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Hudson

I watched as Jack buzzed around the store putting lights and decorations anywhere he could hang them or affix them to a display or a spare hook that happened to be empty. “You really don’t need to go to so much trouble. I mean we’re a hardware store. Do you really think people will be coming in here to Christmas shop?” I questioned him, and as soon as he turned his head and met my eyes, I knew for a fact it was the wrong thing to say. 

“Hudson, we’ve been working hard to make sure we have a good variety of anything anyone in this town could need that isn’t a food item. Now why the hell are you ruining my fun?” He crossed his arms making the lights he still held clatter around on the floor at his feet.

“I don’t mean to ruin your fun. I just don’t understand the need to add more stuff.” Since we’d remodeled Nuts and Bolts it was neat and clean, and we now knew where everything was and how many we had of every item. Looking at all the decorations all I could see was it making it harder for us to clean, and harder to keep track of inventory. He walked closer to me and slipped his arm around my waist.

“I promise I’ll keep it neat, and I’ll take it all down right after New Year’s, but I ordered some ornaments, lights, and artificial trees as well as a few live ones. I thought we could put them out front and use them for decorations before they sell.” He grinned before kissing me. “I love you,” he said.

“That’s not fair. You know I can’t say no to you when you look at me like that.” He chuckled and looked at me from under his lashes knowing exactly what he was doing.

“I don’t know what you mean,” he said with just a little too much innocence.

“Okay, so tell me what you have in mind,” I said, and listened while he laid out his elaborate plan to string lights around the front of the store, as well as inside.

“Oh, and I hired someone to paint the window,” he said.

“Is that all?” 

He squinted one eye and tipped his head before answering. “I think so. I mean I wanted to put a little Christmas tree lot out back, I know we talked about that, but I like the idea of selling live trees better. And we have artificial trees if they want a bigger tree. Don’t worry, I’ll sell all of them.”

In that moment, I knew he’d ordered more than he’d admitted to. “How many are we talking?”

“Well, they had a better deal if I ordered more. At first, I was only going to order ten because I didn’t want to go crazy, but it was such a good deal to buy fifty I went ahead and bought them. Plus, it’s not like they’ll go bad or anything.”

I wanted to be mad at him, but Jack worked his ass off and he knew the business way better than I did. He’d worked here longer and had always been a part of the small town of Foggy Basin while I’d moved away for a while. “I trust you. If you think you can sell fifty trees then have at it,” I said making him smile.

“Yes!” he said, and fist bumped the air. “I’m going to set one up right in front of the window then put some of the tools and household items under it for gift ideas. What do you think?” he asked, his eyes now bright with excitement. “They’re going to paint a wreath of holly outlining it. It’s going to be so awesome.” He might have squealed just a little bit but when he cleared his throat, I knew better than to comment. “Don’t forget we’re spending Christmas with my family.”

“I won’t. But are you sure they don’t mind having three more people?” They’d invited Mom and Dad over too. It had been a while since I’d spent a holiday here. I usually drove over for dinner and got out of town before the traffic got too crazy. We’d stopped exchanging gifts years ago and looking back I regretted that. It didn’t need to be anything big, but I wanted them to know I cared about and loved them.

“Are you kidding?” he asked for what had to be the third time. “They won’t even notice there’s three more people. It’s chaos every holiday, and my grandparents will be there and probably a few aunts, uncles, and cousins. Don’t worry, I promise you’ll have fun.”

“I can’t remember the last time I went to a big family holiday. Our family has always been on the small side. We used to have some aunts and uncles who would join us but they’ve either moved or now they celebrate with their own family. It’s not that I’m not looking forward to it, I’m just not sure what to expect,” I finally admitted.

“Well, you can expect lots of noise. Probably a game of horseshoes if it’s not raining, or a game of poker if it is. Lots and lots of food, and football on the TV,” Jack said and stepped into my arms. “Don’t worry, it’ll be fun.” He pressed his lips to mine and dipped his tongue into my mouth making me wish we were home, and I didn’t need to fight for control. Every time we kissed, I wanted him. Hell, even when we held hands. There was a mainline right to my dick from anywhere Jack touched me.

“It might snow that day,” I said hoping to shock myself out of the thoughts running through my head that included a quickie in the back room. He pulled back instantly and stared me right in the eyes.

“Don’t play with me, Hudson, it never snows here.” He narrowed his eyes and waited for me to answer.

I crossed my arms and smirked at him. “I just saw on the forecast they said there’s a slight chance, and it snowed here when I was a kid. We got a snow day at school and everything.”

“How have I never heard this before?”

“It used to snow here at least once a year,” Mr. Atkins said when he walked in. “Morning, boys, it’s a little too cold to be sitting out front.” He took what had become his regular seat by the small woodstove we now used daily. “Sometimes it was enough to shut down the whole town for a week.” 

“Do you really think it could snow this year?” Jack asked him because he didn’t believe me.

Mr. Atkins looked between the two of us with that twinkle in his eyes he got when he knew something we didn’t. “I do. I mean miracles happen every day,” he said and walked over to the coffee hutch to choose a pastry.
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