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      While I am making the final turn down the snowy street that leads to the cabin, Emily and I sing along with the holiday tunes that are playing in the background.

      “Snow!”

      Only three hours ago, when we left Valley University, we were in a very different place. This is a very different scene. When we finally finished loading up our Jeep for the holiday vacation, the sun had been shining and we were sweating. We were looking forward to the break. On the other hand, it appears and feels like winter here. I just adore it.

      The window is rolled down, and my twin sister says, “I can’t wait to sleep in tomorrow.” She then lets the icy air in via the air opening. “We were able to make it through the first semester of college!”

      “Yeah, we did.” The smell of pine trees and brisk air fills the van and we breathe it in with matching smiles.

      “This was a fantastic suggestion. We can snowboard, ski, snowshoe, and⁠—”

      I cut in to add, “Read by the fireplace, bake cookies, watch movies.”

      Emily laughs. “We’ll do all of it. It’s going to be amazing.” She rolls the window back up. “Have you heard from Charlie?”

      “No. I texted him before we left, but no response. Are we horrible for skipping him for the cabin this weekend?”

      “Are you kidding? He undoubtedly has plans to hold a party at the house every night until Mom and Dad are back.”

      I nod my agreement, but I still feel a sting of shame.

      Our folks are in Cabo until Christmas Eve, taking a much-deserved vacation. They’ve been claiming they were going to take one for years and they finally did it.

      It’s weird not racing home to conduct all the normal holiday celebrations though. I look forward to it all year—making sugar cookies and decorating them, watching all our favorite holiday movies, and simply sitting about and enjoying my family.

      Emily and I agreed that since Mom and Dad are gone, we’d spend the weekend at our family’s cabin in Flagstaff, unwinding after the hard semester before coming home. She likes to ski. I like to sit by the fire and read. It’s going to be so much fun. Different, yet enjoyable.

      Our brother, Charlie, attends to Valley U too, but he finished with classes a day sooner than us and returned home to Scottsdale to house sit while Mom and Dad are gone. And Emily is right. He’s probably stocking the fridge right now and ready to throw a party.

      We’re quiet as we pass the ski resort. The parking lot is filled, and people stroll to and from the front on skis and snowboards, clad in warm layers.

      “Ah, it just got real.” Emily hops in her seat, sending her ponytail flying around her shoulders. “Tomorrow we should sleep in and then go up to the ski resort and buy passes for the weekend before they sell out.”

      “I don’t know if I’m going to be doing that much skiing. I should probably stick to ice skating and snowshoeing.”

      “I’ll go on the bunny hill with you until you get the hang of it again.” Her eagerness is catching.

      “Deal.”

      As the cabin eventually comes into view, a familiar orange truck catches my sight.

      “Uh. Are you seeing what I’m seeing?” I ask as I pull the Jeep to a stop behind Charlie’s truck.

      “What is he doing here?” Emily gapes at our brother, standing on the porch of our grandparents’ vacation cabin and wearing a Santa hat but no shirt.

      “Freezing to death, from the looks of it.”

      He isn’t alone. A gathering of individuals pack the modest front porch. A couple I recognize as his football teammates, but the others I’ve never seen before. Knowing Charlie, he’s already made friends with the neighbors in the little period of time he’s been here. My brother can and will converse with everyone he encounters. And he knows how to throw a party, so people like to flock to him.

      I kill the engine and the festive music we’d been listening to on our drive up from Valley U.

      The mood has officially deflated.

      Emily hops out first, and with a grin that’s part irritated and half pleasantly pleased, exclaims, “What the hell, Charlie?” She slams the door behind her and marches toward the cabin. People stare at her as she approaches.

      I slink down in my seat.

      Charlie is surprised, but he grins, even as Emily continues to shout at him. His remark back is garbled. They hug, but I can see Emily is still wound up by the way she swirls her hands around as she speaks.

      Charlie walks back to the car with her.

      I roll down my window and the cold air bristles at my face.

      “Holly!” My brother greets me. His eyes are shiny, and he smells like he’s been drinking for the better part of the day. “I can’t believe you two are here.”

      “Same. I thought you were taking care of the house for Mom and Dad while they’re in Cabo?”

      “I am.”

      I step out of the car, and he pulls me into a massive hug, squeezing me and lifting my feet off the ground.

      “Funny. It doesn’t appear like you’re in Scottsdale.”

      He ruffles my hair, something he knows I loathe. “I’ve got it under control. Don’t worry.”

      “Well, that just makes me more worried.” I survey his bare torso. “You’re missing a shirt.”

      “Spilled beer on it.” Laughing, he turns from me to Emily and back again. “Why didn’t you two tell me you were coming?”

      “We texted you this morning after we were done with classes,” Emily continues.

      “I was already here. We came up last night.” He pats his front and back jeans pockets. “I have no idea where I left my phone.”

      “Typical,” I tease.

      He draws me in for another hug. “This is rad. We can all hang out. How long are you staying?”

      “Just the weekend. There is a significant possibility of snow. We figured we’d ski and hang out for a few days before coming home.” An excited smile tips up the corners of Emily’s lips.

      “And we thought the party would be at Mom and Dad’s since you’re supposed to be house sitting,” I chime in. “We can’t all stay here. There isn’t enough room.”

      “Sure, there is.” My brother waves aside my worries.

      It’s a primitive, two-bedroom cabin that’s been in our family for three generations. Our great-grandparents bought the land when there was nothing else around.

      They built a summer getaway cabin to escape the severe weather in June and July. The temperatures in northern Arizona are significantly cooler than just a few hours south, and this is where they’d come on weekends or time off from work.

      That was before someone decided to develop a ski resort half a mile away. It made the land worth a lot more, but it also meant that a dozen other cabins sprouted up all around. Most are rentals or vacation homes. However, there are a few folks that live here year-round.

      We came here a lot as youngsters during the summer. And as we’ve gotten older, Charlie, Emily, and I prefer to come up here in the winter with friends to ski or just hang out. During the winter break, it’s filled with high school and college students. But it’s been a few years since we’ve all been here together.

      “Where are we all going to sleep?”

      “We’ll figure it out.” Charlie drapes an arm around each of our shoulders. “Come meet some people.”

      Laughing, I shrug out of his embrace. “I’ll be right there. I’m just gonna carry some of our stuff in.”

      Emily goes with Charlie, and I walk behind the Jeep to retrieve our things. I know my sister well enough to know she won’t want to change our plans for the weekend, even if it means sharing the little cabin with our brother and his buddies.

      She will spend most of her time at the resort anyhow, so it’s not that big of an issue, but my ideas of enjoying the quiet and reading by the fireplace seem far-fetched now.

      Plus, Emily and I might be twins, but when the three of us hang out together, she and Charlie usually team up against me. They’re both a lot more outgoing than I am, and deciding what to do rapidly becomes two against one. It’s the only reason I’ve gone skydiving or been to a dance club. It’s not all horrible. Sometimes they pull me out of my comfort zone, and I’m thankful, but other times, I end up being worried and sweating from stress. The dance club falls into the latter category.

      I leave the suitcase in the back of the Jeep to collect later, but grab two of the paper bags full with food for the weekend. Some of it needs to go in the fridge—assuming it isn’t already full of beer.

      I’m juggling a third bag, so I can grab it all in one trip, when a familiar deep voice crashes through my thoughts.

      “Hold up. Let me get that.”

      Kodiak invades my space before I’ve had chance to prepare for him. And where Kodiak is concerned, I need time to prepare. His hand brushes mine as he takes the last bag from me, sending goosebumps all the way to my toes. I breathe in the scent of his soap, mingled with the winter wonderland around us, and it’s just about the most exquisite thing I’ve ever smelled.

      “Thanks,” I mutter as I take him in.

      Gardner Kings.

      Star running back of the Valley University football team, my brother’s best friend, amazingly nice guy, and my hidden crush.

      It’s silly, really. He’s insanely attractive and, of course, super popular, and I’m just me. One of Charlie’s tiny sisters. The shy one, the one everybody neglects.

      He’s large and beefy like a Kodiak bear, which is why everyone calls him Kodiak. He’s one of the few people that never makes me feel like the “other” twin. I enjoy that about him.

      I enjoy a lot of things about him.

      Including the way the long-sleeved shirt he’s wearing strains against his biceps and back. He’s six foot two inches, and every part of him is broad and powerful.

      “How are you, Holly?” Even though lots of people can tell Emily and me apart, I secretly love when it’s Kodiak who calls me by name without prompting.

      “Good. You?” My cold cheeks flame with warmth.

      “I’m good. Nice antlers.” One side of his mouth quirks up and his dimples are on full display. I love his dimples.

      When Kodiak isn’t smiling, he looks tough and incredibly threatening. I’ve been watching him play football with Charlie for the past two years and that rough and menacing look has coincided with a lot of touchdowns. He is no-nonsense, all-out, determined, and aggressive on the field, yet when he grins, Kodiak looks like the sweetest guy you could ever meet.

      And he truly is.

      My hand rushes to the reindeer antler headband I’d forgotten I was wearing, and I smile timidly. “Thanks. Charlie didn’t say you were coming to the house for Christmas again this year.”

      Kodiak’s from Virginia, a long way to fly home for the holidays. Last year, he came to our house. It wasn’t the start of my crush, but spending so much time around him sure bumped it up a notch or twenty.

      “I’m not. I didn’t want to impose on your family again. Davidson asked me to his folks’ house for the break.” He nods his head to our luggage, bringing my attention to his dark blond hair. It’s thick and a touch chaotic, but it fits him. “The suitcase too?”

      “I can get that later,” I say.

      “I got it.” He reaches in and gets it, then starts for the washing basket.

      “Not that one,” I say too late. The big, white basket is full with soiled clothes that Emily and I planned to wash once we got to Mom and Dad’s. A pair of my holiday underwear with miniature gingerbread men and women all over them are on top, and I think I might die as Kodiak hastily turns away and his cheeks grow crimson.

      I take another step from the Jeep and Kodiak shuts the back.

      “Thank you,” I say again as we go up near the cabin.

      “No problem.” He stops on the bottom step of the porch stairs to allow me go first. “I gather you weren’t expecting us to be here.”

      “Charlie is nothing if not spontaneous.”

      “Sorry.” He cracks a sympathetic smile as I move past him. A dozen or more individuals congregate on the front porch, drinking and conversing.

      Inside, the place is a wreck. Empty beer cans litter the kitchen counter, the top of the fridge bears a row of liquor bottles, and next to the sink, shot glasses are lined up near pizza boxes.

      Kodiak drops the paper bag on the counter and then hoists the luggage up like it weights nothing. “Where am I putting this?”

      “I’m not sure.” I search the living room. Pillows and blankets are spread out on both couches and there’s a sleeping bag on the floor.

      “You two can have my room.” He tips his head and proceeds down the small corridor with the second bedroom, and I follow him.

      “You don’t have to do that,” I reply as he sets my bag down next to the bed. Charlie would have called the master. It’s on the opposite side and includes a private, attached bath.

      “It’s fine.” He grabs his duffle bag.

      “Where are you going to sleep?” I can’t picture him in a sleeping bag on the floor.

      “I’ll mange on the couch.” He winks and it throws out a thousand butterflies in my chest. “Do you want a beer or something?

      “No thanks. Not yet.”

      He nods and heads back out. I loiter in the bedroom for a bit to get my bearings. This expedition is off to a bumpy start.

      Are we all really going to stay here?

      My fingertips discover the gold name necklace Emily sent me as an early Christmas present. She got one for herself too. She claimed they were so people would stop confusing us. Our pals
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