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Part 1

Heather had been teasing me for months. Everyone in the neighborhood knew when she turned 18 because she started parading around the block in short shorts and crop tops. Now, it’s 25 degrees out, Christmas is almost here, and her clothing hasn’t gotten any warmer. What happens when the neighborhood babysitter ends up stranded on the side of the road, with hardly any clothes on, in winter? Here is our story ...
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“You want me to go in this snowstorm to get what?” I thought I heard my wife wrong; there was no way she wanted me out of this mess.

“Cranberries, Floyd, I forgot the cranberries!”

“Honey, no one is going to care about the cranberries; it’s about to snow hard; you don’t need them.”

“My sister and her family will be here in the morning. She specifically looks for this every year. I don’t want her turning her nose up at my table tomorrow.”

I could see how distressed my wife was over the dumbest part of the Christmas meal. I never understood her and her sister’s rivalry over hosting family gatherings, but here we were.

“Okay, sweetie, come here,” I wrapped her in my arms, “I will go out right now and get you the cranberries. But I need you to promise not to host anything else for at least a year. I don’t like how this stresses you out.”

“Deal, thank you, Floyd. Drive safe. Hopefully, you beat the snow.”

“I’ll take the truck just in case.” I gave my wife a kiss, a long and hard one. She always overworked herself this time of year, and I never understood why.

“Oh, maybe get an extra pumpkin pie while you are at it? You never know how hungry people get.”

“Yes, dear,” I said as I walked out of our warm kitchen into the freezing outdoors.

Our neighborhood was just outside of town. We had an access road that took us to the highway and then just two exits down the main roads to get us to the closest shopping center. It was nice and secluded. We had our own neighborhood parks and pool, gas station, and donut shop that doubled as a sandwich shop after 11 am. There were about 200 houses in our neighborhood, and everyone recognized and knew each other. It was very peaceful—one of the things that made us move out this way.

I pulled off of the access road and onto the highway; the roads were pretty empty, a good thing in this weather. I could tell it was starting to snow lightly, the specks of flakes shimmering off of my headlights. I passed the first exit and saw something off in the distance. As I got closer, I noticed it was a woman working on her car in the middle of this weather. 

“Damn, she must be insane,” as I approached, I noticed she was wearing hardly any clothes. She would freeze to death. That thought is what made me take a closer look; it was the neighborhood babysitter. I knew what I had to do; I had to help her.
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