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––––––––

Avery faced a long, and boring drive through the countryside as she headed south to visit family for the holidays.

She found the radio annoying as it continuously played sappy love songs over and over, so she just turned off. Unfortunately, this left her with her thoughts and memories of her failing relationship with her husband, Kyle. They had been married for less than three years but she knew it was doomed from the beginning.

He even made the occasion comment about her weight which she simply brushed off. I'm big and beautiful! That's what you married, asshole. Needless to say, the passion that initially attracted them to each other faded quickly and they simply fell into the routine of having each other around.

And it was passion she wanted more of in her life, and since there was no more with Kyle she made the painful decision of eventually cancelling the whole thing. Despite the feelings of it being amicable, the whole situation was still quite stressful.

The early morning sun gave an orange hew to the sky, and tinged the countless trees that strobe by her on both sides of the winding country road. There was very little traffic, which was why she purposely took this more scenic route to her parents house several states away. She did not mind peacefulness but having Kyle around for so many years she found a lack of another person's presence daunting.

She had no one else in her life at the moment to fill the void. Neither she nor Kyle were unfaithful to the other during their failing relationship. And having only just decided to separate she had neither the time, nor the will, to find someone else.

What she really craved with someone to find her. A distraction of the momentary kind. She did not think she had the emotional toolkit to deal with anything too heavy.

“I just need a man,” she said to herself. “I man who will love my curves as much as I do.” She laughed at the absurdity of that declaration. She wasn't gonna find anyone at her parent's house, that was for certain. And she sure as hell didn't think anyone was waiting for her out here, in the middle of nowhere.

She peered up at the mountains, each covered with an apron of thick forest, that she slowly past by. “Nope,” she said. “Only thing out here are mountain men and Bigfoot. And both would be too smelly for my taste.”

As her mind wandered, she concentrated less on the road. At a particularly sharp turn, a figure suddenly appeared directly in front of her. A man, standing dangerously close to the edge of the turn in the road.

She yelped, and yanked at the wheel, swerving to avoid him. Her car fish tailed and she fought to control it. Pumping the brakes she managed to avoid flying off the road and into the trees. Always a cautious driver, she had not been travelling too fast and she skidded to a stop directly on the meridian facing the direction she had been coming from.

Her fingers were dug into the steering wheel and her hair was now in her face, which puffed out as she breathed heavily.

Is that what it's like to almost die?, she thought. She barked out a laugh, still in shock.

It was only after a few moments of recovering that Avery realized someone was running towards the car. The stupid guy!

Oh, I'm going to tear a strip out of him! she thought as she released her vice like grip from the steering wheel, and pushed back her hair.

Her eyes widened in surprise as he got closer. Sweet Lord, she thought. The man who approached was tall, dark and handsome. And beautifully black. This guy looks like one of those underwear models you see on bus shelter poster ads. What the heck was he doing way out here?

Avery found the wherewithal to roll down the window as he ran up to her driver's side door. His stunningly handsome face was only slightly marred by his expression of concern.

“What's an underwear model doing way out here?” she blurted. She put her hand to her mouth and she gasped at her own stupidity. “Was that my outside voice?”

He didn't seem to hear her, and said, “Are you all right? Are you hurt at all?” His voice was deep and husky. His light jacket emphasized his wide shoulders, and his jeans did little to hide his muscular thighs. For some bizarre reason his body reminded her of the trees all around, tall and strong.

Like a mountain man's!

“Yes,” Avery finally managed to say. “I think I'm alive.” She grinned up at him.

He sagged with relief, smiling for the first time, and she found his perfect teeth out did the brightness of the morning sun. His dark skin was sheened with a light sweat from walking outside in the warm weather. Avery found herself wanting me make this ebony man-god sweat for a different reason.

“Well, that's relief,” he said, placing his hands on the rolled down window. She could not help but notice they were large and strong looking.

She caught herself wondering just how gentle those strong hands could be, moving up and down her body.

“I am so sorry,” he said. “It was my fault. I didn't realize I was so close to the road. My car broke down.” He hitched a thumb over at the little dodge parked on the road side.

“Oh, no, it was my fault,” she said. “I wasn't paying attention, my thoughts drifted...” and as she said that she realized her drifting thoughts had been about  a much needed man to distract her from her troubles. She looked up at his handsome face, with its chiseled features and strong jaw. And I go ahead and nearly kill  the only man for miles!

“I can't get any reception on my phone,” he said. “Could I use yours to call for a tow truck?”

“Sorry, but I don't have one,” she said, sheepishly.

“Ah, that's too bad,” he said, disappointed. He was looking at her, smiling, when she had a thunderous revelation.

“Hey,” Avery said sweetly. “Since I almost splattered you all over the road, the least I could do is offer you a ride.” She felt her face reddening as she spoke, trying not make it obvious what kind of ride she really had in mind. There are curves out here, other than on the road.

He arched a brow, considering the offer. She marvelled at his gorgeous brown eyes. She could lose herself in them forever. If he let her.

Finally, he said, “Where are you headed?”

“South. A long way south, actually.”

He frowned a little and Avery was momentarily mortified she would lose him. But again, he regarded her with that sexy arch of the eyebrow. “I think the next town is only a couple of miles further up the road.” He shrugged as if to suggest he really didn't want to bother her any more.

Oh, he could bother her, alright. Bother her in several ways, and in several different positions, too.

Avery grinned. “I'll take you. It's the least I could do. It might keep me from running you over again when I turn around.”

He laughed. “Okay. You win. Just let me grab my stuff.” He trotted back to his car.

She watched
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