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            Welcome to my dirty brain.

-Sloane

      

    


I didn’t know Tom was coming.

If I had, I probably wouldn’t have agreed to this trip. My parents framed it as one last wholesome getaway before real adulthood swallowed me whole — one week in a snowy cabin with “just the family,” whatever that was supposed to mean anymore. I figured I’d zone out in leggings, drink too much hot cocoa, and avoid eye contact with my mom every time she asked about my future.

Instead, I opened the car door and saw Tom leaning against the porch railing, boot propped on the bottom step like he’d been waiting for us. For me.

He looked annoyingly good in a way that made my stomach clench. Thicker than I remembered — not fat, but strong. Broader. His beard was scruffier than it used to be, his jaw sharper. That same effortless swagger he’d always had, but now it was heavier somehow. Grown.

He smiled when he saw me. That half-lazy grin he used to flash when he knew he was pissing me off on purpose.

“Thera,” he said, dragging it out like a tease. “Didn’t think I’d see you this week.”

I froze halfway out of the backseat. “You’re coming with us?”

He pushed off the railing, arms crossed, shoulders filling out his jacket like he’d bulked up over the past year doing hard labor or something equally hot and unfair.

“Ben invited me,” he said. “Said you’d be cool with it.”

Ben — my older brother — was already halfway up the steps, oblivious. Of course he didn’t think twice about dropping this on me. He’d been best friends with Tom since middle school. They’d been in each other’s lives longer than I’d had boobs.

“Didn’t realize we were taking on strays,” I said as I grabbed my backpack.

Tom just smirked. “I’m house-trained now. Promise.”

The cabin was nicer than I expected. Real stone fireplace, big leather couches, and enough flannel throw blankets to make it feel aggressively cozy. The whole place smelled like cedar, cold air, and pine-scented cleaner.

Four bedrooms. My parents got the master. Ben took the one downstairs.

Tom and I got rooms upstairs — right across the hall from each other.

Of course.

I dropped my bag and looked around mine: small, warm, wood-paneled walls, a queen bed with way too many pillows, and a view of snow piling up outside the window. It was cute. Quaint. Safe.

Until I turned around and saw Tom in the hallway, shirt half-peeled off, his stomach flexing as he tugged it over his head.

I ducked back in my room so fast I nearly tripped on my own boots.
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