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SKYLAR IS AN AMAZON & Apple best-selling author with over 14 years’ experience publishing. She lives in Houston with her family and enjoys connecting with her readers and introducing them to her many different niches. Skylar hopes that by the end of her career she will be able to look back and see her words were able to touch people's lives in more ways than one. You can find Skylar on social media as well as a few websites. 

Purchase All of Skylar’s books here: https://payhip.com/CrushPub/collection/skylar-quinn-s-books 
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Substack: SkylarQ.Substack.com
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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.

I pulled off to the side of the road and called my wife.

“Hey, I’m going to be delayed. I just passed Heather on the side of the road; it looks like she has car trouble. I’m going to see if I can help her.”

“Oh, the poor thing, okay, yeah, take your time, no rush, except for the weather.”

All the moms loved Heather; of course, she would be understanding and patient for that, but for her meal and sister, never. “Okay, see you soon, love you.”

I hung up the phone and turned the truck off, got out of the cab and started walking over to Heather’s vehicle.

“You need some help?” I called out while walking towards her, “It’s me, Mr. Davis.”

“Oh, thank god!” Heather called out. “I am trying to change my tire, but I can’t get the lug nuts to come off at all.”

“Did you call for help?”

“I left my phone at home; I didn’t mean to. You’re such a lifesaver.”

“You must be freezing,” I took my jacket off and handed it to her, “put this on and let me see what I can do.”

I went to her flat tire and examined it; I knew immediately why they were not coming off. They all had locks on them, and I didn’t see her wheel lock key on the ground with the rest of the tools.

“Do you have the key for these in the glove box?”

“Huh?” She looked at me with confusion all over her face.

“Never mind, let me go look.” I got up and walked to her passenger side, opened the door, and rummaged through her stuff. It wasn’t there. I went to her trunk and looked around, but it was also not there. “Well, Heather, I have good news and bad news.”

“Ugh, that doesn’t sound good; what’s the good news?” She looked at me with hope in her eye.

“I know why the lug nuts aren’t coming off.”

“And the bad news?”

I laughed, “You’re missing the wheel lock key for them. I am going to have to call you a tow truck.”

Heather’s face grew emotional and upset, “I don’t have the money for that. Where will they take it?”

“You’re going to have to have it towed to a dealership probably; it’s okay; there is one not too far from here, and it shouldn’t cost a lot. I’ll cover it.”

“Are you sure, Mr. Davis?”

“I am. Get your things from your car and come to my truck; we will make the call there. I will put up the tools over here by the tire.”

After gathering up her items on the side of the highway and putting them in her trunk, I locked her car up and walked over to my truck with Heather nearby. I could smell her perfume; it smelled like flowers. Maybe a lilac or rose? I wasn’t sure which. But it was delightful. We got into the truck, and I turned the heater on. I reached for my phone and called my AAA service. I explained to them what happened, and they said it was a two-hour wait for the tow. I said that was fine and hung up the phone.

“Do you need to call your folks? It’s going to be at least two to three hours.”

“No, they're out of town this weekend, so it’s just me.”

I could see her shivering; I turned the heater up and laughed, “You’re lucky I was driving by; you could have gotten sick standing out in this cold with the snow starting.”

She nodded her head; she looked upset. I reached over and placed my hand on hers, “Hey, it’s okay, you’re going to be fine.”

“Thank you for your kindness; how can I repay you?”

“No need.”

I watched her shrug the jacket off and toss around her hair, “Yes, I want to repay you, anything you ask, Mr. Davis, you’re my hero.”

The sounds of appreciation coming from a sexy woman’s mouth were something I certainly enjoyed; my cock started to respond to the idea of asking her for anything. “That’s very generous.”
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