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Chapter 1

	“Ashley, are you sure you want to do this?” Miley asks.

	“Hell yeah I do. I’ve always wanted it. It will be fun,” I say.

	I stand in the mirror in the hallway and comb my long brown hair. If we’re going to hitchhike, I might as well look as best as I can. It will be easier to convince someone to stop and give us a lift.

	Miley takes a glance at me, her big blue eyes so lively they remind me of a sparkling gemstone.

	“Let’s go then,” she says and gets up from the armchair.

	I glance at the watch and realize it’s ten o’clock. Time to get my pill.

	“Just a sec,” I say. I go back to my room and swallow a birth control pill.

	“Ashley?”

	“I’m coming.” I throw on a leather jacket, glance in the mirror yet again and leave the house. The road is waiting for us. Our first road trip.

	***

	“This is so boring,” Miley says. She moves her hand through her honey blonde hair. I see droplets of sweat on her forehead. “What did you say about hitchhiking being so fun?”

	“Miley, it’s only been fifteen minutes. Somebody cool will stop for us in a second.”

	“Like this guy?” she points to a stopping car. We run toward the car, happy to finally get a ride.

	“Where are you going, girls?” he asks. His big black glasses remind me of an emo boy, but he has to be at least forty years old. He has salt and pepper hair. The desperate way he looks at me, as if he hasn’t had a woman for the last twenty years, makes me shudder. No way am I getting into his car.

	“You?” I ask.

	“Tucson.”

	That’s where we’re going. Miley is about to say something when I cut in.

	“We’re going to Flagstaff.”

	“And you’re looking for a ride here? Flagstaff is north, not south.”

	“Really?” I bat my eyelashes, trying to look like a lost innocent girl.

	“Yeah. Stand on the other side of the road.”

	“Thank you,” I say and grab Miley by the elbow to stop her from talking. No way we’re going to have our first hitchhiking experience with an old nerd.

	The guy drives away. I send Miley a death gaze.

	“What?” she asks.

	“You wanted to ride with him, didn’t you?”

	“Why not? He was polite and the car was clean.”

	“Miley, we’re on a fucking road trip. It’s an adventure, not a ride with a forty-year-old virgin.”

	“He was kinda cute.”

	Miley, Miley, Miley. She has a thing for nerds. It’s a fetish I will never understand. How can you feel attracted to a guy who lets you treat him like a doormat? He should own your pussy, not be a pussy.

	“You know what I think about it, Miley.”

	“I know, I know. ‘How can you find a desperate guy attractive?’”

	“You took the words out of my mouth.” I hear a roaring sound coming from the distance. 

	“Miley, is that bicycles?”

	“Sounds like it.”

	“Thumbs up, thumbs up. We need to stop them. They so have to give us a lift.”

	“Are you crazy? I’m not hitchhiking on a bike.”

	“Look,” I say as a group of bikers wearing leather jackets, black helmets and bandanas appear in our sight. There are six of them, all of them riding big powerful machines. They radiate manliness from a good mile away.

	“You are serious,” Miley says.

	“I am. Just look at them, Miley.”

	Miley squints her eyes and watches the approaching bikers. A light smile appears on her face as she scans their machines and bodies.

	“You know what? That’s kinda cool.”

	“Kinda cool? That’s fucking awesome, that’s what it is. Thumbs up.”

	We stand on the side of the road, jumping with our thumbs up. I regret not wearing a short skirt. It would work much better than my skinny jeans.

	“I’m riding with the second guy from the left,” I say. He’s the biggest biker in the group, and as far as I can tell from this distance, the most handsome one.

	“The one at the right is mine.” I ignore Miley’s comment and focus my gaze on my guy, who’s just slowing down along with his buddies. He’s tall and muscular, with the chiseled features of a male model. But not a feminized pussy model. He’s a real man, a guy who doesn’t give a shit about the world and its fucked up beauty standards. Exactly the type of man I have in my thoughts as I play with my pussy. 

	“Lookin’ for a ride, girls?” he asks. His rough voice is the epitome of manliness. It’s the pure I-don’t-give-a-fuck type of manliness I’ve craved ever since I tasted cock for the first time, but nobody could give it to me the way I liked it.

	“Yeah,” I say. I glance at Miley, who stands with her mouth agape, admiring her guy. I doubt I’ll ever teach her how to be less obvious with men. At least she’s not flirting with another nerd.

	“We’re going to Tucson. You?”

	“Us too.”

	“Then that’s your lucky day, babes. I got a spare helmet in the back, and so does Leo.” He motions with his head toward the guy who has parked right beside Miley. I think she’s already thinking about marrying him.

	“Let’s go,” I say and slide the helmet over my head. I straddle the seat beside him and glance at Miley. She’s already sitting on Leo’s bike, her arms tightly wrapped around his chest.

	“Hey, what’s your name?” I ask.

	“Bruce. You?”

	“Ashley.”

	“Sit tight, Ashley. Wrap your arms around my chest.”

	I don’t need any words of encouragement.



	
Chapter 2

	“Where are we going?” I ask. The bikers just got off the main road and turned right. We’re now driving down a narrow dirt road leading nowhere, or so it seems.

	“We have business to do, sweetie,” Bruce says.

	I turn my head and look at Miley. She’s still in her stupor, probably inhaling the scent of Leo. He smiles as she wraps her arms even more tightly around his waist. He could have taken her to hell and she wouldn’t notice it until Lucifer tapped on her shoulder. Or maybe not even then.

	“Business?” I ask. There’s nothing in front of us, except for something a few miles away that looks like a small cabin and a garage in the middle of the desert.

	“Yeah. Chill out, honey. We’ll be back on the road soon.”

	Bruce accelerates to get ahead of the pack. The wind blows through my hair as I take in the coolness. It’s my first time riding a bike. It feels exhilarating. The presence of a rough masculine guy riding the bike doesn’t hurt, either.
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