started getting comfortable.

It began with small things. He stopped wearing shoes in the house, for one, which was fine - except he didn’t replace them with socks. I’d walk into the living room and catch him propped up on the couch, his bare feet resting on the coffee table, his long legs stretched out like he owned the place. He wasn’t watching anything on TV, just scrolling through his phone or flipping through one of the books he’d brought with him. The casualness of it shouldn’t have bothered me, but it did.

Then came the shirtlessness.

The first time, I walked into the kitchen to find him standing at the fridge, shirtless, reaching for the milk. The muscles in his back flexed with every movement, broad and defined like something out of a fitness magazine. My breath caught in my throat before I could stop it. He turned when he heard me, one eyebrow raised, like it was the most natural thing in the world to stand half-naked in someone else’s kitchen.
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