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I sit behind the wheel of my old Ford truck. The windscreen wipers squeak back and forth furiously as they try to drive off the falling rain. The truck rattles and shakes as I drive it slowly down the winding country lanes. Dark clouds move across the leafy sky. Bluish–mauve sparks of lightning flash from behind the clouds and light up the sky like a crazy firework display. Thunder sounds and the rain falls heavier in long, sparkling streaks. Mud spatters up off the road and freckles the bumper, mudguards, and sides of the truck, yet it rumbles on. Fields stretch out on either side of the road, and they look dull and grey through the rain. 

I sit with my back hunched over the steering wheel, concentrating hard as I steer the truck around the tight bends in the road. The wind howls and it almost seems to whisper as it entwines itself around the trees and races across the open fields. It sounds like a thousand voices moaning all at once. Crows squawk as they flutter up from the cornfields, taking shelter beneath the leaves of the trees.  

I slow the truck as it sloshes through a giant ditch, then carry on. I take one hand from the wheel and rub the back of it against the mist-covered windscreen. Once I’ve made a clearing, I gasp with surprise on seeing a figure step from the side of the road up ahead. As I drive the truck on through the storm, I can see that the figure is in fact a bedraggled-looking man. He is only wearing a grubby T-shirt, blue jeans, boots, and has a holdall thrown over his shoulder. 

I glance up at the bruised and battered sky, and although half of me wants to drive straight on, the other half knows that I have to stop, even if I am a lone young woman who has been warned more times than I can care to remember about the risks of picking up hitchhikers when driving alone in the dark. But the young man looks soaked through. So, I slow the truck to a juddering halt. I then slide across the seat and open the passenger door. 

“Hey, where you heading?” I shout over the sound of the screeching wind.

As the young man steps out of the muddy ditch and approaches my truck, I can see that he is in his late twenties so a few years older than me. Rain drips from his long, jet-black hair and onto his face and clothes. Although his face is pale and a rough scruff covers his jawline, I can see his handsomeness shining through. 

“Where are you going?” I yell again over the boom of approaching thunder.

“The town of Scatter Crow. Going anywhere near?” the guy asks. 

“Near enough,” I tell him. “Jump in.”

I offer the guy a friendly smile and slide back across the seat. Once he has climbed inside and shut the door, I put my foot on the gas and drive on.   

“Cold out there?” I ask, knowing it’s a dumb question to ask but conversations usually start with talk of the weather, don’t they? 

“You bet, its freezing,” the guy says, rubbing his hands together and shivering. 

I rub the windscreen with the back of my hand again, then settle back into my seat. “I didn’t catch your name,” I say, shooting the guy a sideways glance and hoping that I won’t live to regret giving him a ride. But I don’t get any creepy vibes from him...not yet, anyway.   

“Tom,” he replies. “And yours?” 

“Emma. It’s nice to meet you, Tom,” I say back, shooting him a half smile. He smiles back and again I can’t help but notice how handsome he is despite his bedraggled appearance.

We sit in an uncomfortable silence for a moment, but I soon break it and say, “You look frozen right through. Take a look in the back and you’ll find a spare coat. You can put it on if you like.”

“Thanks,” Tom says, reaching into the rear of the truck.

He rummages through some dog-eared books and magazines that are scattered over the backseat until he finds an old coat...a coat that my ex left behind when he went off with the blonde with the big tits and even bigger hips. But I don’t want to think about her...nor him. The coat is khaki and expensive and as far as I care, Tom can keep it, seeing as it looks as if he doesn’t have a coat of his own. But as Tom puts the coat on and settles back into his seat, I can’t help but wonder why he’s out on such a cold, wet night without one. 

“Feeling better?” I ask him.

“Yes, thanks,” he says, rubbing his hands together. 

“Good. You looked half frozen to death standing along the roadside like that,” I remark. 

“I’ve been waiting for a while. You don’t get much traffic out this way, it’s pretty remote,” Tom says.

“That’s true,” I say, shooting him another sideways smile. “If you don’t mind me asking, what were you doing out beside the road...why are you going to Scatter Crow?”

“For some peace and quiet,” Tom explains.

“You’ll get it there,” I say. “It’s kind of dead there you know; people keep themselves to themselves. They don’t welcome strangers. I’ve been living out here for a couple of years now and they still treat me like some kind of outcast whenever I drive into town to get my groceries.”

“If I’m being honest, I got myself into a bit of trouble back home, so I’m kind of hiding for a while,” Tom explains.

“Trouble?” I ask, beginning to wonder if I’ve made a mistake in giving him a ride. “With the law?” 

“No, nothing like that,” Tom says. “Girl trouble.”

“You got her pregnant?” I blurt out. 

Tom shakes his head and smiles wryly at me. “Nothing like that either. There’s a girl that my parents like and she likes me, but the problem is, I don’t like her...not enough to settle down with. I’m looking for something else...someone else altogether. So, I thought I would escape for a while...put some distance between me and home. Find some peace and quiet.”

“You’ll get plenty of peace and quiet out here,” I say. “It’s a pretty dead kind of place.” 

“So, what are you doing out here?” Tom asks, pulling my ex’s coat about him.

“I guess for the same reasons as you, although I liked the guy, but he didn’t like me,” I half smile, shooting Tom another sideways look. “He liked a blonde bombshell more than boring old me. So, I sold my apartment in the city and moved all the way out here looking for someplace I could get my shit together...some peace and quiet. And I’ve found plenty of that.”
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