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COOPER WAS DRIVING slowly past the old cemetery when he saw the light flashing around just below the crest of the hill. There was a circular drive that wound through the cemetery and back out the other side, and the light was blinking in and out as it seemingly moved around down there.

Peaceful Gardens wasn't a very big graveyard, but people didn't usually visit it at night...unless they were up to no good! He frowned. Should he call the police? 

The cemetery itself backed up against a new sub division that had a lot of expensive homes. Could someone be using it as a way to burglar one of those homes and make a quick getaway? If they were, where was their getaway car? He couldn't see any other vehicle around. 

He guessed he'd just drive on in and see what he could find out. If it looked like something suspicious, then he'd call the police on his cell phone. He locked the doors of his dark blue Ford pickup and pointed it towards the crest of the hill. As he moved closer, he turned off his headlights and slowed down, cracking his window to see if he could hear anything.

Once he crested the hill, he could see a figure in the moonlight walking in a circle and jumping at times, acting very strange. He could tell it was female and he looked all around to see if there was anyone else about. He had heard all sorts of weird tales of sacrifice and every gory movie he'd ever seen jumped into his thoughts. It's not that he was scared, he wasn't. He was just uneasy and cautious and didn't believe in taking unnecessary risks. His time in the service so far had taught him that. Two stints in the Air Force in Afghanistan and he was extremely cautious of the unknown.

Even as cautious as he was, it took him by complete surprise when chaos erupted! The calm night was suddenly torn apart by the sound of gunfire going off, seemingly in every direction! And what was even weirder, the girl was dancing around and laughing like a pagan goddess in the middle of it all, her flashlight shining here and there and everywhere. It only took seconds for him to realize it wasn't actually gunfire, but the sound of firecracker 21-gun salute rounds going off.

Lights began popping on in the houses below the cemetery and the girl started running towards the back yard of the home on the far lower right. Cooper knew it wouldn't be long before the police came and he didn't want to be caught there either! Noting which fence the girl disappeared into, he began backing quickly out of the road. Once out he spun around and headed the other direction to come up the east side of the subdivision. The motor in his new truck purred softly as he went slowly through the subdivision looking for the yard, he had seen her disappear into.

As he approached the house, he could see a figure lying on the ground in the front yard and he slammed on the brakes. Had she gotten hurt then? Leaping from the truck he ran across the quiet grass and knelt at her side only to realize she was giggling hysterically. Those long legs and blond hair seemed awfully familiar and when he took the flashlight and shone it into her face, he recognized her instantly.

“Dixie Armstrong, as I live and breathe. What the hell are you playing at, little girl?” He pulled her up onto her feet but she continued to giggle and didn't seem to be able to stand still in the same position without weaving. Small wonder, she was drunk.

“I did it...I did it,” she crowed, her words somewhat slurred. She paused to stare him in the face, her eyes blinking owlishly. “Cooper?”

“Yeah, it's me.”

“Cooper Morgan! W... what are you doing here?” She hiccupped softly as she smiled beatifically at him.

“It looks like I'm riding herd on you again, Dixie,” he replied in amusement. 'I see you are still up to your old tricks. Some things never change.”

“I had ta do it,” she pronounced in that same slurred voice. “I promised Dave, I had ta do it!” Her knees started to buckle and she began giggling again. “Oh dear, I seem to be having a problem st... standing.” She lifted the bottle in her hand to take another drink but Cooper gently extricated it from her grasp.

“You don't need any more of that,” he chided. “That's the reason you can barely stand now. You're lucky you were able to get away from the cemetery, the place is crawling with police.

“Lemme see, lemme see,” she responded eagerly, spinning around. She fell backwards into Cooper's arms as she stared at the flashing blue and red lights in the cemetery. “Dave would be so proud of me,” she crowed, just before she passed out.

Cooper grimaced and picked her up. Carrying her to his truck, he set her inside the passenger's seat and laid it back. She was out cold for now, but when she woke up, she would probably be sick. With any luck she would sleep the rest of the night.

A few minutes later he pulled into the Bentwood Motel and went inside to rent a room. He couldn't take her to her parents’ home in this condition and he wasn't sure if she had her own apartment or still lived at home.

At any rate, it wasn't long before he had her boots and jeans off and her supine form tucked up under the covers of the queen-sized motel bed. He sat in the chair and watched her as she slept, memories crowding in on him. At least they were pleasant memories, not like the ones that had driven him from his bed to seek the cool darkness of the night.

He and the “D&D twins,” as they had been known, had been the best of friends in high school. They weren't really twins, being two years apart, but they looked so much alike the nickname had stuck. That innocent time seemed like an eon ago but it had only been 8 years. When you're a teenager you can't wait to turn twenty-one, to be legal. You can't wait for high school to be over; you can't wait to move out of your parents’ jurisdiction. So many things you can't wait for...until you hit the real world. That's when you really grow up and realize how safe you were under your parents’ wings. Those times of innocence that disappear all too fast become the memories that sustain you in the hard times of reality.

Cooper couldn't count the number of times Dixie and Dave had pulled practical jokes and he had covered for them. He had also burned Dixie's butt more times than he could count, yet he never seemed to be able to dampen her enthusiasm. She was wilder than Dave and had even scared him more than once with her crazy antics. It was like she was trying to embrace life all at once, experience all she could before it was taken away from her. 

He had lost touch with Dave when he had been sent to Afghanistan and Dave had gone to Germany. His mother had told him Dave was now in Iraq and signed up for another four years. Cooper had no intention of doing so again. It was time to get some schooling, settle down with a wife and have some kids. 

He rubbed his right thigh to ease the ache. The wound had left him with a permanent scar and sometimes it acted up. Overall, he had been one of the lucky ones to come home with everything intact and working. Some hadn't come home at all.

As the girl slept peacefully on, Cooper wondered when she had started drinking. Dixie didn't used to drink. She had tried cigarettes once, but Cooper had caught her and lucky for him, her parents hadn't been home when he had turned her over his knee and tanned her little rear end in her own back yard. When he had let her up, she had whooped and hollered and danced around like mad, hugging her pert little buttocks that were half bare in the one-piece blue swim suit.

They had been using her swimming pool and he had come out of the water to see her laying back on a deck chair like the Queen of Sheba, a cigarette dangling off the very edge of her lips.

“Wanna try one, Cooper?” She had asked, lowering her voice to what could only be described as a sultry wannabe, but Cooper hadn't been impressed. He had yanked her up out of the chair, tucked her under his long arm and laid into her ass like there was no tomorrow.

“I don't ever want to see you with those things again,” he had sternly lectured while setting her ass on fire with blazing, full armed slaps.

She had danced around clutching her bright red cheeks, tears streaming down her face and declaring her hatred until she finally jumped into the pool to get some relief.

“You're worse than my dad, Cooper,” she had yelled from the water, glaring at him ferociously. “I'm not speaking to you ever again...go away!”

Of course, Cooper hadn't gone away and it hadn't been long before she had come out of the water, plopped herself on his lap and announced that she had forgiven him. Dixie couldn't hold a grudge to save her soul. Her laughter was infectious and you had to get up early in the morning to get a step ahead of her. He had wondered a few times if she had wanted to be more than his “little sister,” but neither of them had moved beyond that. He and Dave had both enlisted as seniors and Dixie had still been a sophomore. The day he had left she had been angry with him and demanded he come back home to marry her someday. He had laughed and kissed her on the nose, and then cheerfully left her behind.

Cooper laid his head back on the chair and sighed as he let the good memories wash over him. He drifted off to sleep, his feet propped up on the footstool and the softness of the plush chair surrounding him. It was much more comfortable than many a place he had slept in the last eight years.

Dixie woke up, her head aching and her stomach feeling rather queasy. She rarely ever drank and when she did, it didn't take much to get her drunk. She groaned slightly. Feeling immense pressure in her bladder, knew she had to get up. She opened her brown eyes and didn't recognize her surroundings. She squinted at the sunlight slivering between the drapes and knew it wasn't her bedroom. She turned her head to look around.

When her eyes lit on Cooper snoozing in the chair, she instantly remembered. It was the graveyard, the firecrackers, and then Cooper finding her...in that order. The last thing she had recollection of was Cooper showing her the police cars flashing on the hillside behind the subdivision.

Carefully she sat up and swung her legs down off the bed.

“You need any help?”

She looked over to see him watching her, his enigmatic dark eyes assessing her like they always had. She had dreamed of those eyes...and that mouth...and that body. Cooper had never seen her as anything but a little sister though, no matter what she had done. He had always spanked her like a little girl too. She had resented it on one hand and enjoyed the attention on the other. He spanked hard and her already cotton mouth went a little dryer at the thought he might
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