
  
    [image: Mom I’d Love to Marry]
  


  
    
      MOM I’D LOVE TO MARRY

      A SECOND CHANCE SEASONED ROMANCE SHORT STORY

    

    
      
        MELLANIE SZERETO

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Amatoria Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Mom I’d Love to Marry

        Copyright © 2024 by Mellanie Szereto

        Published by Amatoria Press

        Cover art by Amatoria Press

      

      

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author. To request permission to excerpt portions of this book, except in the case of brief quotations for reviews, please contact the author at mellanieszereto@hotmail.com.

      This story is a work of fiction, and any resemblance to real persons and/or events is coincidental.

      This e-book is licensed for your personal use only and may not be re-sold or given away. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, please visit the e-book store of your choice and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

      ISBN: 978-1-942522-69-0

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

    

    
      
        Books by Mellanie Szereto

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Her experience with men and romance made Kenner Goodwin (42) a single mom fourteen years ago. Despite a divorce that blindsided him, Ambrose Landry (41) can't help but fall for the woman who comes to his rescue on a forced vacation. Is their chance meeting the stuff second chances are made of?
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      A happy squeal carried to the kitchen, where Kenner Goodwin unpacked a week’s worth of groceries. She chuckled as she stowed the last of the cold items and the case of water in the fridge. Her daughter evidently approved of the summer vacation plans they’d arranged months ago.

      “Mom, you have to come see the view from my bedroom! There’s a place to launch the kayaks and a dock for fishing. And we can roast veggie dogs and marshmallows and camper pies in the fire ring. Oh! I see a trail going into the woods by the picnic table. Let’s go for a hike before supper.” A thud preceded heavy footsteps in the hall, announcing Shelby had already swapped her flip-flops for hiking boots.

      “Give me five minutes to finish putting everything away. Or better yet, you do it while I take a potty break and change shoes.” Kenner grinned and kissed her daughter on the cheek as she hurried past her. “Please and thank you.”

      “How much will it bug you if I organize the pantry alphabetically instead by food category?” Maniacal laughter followed Kenner toward the bedrooms, but the speedy clunk of cans suggested Shelby had decided on a random configuration rather than any type of organization. It was a sure sign all thoughts of GPAs, academic teams, class schedules, and the prospect of starting her freshman year of high school had stayed home.

      Objective achieved.

      After a quick stop in the bathroom, she swapped her sandals for socks and her favorite pair of hiking shoes. Her cell buzzed against her thigh in a steady rhythm as she grabbed her backpack and headed back out to the kitchen. Her parents knew to text rather than call if the need to get in touch arose, so only her boss or his assistant would have the nerve to call during her time off. She reached into her cargo pocket and pressed the side button to ignore the call. Vacation time with Shel was sacred.

      You’ll have to live without me until next week.

      A pair of water bottles and an assortment of portable snacks sat on the table and her daughter stood at the counter, slathering sunscreen on her bare arms and shoulders. “I checked the map. The trail I saw from my window follows the lake and then goes into the woods and past the lodge. It’s only a two-mile loop, so we’ll be back in plenty of time for pizza. Ready.”

      “Okay.” Kenner added their supplies to the backpack, slung it over her shoulder, and pocketed the cabin key. “Let’s go.”

      Within ten minutes, the steady pace her daughter set took them from the worn path near the water to a turnoff leading back into the trees. Birds flitted and chirped all around them and leaves whispered in the light breeze, relaxing her mind and body. As lucky as she was to have a generally agreeable teenager, the recharge would do them both a world of good.

      “Look!” Shel’s hissed whisper pulled her attention to a spot on the trail her daughter pointed to. A doe with a pair of fawns stood about fifty feet or so in front of them, their noses up and ears twitching back and forth.

      “Let’s head back so we don’t scare them.” Grasping Shel’s hand, Kenner turned toward the lake, but the rustle of underbrush, a snort, and then a thunk and a groan stopped her in her tracks. “What was that?”

      The crack and snap of breaking branches carried from the direction of the deer, followed by a louder moan.

      Her daughter’s eyes widened and another faint whisper cut through the sudden silence. “Bear?”

      “Hello? Is anyone there?” The questions echoed through the forest, the rich baritone voice tentative. “Oh my god, I’m bleeding. Life just keeps getting better and better. Son of a beached whale, that hurts. Help!”

      Kenner pressed her lips together to hold in a laugh and gestured for Shel to stay put. Several cautious steps up the trail revealed trainer-clad feet, lean but muscular legs beneath a generous dusting of light-brown hair, and stop-sign red running shorts. The rest of the victim’s body—where the injury was obviously located since the lower half showed no visible blood—was hidden behind a fallen tree off the edge of the well-worn path.

      To be on the safe side, she hefted a stick and tested its brittleness. Her weapon wouldn’t help if the four-foot branch broke with the first swing, poke, or block. Its slightly springy action assured her it would hold up well in a self-defense battle.

      Ready or not, here I come.

      She closed most of the distance between her and the jogger before she finally caught a glimpse of a gash on his forehead. Dribbles of what definitely was not ketchup oozed into his tousled hair and the left sideburn of his scruffy beard. His sunglasses lay askew on his nose, and his mouth scrunched up like he was in a fair amount of pain.

      Still wielding her stick, she slipped the backpack from her shoulders, letting it drop to the ground at her feet in case she needed to retrieve her first-aid kit. “Are you conscious?”

      He jerked his head her direction, sending his shades flying the rest of the way off his face, and let out another groan. “Yes, but I’m hurt. Three deer came flying at me and I dove to the ground to keep from getting trampled. I hit my head on a rock or something. You don’t happen to have a travois, do you? You know, one of those stretchers made out of sticks that you can drag behind you?”

      “No, but I have some bandages and Tylenol.” She pointed to her pack, not quite ready to trust he wasn’t some kind of Ted Bundy nutcase, especially if he expected her to have a med-sled with her on a hike. “Can you sit up?”

      He shook his head and winced. “Too lightheaded. I feel like I’m going to pass out. Low pain threshold.”

      Considering the ashen color of his face, she risked moving close enough to elevate his legs. “I’m going to put your feet up on this fallen tree to help with blood circulation. You need to close your eyes and take some deep breaths. In for a slow count of five and out for a slow count of five.”

      “Okay.” Clutching at the bed of last year’s leaves under him, he sucked in a shaky breath while she raised his feet.

      “Good.” She dragged her backpack closer and unzipped it. “Keep doing that while I get you a bottle of water. Then we’ll bandage your head.”

      His cheeks regained some color, but he stayed still. “Are you a doctor? A nurse?”

      “Only if a CPR class and being a mom count as training.” She set her first-aid kit near his hip and loosened the cap. “Can you lift your head for a drink?”

      “Yeah.” He shifted upward until she could tip the bottle without drowning him and his t-shirt. After several swallows, he lay back again. “Thanks. I feel a little better now. Am I still bleeding?”

      With a nod, she swapped the bottle for an alcohol wipe, the tube of antibiotic ointment, and a decent-sized bandage. A distraction seemed like a good idea, considering his admission about not handling pain well.
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