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December 15

Mitch was an early riser, always had been and now he was used to sleeping in short intervals. Ronnie, not so much.

He tucked her close to his body, snuggly warm under the blankets in the cool bedroom.

Arm wrapped around Ronnie, he held a breast in his hand. Moving a couple fingers, he found a nipple and tweaked it between his thumb and index finger. It was hard and erect, just like him. He pressed his erection into her butt cheek, but she ignored him. Surely, she couldn’t be that deep asleep. He leaned over and kissed her neck and along her jawline.

She waved her hand across her face as if to get rid of an annoying bug, and he chuckled. He wasn’t that easy to get rid of when he wanted something. And he really wanted her. They’d married last summer, a few short months ago, and he still couldn’t get his fill. He tried every day to show her how much he loved her, how he would take care of her and their children. God, he loved this woman.

He tugged her closer, moving her petite frame easy enough. She turned onto her back. “What? I’m sleeping here,” she announced in a hoarse voice, eyes closed.

“Remember what we’re doing today?”

“No, only that I’m not working.”

He kissed her neck and worked his way down to her breast, while his hand roamed the lower part of her body. She always slept in his T-shirts, said she liked his smell on them, but all she had to do was take a deep breath of the real thing who lay beside her. He smiled. God, he loved his life.

His fingers danced along her thigh, every now and then dipping into the sensitive skin on the inside. He played with her feminine curls and, when he inserted a finger inside her, she responded. He continued to maneuver in and out until she lifted a leg over his hips.

His body was perfectly aligned with her opening. She arched her back, ready for him. He entered her slowly, a half inch at a time. Ronnie tugged on his arms and thrust her hips toward him, but he held back. And then, with one final push, he was inside her. Right where they both wanted him to be.

*****
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AWAKENED BY THE DOORBELL, Ronnie reached over to wake Mitch, but his side of the bed was cold. She jumped out of bed and picked up her bathrobe that had been pushed onto the floor.

She padded silently toward where Mitch held the front door partially open, blocking her view of whoever was out there.

“Victoria?” Mitch questioned.

“Is it my sister Tory?” Excitement rushing through her, she hurried to the door and stepped around Mitch, before she realized it was not her sister. The woman standing on their front porch at seven something in the morning was very attractive, tall and thin, and probably a decade older than her. She had green eyes and long auburn hair pulled back in a ponytail.

“Do you know her, Mitch?” she asked, although he must—he’d addressed her by name.

“Yes, she’s an old friend. We go way, way back.” Mitch answered.

“Are you going to let your slut come in out of the cold, Mitch?” Victoria asked loudly.

A middle-aged couple enjoying coffee, cinnamon strudel, and the morning news in the living room were watching. Ronnie smiled at them and they gathered their breakfast and discreetly left the room.

She moved closer to Mitch and touched his arm. She’d already sized Victoria up and wanted to know who she was first.

Victoria said, “Come on, Mitch. We can reminisce about how many days we skipped school to go fuck in your truck.” The words had barely left her mouth before Ronnie lost control. How dare she talk about her husband like that. She reached out and gripped the front of her coat. Mitch took Vic’s arm and, between the two of them they dragged her inside, straight to their office and behind closed doors.

“You’re in my home now, not on the street working, so watch your mouth. You want to talk about old times using vulgar disgusting words, we take it somewhere else,” Mitch said.

Ronnie stood in front of her desk in a wide stance, hands fisted on her hips.

“What do you want?” Ronnie asked the other woman.

“Who the hell are you anyway?”

Mitch shook his head and held his hand up. “Let me introduce you. Ronnie, this is Victoria Amley. Victoria, Ronnie is my wife and the owner of this establishment.”

There was no shaking of hands or friendly kiss-kiss hug.

“I get you’re old friends, but why are you here?” Ronnie asked.

“As I said outside, I was hoping we could reminisce about our youth and...”

“That’s enough.” Mitch slashed his hand between them. “Your crude language doesn’t appeal to me.”

“And, frankly, it doesn’t look good on you either,” Ronnie stated, itching for a fight.

“You know that wasn’t always the case, Mitchy,” Victoria said. “When we were younger, we’d go at it like rabbits. You used to love it when I talked dirty to you. What’s happened to you? Ball and chain around your neck too heavy to move?”

Mitch took a step toward her and stopped. His face flushed with anger.

Ronnie raged inside. She sighed loudly. “So, Victoria is it? Again, why are you here? Surely not for an overnight stay?”

“No, no. I decided to find Mitch and see how’s he’s doing. This was the last place I saw him. He’d just moved in, our tryst was over, so I moved on.”

“Yeah, without a word to anyone. Do you have any idea how your disappearance made me appear? Like a criminal, that’s how. The entire town searched for you for weeks, thinking the worst had happened, that I’d killed you and buried your body somewhere. Lord knows I wanted to so many times. And then you have the nerve to show up here, out of the blue, after all these years? I don’t want you here. No one wants you here. That’s why you really left in the first place, isn’t it? You burned every bridge, cut every relationship with everyone you ever had.”

“It wasn’t intentional, Mitch. You know I’d never hurt a fly.” Vic sat on the couch.

“I don’t believe you. You’re very manipulative. You’ll do anything to get want you want. So, what do you want with me? What have you come back for or should I ask who?”

“You think you know me so well, you tell me.” She turned her head to end the discussion.

“We don’t have any rooms available, but I’m sure you’ll find something in Jackson or farther on down the road. So, if you’ll excuse us.”

Victoria stood but made no move to leave. “Can I talk to you, Mitch? Alone.”

“About what? I don’t know of anything we need to discuss, or anything we can’t discuss in front of my wife.”

Ronnie was tired of this. What Mitch did with other women before they got together was his business, not hers, and they’d talked about most of them anyway. Ronnie stood beside Victoria, ready to manhandle her out the front door, but she had guests to consider.

“What is it, Vic? My wife’s going to hear it from me anyway, so you may as well tell us both at the same time.”

Suddenly, the door opened, and a little boy about five or six years old walked in, closing the door behind him. Snowflakes still on his shoulders and a few remaining in his dark hair. stood close to Victoria. “I was freezing out there, so I came in. The nice lady told me you were in here.”

Vic placed her hands on his shoulders, somewhat protectively.

“Is this where I’m going to live?” -he boy asked Mitch directly.

“My name’s Ronnie, what’s yours?” Ronnie held out a hand.

He placed his small one in hers and shook once. “Wyatt Morgan, and I’m five and a half years old. I need a place to live since my parents got burned up in the house.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” Ronnie said.

Mitch leaned down. “I’m Sheriff Mitch Rogers. It’s real nice to meet you, Wyatt Morgan.” They shook hands.

“You’re not going to take me back to that big, cold house with all those other kids, are you? Because I’ll just run away again. I know when I’m not welcome.”

“That’s enough. Wyatt. Please, let me handle this.” Vic turned Wyatt around to face her and placed her hands on his shoulders again. “Remember what we discussed in the car on the way here?”

Wyatt nodded.

“The part where I said I had to speak to the adults first, grown-up to grown-up, before I introduced you?”

“Yes, but I was freezing, and I thought you’d be done talking by now.” Wyatt glared at Mitch and then Ronnie. “So, can I stay?”

In the meantime, Ronnie and Mitch shared their own version of sign language to each other.

“Wyatt, can I talk to you for a minute?” Ronnie asked.

“Sure.” He plopped on the couch. “What about?

“No, over here by my desk.”

“Uh, okay.” Wyatt followed her behind the desk and stood beside her. They were at the same level.

“You smell good,” Wyatt said. “And why do you have a boy’s name?”

“Thank you for the compliment. My real name is Veronica, and my nickname is Ronnie. It’s a name my parents and sister gave me when I was younger than you.”

“Oh. So, what’d you want to talk about?” he asked.

Ronnie moved a little to the left, so Wyatt’s head shielded her mouth from view of Mitch and Vic. She spoke quietly and drew him closer to her. “Ms. Victoria didn’t tell us very much about you, so we don’t know where you come from, where you belong, if you have any brothers or sisters, or even how long you need to stay with us. Until we know more, you can stay here, out of the weather. The children’s services offices are closed on Saturday and Sunday. On Monday, we’ll determine whether your stay will be permanent or only temporary. And while you’re here, you’ll be on your best behavior, right?”

Wyatt nodded.

“Then we have a deal?” Ronnie offered her hand, and he quickly gripped it, shook, and jerked away.

“Deal.” Wyatt removed his threadbare coat and held it under his arm.

Ronnie rose. “I’ll show you where you can put your coat and boots.”

One quick glance at his boots showed a couple holes in each one. They’d have to do something about that. “Let’s go see if Ms. Marie has any reindeer pancakes left. They’re her specialty.” Ronnie reached for his hand and led him to the kitchen. She wanted so much to hug him and reassure him everything would be all right, but she didn’t want to scare him off.

“Ms. Marie, this is Wyatt Morgan. He’s going to be staying with us a day or so at least. We’re not sure about the rest yet.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Wyatt. You remind me of my son when he was your size.”

“I was hoping you had some reindeer pancakes left.” Ronnie tugged her bathrobe closed.

“It’s okay. I’ll eat cold cereal. That’s what I usually eat.” Wyatt settled on a barstool.

“But what will I do with all these pancakes?” Marie held up a platter piled with the leftovers from those she had cooked for the guests this morning.

“Wow, they are like reindeer,” Wyatt marveled “I thought you were lying to me. I don’t know why grown-ups do that, do you?”

Ronnie grinned at Marie and sat on the barstool next to Wyatt. “I don’t know why adults have lied to you in the past, but I can guarantee you no one of any age is going to lie to you while you’re here. Not the sheriff, not the guests, and definitely not Ms. Marie or myself. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Wyatt answered as a stack of pancakes was placed in front of him.

“And you have to promise you’ll tell me if anybody does, okay?”
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