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            Under the Nevada Sun

         

      

   


   
      
         Jim was on his way to Boulder City, Nevada, when his car blew a tire in the middle of the Nevada desert. It was hot, and he asked himself for God knows which time what he was even doing there. He knew the answer. He was running away. The time following the tragic accident that had taken the lives of Ann and their two little girls had been a living hell, and now he was trying to convince himself that it would be easier to deal with the grief if he moved to another state. Several times during the long drive, he had had to face that they had come with him, he couldn’t run from it, even if he went to the other side of the world.

         It had been a year now. He had sold his house and his truck. He had put life as a long haul trucker behind him. Instead, he would soon be flying tourists over the Grand Canyon in a helicopter. He had rented a house in Boulder City and had already sent ahead of the few belongings that he wanted to keep. His mother had helped him. She was one of the only people he was still seeing, and he had isolated himself while cleaning out after what used to be his family. Emilie and Janell’s rooms had been the worst, he had stopped several times in the process of clearing them out, and in the end, his mother did it.

         He had cried more in the last year than he would ever do again, and when he emptied Ann’s clothes of the closets, he broke down completely. He could still smell her in the clothes when he pressed his face into them, and he considered several times if it would be easier to follow them. When he drove the long distances between Oklahoma and Kentucky, he even thought about how he would do it several times. But it had stayed at that, thoughts, his mother had it rough as it was, and so did his in-laws, it would be the easiest, but not the right thing.

          
   

         He looked around. There wasn’t a single soul around, so he decided to change the tire in the middle of the dusty highway. He was sweaty, he was hungry and thirsty, and he looked forward to reaching Boulder City so he could get a shower and get in bed. After tightening the last bolt on the wheel, he put his tools back into the car and was just about to get in when he saw a car in the distance. He had been driving through the deserted area for so long, that it was somewhat a relief to know that other’s did come through here. He waited for the car to reach him, and an unusually attractive woman pulled up and rolled her window down.

         “Hey stranger, having trouble?”

         He couldn’t help but return her smile, she had full lips and incredibly long, chestnut hair, gathered in a ponytail. She had a warm smile, which reached her brown eyes. They were as bright as the sun when she looked at him.

         “No, it’s fixed, I had a flat… what brings you out here?”

         “I live here. How about you?”

         “Live here…in Boulder City or…?”

         “No, I live a bit further up the road. I’m an anthropologist. I’m working on a research project with Native Americans out here.”

         He was impressed. She wasn’t just pretty. She was intelligent as well, and he looked down when she let her eyes dwell on him.

         “Is your husband an anthropologist as well?”

         She laughed…it was the same thing every time.

         “What makes you think I have a husband?

         He kicked the dirt under his feet, and a small cloud of dust developed.

         “I don’t suppose you live out here alone, several hundred miles from civilisation.”

         “I do actually… you didn’t tell me where you are going yourself.”

         He told her about the job and the house in Boulder City.

         “You couldn’t make you wife come?”

         She looked at him with a mischievous look in her eyes, if he could – then she would.

         “I don’t have one.”

         His lovely lips tightened, and she wondered if she had said something wrong.

         “Well, I better get going.” He turned around to walk to his car when she called him back.

         “Hey, stranger, what’s your name?”

         “Sorry… Jim,” he said and offered her his hand.

         “Angelina, I’ll probably see you around in Boulder, that’s where I get my groceries and such… it was nice meeting you, Jim.”

          
   

         She regretted that she hadn’t been able to keep him a little longer. Jim was interesting, and then he was so attractive, just the kind of man she liked, her first impression was that he could get by in a place like this, and not a lot of people could. Most people fled from isolation, and when she would finish her project in a couple of years, she would probably do the same, unless she met someone who wanted to stay out here with her. They continued in each their direction, she was going north, and he was on his way south.

         She imagined that he watched her go in the rearview mirror, maybe it was wishful thinking, she told herself when she later that night thought about him for God knows what time. She had a meeting at the reservation the next day, and she had to spend the evening preparing for it, so for some time, she had to forget the handsome stranger she had met earlier in the day. She hadn’t had a man since she moved out here six months ago, her engagement with Keith had run into the sand a couple of months before she left. He had objected to her moving so far away from San Diego, where they both lived and worked, and it had led to many arguments.

         She had given up on it, they didn’t want the same things in life, and if she had, to be honest, she hadn’t thought about him much since they parted ways. It had never been all that, she had cared for him, yes… but she had probably never loved him, not really, not with butterflies in her stomach and a racing heart. She caught herself staring out the window. Jim entered her thoughts again and again. She wondered why he wasn’t married or at least had a girlfriend.

         She couldn’t help but notice that his expression changed when she asked about it. He had been in a hurry taking off, and she sensed that she had asked about something that wasn’t her business. She would go into Boulder City on Friday afternoon, she needed provisions, and she hoped that she would meet him again.

          
   

         Into the night, when she finally lay in her bed in the little wooden cottage, which had been built specifically for her with all the safety precautions that were necessary when a young woman lived alone and out-of-the-way, she thought about him again. She saw him before her when she closed her eyes, without thought her hands brushed against her breasts and soon they slid into her little panties. She was damp between her labia, and she breathed heavily as she slowly started pleasuring herself. She whispered his name many times while guiding herself to climax, it felt good and right, and she was sure that he was a fantastic lover.

          
   

         The next morning she was busy and didn’t think much of that night’s fantasies, she was meeting with people from the Shoshone-tribe, and she was looking forward to the meeting which had finally been arranged.

          
   

         Jim reached Boulder City around six. He drove straight to the house. He wanted to take a shower and get something to eat. It looked cosy. He was sure that it would do him some good, there was nothing here to remind him of Ann, except of course the photo that he had brought with him. He hoped that he would be, if not happy, then a little more content here. The year that had passed hadn’t helped much with his grief. He missed them so much that he sometimes thought he would lose his mind. They had been so happy, he had always looked forward to coming home, and he had been sick and tired of every time he had to leave.

         The last weekend they had spent together, he had suggested to Ann that they’d have a baby, and she had laughed willingly when he suggested they’d start right away. He hadn’t been with other women when he was with Ann, and he had never wanted to. He still didn’t. When he on rare occasions satisfied himself, it was more of a physical need than anything else. It was never directed towards women except for the ones he saw in magazines or movies when the need couldn’t be ignored. He missed it, but it was with Ann, not with a new woman. He grabbed his wallet from the table and went out in the car.
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