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AVA HUTCHENS STOOD near the front window of her shop, Antiques by Ava, her eyes trained on the sky. She couldn't ever remember seeing the sky so dark and ominous looking; the sun had disappeared behind the fat gray clouds. Usually she could expect to see folks leaving the Phipps Pharmacy across the street or sitting on the benches in front of town hall. Today, not a single soul was out on the street, at least not from her vantage point.

The nifty little weather app on her phone had buzzed hours ago, warning her of a severe thunderstorm approaching town, and she had planned to close up early and go home before the weather got nasty. Instead, she'd gotten so wrapped up in rearranging her crystal statuettes that she'd lost track of time. Viewing things as they were now, she thought it best to wait the storm out inside.

No sooner than she started to turn away from the window, fat raindrops began to fall. Within seconds, the rain turned torrential, splattering against the glass pane with incredible force. She backed away from the window and sat down on the tall stool she kept behind the counter. She intended to stay there until the storm passed over. Opening her paperback copy of Bridget Midway's Woman in Chains to the place she'd left off, she began reading, with the sounds of the storm echoing around her.

Before she could read a paragraph, another sound interrupted her thoughts. The bell hanging above her door chimed, and she looked up, wondering who on Earth would be out in this weather.

Her eyes fell on the painfully fine Michael Dunn, the youngest son of one of the town's wealthiest families. He'd apparently forgotten his umbrella, because his face was streaked with water. Aside from that, his white C&D foods button down shirt and khaki trousers were soaking wet and clinging to his muscular frame for dear life. She could see the outline of his powerful arms, washboard abs, and thick thighs so well her eyes burned. Her breath escaped her body in a rush, and she dropped the book to the counter.

"Hey, Ava. I need to grab a few of those crystal elephants you have." He strode across the hardwood floor, the wet soles of his shoes squeaking as he walked.  She watched his muscles work and flex beneath the wet garments until he stood directly in front of the counter. "And I'm kind of in a rush."

She blinked once, twice, three times, trying to clear her mind of the fog he induced. "Uh... you came out to buy elephants in this kind of weather?"

He shrugged. "Not really. We closed the store early due to the weather, and I just finished my reports. I thought I could swing by here before I went home and grab my mom's birthday gift. She's been dropping all kinds of hints about those figurines."

Running a hand through her short ringlets, Ava nodded. "I was about to close up shop myself, but since you're here, show me the ones you want, and I'll try to get you taken care of."

He smiled, revealing two rows of near perfect, pearly white teeth. "Thanks, Ava. I really appreciate it."

Outside, thunder boomed so loud it seemed to rattle the store's walls. Ava eased off her stool, trying to ignore the sound as she followed Michael to the cabinet where she kept her crystal animal figurines. Lucky for her, watching his perfect behind flex with each step he took provided all the distraction she needed from the stormy weather.

"These are the ones she wants." He pointed to the ones on the very top row.

She gulped, realizing what a big sale this would be for her. The elephants he'd gestured to were made by Swarovski. They were around four inches in size, but due to the expensive crystal they'd been carved from, each one was priced in the high hundreds. "Which ones do you want?"

He scratched his chin for a moment. "Let me just get all five of them. That way I can be sure I get the ones she wants."

"I'll wrap them up for you." She kept her manner smooth and calm, so as not to reveal how giddy she was to be making a three-thousand-dollar sale in a single transaction. "Just let me get my step stool." The top shelf was beyond the reach of her five-foot, seven-inch height, but since she rarely sold her pricier items, it made sense to keep them on the uppermost shelf.

Michael shook his head. "Nah. I can reach them." As he reached into the cabinet, she scurried to the counter to retrieve some bubble wrap. She returned and held it out like a plastic cradle as he gently took the elephants from the shelf, one by one.

She took the bundle to the counter and set it down carefully. Pulling out several more sheets of bubble wrap and the logo printed paper she wrapped breakables in, she began to wrap the statues.

A flash of lightning illuminated the sky outside as the heavy rain continued to fall.

Michael slipped his hand atop hers, and she felt a shock of sensation shoot up her arm, just the way the lighting had split the sky. Looking up into his eyes, she inquired, "Yes, Michael?"

"Here. Why don't I help you wrap? Maybe there's still hope of me getting home, or at least getting to my parent's house, before this storm gets any worse."

She nodded and slid him three of the elephants and some wrapping material. The howling wind and swirling rain were the only sounds in the shop as they worked to get the figurines properly wrapped. When they were done, she placed them inside one of her silver imprinted vellum shopping bags and set them on the counter. Punching the item numbers into the cash register, she quoted a total. "Alright. That comes to three thousand seven hundred sixty-two dollars and fifty cents."

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Climax Creek Contemporary Short





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





