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      A moan in my ear pulls me from my sleep.

      “Oh, you like that, don’t you?” a husky male voice murmurs, causing a shiver to trace my spine. My eyes are blurry, and when I clear them, it’s to the sight of glistening, bare flesh. Mouth agape, I stare, transfixed, as a large cock pops into view.

      I avert my haze, but the audio of the porn track continues in my ears. Stroking. Growling. Slapping.

      Then the pilot’s voice cuts through it.

      “Valued passengers, we regret the mislabelled video that just played for anyone watching the Christmas Belle movie, and direct you to…”

      I take my earbuds off, staring at the screen that now hosts the airline’s watermark, lazily sliding from one edge of the screen to another. The passenger beside me is ranting to her husband, who has his heavy winter coat in his lap rather than under the seat ahead of him.

      It’s my first time seeing a porno, and it was over before I even processed what was happening.

      Now I’m left with a confusing desire to see more, and also regret that it happened just before I’m supposed to head home for the holidays with my dad’s best friend.

      Now I’m damp between my thighs, and we’re taxiing towards the landing dock.

      Even as we deplane, the couple beside me bicker about the porn, threatening to sue the airline. I just wish they’d said the title so I could look it up later.

      I wrap my hand-knit wool scarf around my lower face, the airport too hot for the winter clothes I have on, and the crowds frazzle my nerves. By the time I make it to the baggage claim, I’m practically vibrating with anxiety, and then I see him.

      My not-really-uncle.

      He raises a large hand, so casually cool that it instantly feels like a breath of fresh air just to see him. The crowds melt away, and he saunters over, grabbing my suitcase and lifting it as if it’s weightless.

      “Wait a minute,” he says, frowning. “You are Rebecca, right?” He lifts a hand, gingerly peeling back my scarf, revealing my genuine smile.

      “Well, you look like her.” Leaning in, he sniffs the side of my neck, brushing my straight auburn hair out of the way. “You smell like her. But…”

      My heart races, the memory of an illicit scene quickly coming to mind with the intimate embrace.

      He puts down the luggage and tries to tickle my sides, only to be warded off by pounds of down fluff jacket.

      “I’m wearing protection,” I tease, and he shakes his head.

      “Well, that’s just cheating. Fine, I’ll trust you’re her. For now.”

      I give him a playful punch in his side, to which he dutifully buckles over from despite being a giant of a man who could withstand a real punch from someone twice my size. I know because I’ve seen it. All the same, when he takes my suitcase again, it’s with a limp.

      “I hit you in the other leg,” I tut-tut. “Rookie mistake.”

      “It’s been a while; I forget all your rules.”

      “It’s not a rule, Nick, it’s just logical.”

      “Is that what they teach you in college?”

      I laugh, pushing him again as we beeline for the exit doors.

      “No, they mostly teach me about syntax and symbolism and analogies and iambic pentameter. Learning how to fake injuries? Nick taught me everything I need to know, so it’s disappointing to find out he’s fallen so out of practice with it.”

      I pause as we hit the cold air outside. Snow has just started to fall, and even in the airport parking lot, it’s not yet turned to black sludge. The crisp, white snowflakes catch the early evening light like glitter, and when I exhale, my breath is visible.

      “I forgot how good cold feels,” I admit, and Nick puts his arm around my shoulder, content not to keep up our bickering as we just enjoy the moment.

      “Norman, I saw your boner! I know you liked it,” comes a shrill, familiar voice behind me. The woman who had sat next to me on the plane storms past us, nearly knocking my suitcase from Nick’s firm grip.

      “Hey!” he shouts, but when she turns around to glare at him, I nudge him, and Nick forces a smile on his face. “Happy holidays.”

      “Merry Christmas,” she spits back before turning her ire on her husband.

      We make our way through the parking lot.

      “I wonder what that was about,” Nick murmurs once they’re out of earshot, and hopefully he thinks my pink cheeks are just from the cold.

      “There was a mishap on the plane, they started playing some… you know. Adult video.”

      “Gasp! In front of my little Becca? Why-I-Oughta…” he playfully growls, raising his fist, and I knock into him again.

      “I’m going to be twenty before you know it! Gotta let me grow up sometime.”

      He smiles, and it’s tender. Warm. The glow of the parking lot lights illuminates his long blonde hair, his expressive eyebrows, the curve of his full lips.

      “You’ve already grown up, Becca.”

      He stares at me longer and more sincerely than I’m used to, and I flinch away from the intensity of his affection. My heart races, and I’m grateful when I spot his car as a distraction.

      “Oh, there we are! Hopefully, the snow holds off ‘til we get home.”
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      “The snow did not hold off until we got home.”

      He states the obvious as the road vanishes from sight. It’s a total whiteout. If we’re still on the pavement, I can’t tell; I can only take it as a matter of faith.

      I’m terrified.

      I opt not to look ahead, doing anything I can to avoid peering into that blinding white, so I don’t have to see how utterly impenetrable it’s become. My eyes instead keep drifting around the vehicle’s interior until they land on Nick’s thick winter coat, with the fur lined cuffs.

      Then onto his hands.

      They were always strong, but as I peer at them—distracting from the existential terror—they no longer look all calloused and rough. They’re tough looking hands, but… he’s doing something different with them now.

      “You still doing woodwork?”

      “Huh?” He’s confused by the question, in part because he’s desperately keeping an eye out for anything on the road, and in part because it’s a weird question. Of course he is. He loves working with his hands.

      “Your hands look much nicer now.” I arch a brow at him curiously.

      “Can’t slip anything past you, huh?” He refuses to take his eyes off the road as we speak. Thank heavens for that.

      “New girlfriend making you lotion them up?”

      He breaks into a chuckle.

      “A couple girlfriends back, maybe,” he says playfully in return. “But no. No girlfriend at the moment. I’m just trying to take care of my main tools better.” His voice is steady despite the harrowing drive.

      “Maybe we should pull over. Wait for it to pass.” I pull out my phone, opening the weather app. “Oh good, it says here that snow is expected to stop in… eight hours. And even then, it’s still a seventy-five percent chance. They’re saying the winds shifted suddenly and took a storm in our direction. I hope mom and dad are okay.”

      “You kidding? They’re probably sitting in front of the fire with a bottle of wine and that nutcracker I made them last year, toasting to a few more hours without the noise and hurry.”

      “Do we even know the same people?”

      “Well, maybe now’s not the best time to tell you… You slipped into another dimension on the plane ride.”

      I resist the urge to punch his arm on account of the storm, and instead dial our home phone. The connection drops before it even rings.

      “Damn storm must be screwing with the signal. I can’t see the lines on the road at all, can you?”

      “Sure. Sure I can,” Nick lies. A transport truck careens on the road, passing us at an alarming speed. I grip onto the door tighter, swallowing my scream, when I catch sight of some neon through the snow.

      “There! Look, a motel! We should pull over there and get a room. We can
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