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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.
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