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Chapter One
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I used to work in Silicon Valley, but then I got a sweet offer to transplant to the East Coast and use my tech skills for a big corporation. At almost thirty I had spent most of my adult life a slave to the whims of my drugged-out ‘genius’ bosses. I had no girlfriend and, outside of work, very few friends. Guys I knew from work would hang out with me sometimes. A chick from the gym I knew did friend stuff with me and took care of me once when I was sick. Regulars at a bar I frequented knew my name. That was it. Sad, huh?

I wasn’t close to anyone, which was okay, because it meant that I wasn’t going to miss any of them. I had friends from college who lived close to where I was going to be working, which upped the incentive to move as far as I was concerned. Honestly, it didn’t take much. California is beautiful but it’s an expensive place to live.

I took the deal they offered and put in my notice. My boss never replied, even though I sent an email to both him and HR. I found out later that he was at an ayahuasca retreat in Peru and under a technology blackout with his cellphone in a Faraday bag. He was a weird, self-absorbed geek and I wasn’t going to miss him. 

I packed up my tiny, overpriced apartment, thrilled that I would be paying a third less on rent and utilities while making almost twice as much per month. A few days later, I was on my way. I drove around the city one last time, taking in all the sights, before heading out onto my journey.

“Goodbye, Golden Gate Bridge,” I said, waving as I put the city in my rearview mirror.

I had decided to drive. I’d never seen much of the country, and I had a couple weeks until I needed to be there. I planned a route with stops along the way. I didn’t plan on meeting anyone, that’s for sure. I didn’t even plan on sightseeing. I was on my way from San Francisco to Portland, Maine when I met her.

I’d planned stops along the way to keep from getting burned out. The first day was just over four hours, from San Francisco to Reno. I fucked around on the slots and flirted with girls but went easy on the beers. The next day I was up early and at the buffet, then gassed up and headed out. It took nearly nine hours with traffic and stops to get to Salt Lake City. It’s a fun place and I managed to meet some crazy locals who took me to a house party. I didn’t stay long though. I was exhausted from the drive and none of the girls would flirt with me after finding out that I wasn’t a Mormon.

The next day I drove to Cheyenne, and I was glad I had not gotten drunk the night before or stayed up flirting with one of the Mormon girls at the house party. It felt like it took forever. I got what I had been looking for, though, a lot of quiet time to think. Followed by a quiet night at the hotel. I played on my phone and watched TV and passed out. There was nothing to do. 

I dreamed that night that I was making out with one of the Mormon women at the party in Salt Lake City. I woke up in the middle of the night humping the bed, hard as a rock. I spit in my hand and stroked my throbbing boner until it was coated in the slick substance, letting out a low, slow sigh of pleasure. I could feel the pressure of days’ worth of cum backed up in my heavy balls. 

I wandered to the shower and turned it on. The room was steamy in no time. I stepped into the cramped space and savored the feeling of the hot water on my bare skin. I turned and spit in my hand again, stroking myself while the water beat against my back. I closed my eyes and imagined the cutest girl from the party the night before, the one that had seemed interested until my lack of faith came up in casual conversation.

“Kimberly,” I murmured, thinking of her soft blonde hair, her smooth skin, her soft pink lips. 

I pictured her taking me by the hand into her bedroom and locking the door. In the dark room I fantasized that she pressed herself up against me and fiercely kissed me. She unbuttoned my pants, eager to get at my cock. And then we were fucking, just like that, both naked and in bed. I was so desperate to get off I didn’t care. In no time at all I was climaxing. My body jerked and convulsed as ropes of pearly white jizz shot out of my dick slit and onto the hotel shower wall. I savored the feeling until I went soft again, then rinsed off and went back to sleep, passing out the minute my head hit the pillow into a deep, restful, dreamless sleep.
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I was up early, well rested and ready to head off to Des Moines. Driving out of the city I savored the way the plains catch the broad, golden light like it is spilled sunshine pouring over the horizon. I grabbed some strong gas station coffee and a breakfast sandwich and hit the road, feeling the last of the cool dawn air slipping through the cracked driver side window. 

It was day four of my seven-day road trip. I put on some classical music to keep my mood light and easy. I didn’t know any of the names of the composers or the songs the radio played, but I was happy. I felt free. I glanced in the rear view, noticing how the modest skyline disappeared fast, swallowed by Wyoming’s endless openness.

Driving eastward on I-80, the land stretched flat and wild, a muted green patchwork quilt of earth and fauna stitched together with fencelines and cattle trails. There were times that impossibly long trains ran past me alongside the highway, weathered old engines dragging a spooling ribbon of steel across the prairie. Then, without warning, I was in Nebraska, open fields and tall grass, fields and farmland whizzing by me, the air tainted with the perfume of fresh cut hay. 

Hours passed in a Midwestern calm, the radio fading in and out, as windmills lazily turned under a bottomless sky. Truck stops dotted the land like neon outposts. I stopped and ate near one at a little greasy spoon diner that looked like it hadn’t changed since it opened forty years ago. I had a greasy hamburger and greasy fries with a soda. It tasted amazing!

I paid the bill, used the bathroom, and went back to my car. I gassed up and was driving on the highway again when I spotted her with her thumb out, trying to catch a ride. I don’t mean to sound silly, but it was like something out of a movie. An eighteen-wheeler went flying by her, honking and not slowing. It was like he didn’t see her. But I could not look away.

She was in a halo of soft golden light, from the top of her blonde hair down like a cone. She had big, fake breasts practically hanging out of her tiny little top and tighter Daisy Duke style jeans shorts that frayed from the crotch out. She was in heels and had a bag slung over her shoulder like she was running away from home.

She was stunningly beautiful. One glance at her face and time seemed to slow down for some reason. I felt bewitched.

What are you waiting for? The little voice in my head screamed. Pick her up!

I didn’t hesitate for a second. It was like some other part of me just took over. Instead of being smart and thinking, hey, I’m going cross country with a bunch of my personal stuff in my car and should probably just keep going, I just pulled to the side of the road and rolled down my window.

“Do you need a ride?” I asked.

I could barely believe my own voice as I said it.

What’s come over me? I thought. 

But as she approached the car, a smile on her breathtaking face, it was clear that I was already under her spell.

“Yes, please,” she said in an angelic voice, reaching and pulling open my passenger door.

As she sat down in my car and pulled the door closed, I couldn’t help but let my eyes run all over her smooth, toned, tan skin.

“Thank you so much,” she said in a soft, breathy, feminine voice. “You’re a lifesaver.”

I stared into her sparkling green eyes and felt my heart skip a beat. She was absolutely beautiful from head to toe. She was a dream girl come to life. A part of me wanted to pinch myself to be sure I wasn’t dreaming or dead in a ditch. 

Don’t stare, I told myself, pulling my eyes off her and putting them where they belonged, back on the road. Just play it cool. Don’t act like a creep.

I was nervous. I hadn’t been around such a good-looking woman before.

“No problem,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Where are you headed?”

“Anywhere but here,” she said. “I hate it here and I’m never going back.”

“Sorry to hear that,” I said, unsure of what else to say.

She put her soft, warm, petite hand on my right arm. I looked down to see her manicured nails.

"Don’t be,” she said in her soft voice that made me have to lean in to hear. “It’s all good now. Everything is going to be better from here on out.”

I nodded as she smiled and relaxed, pulling her hand off my arm. I liked the fact that she wasn’t going to spend the whole drive recounting some horror story about her ex-boyfriend or some hellish family drama. She was happy to be with me, relaxed and excited, and it made her somehow even more beautiful.

"I'm Heather, by the way,” she said.

“Nice to meet you, Heather,” I said. “I’m Ben.”

“Hi, Ben,” she purrs. “Do you always drive around with this much stuff in your car?”

“No,” I assured her. “I’m headed to a new job in Maine. I shipped most of my stuff in advance to my new apartment in Portland, but there is always more stuff, I guess. It adds up.”

“And you decided to drive yourself? Is that right?” she asked in a curious, lyrical tone like soft wind chimes playing impromptu music.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’ve never been to this part of the country before, and I wanted to see it. It’s not every day I get to have an adventure. Most of the time I’m just in the office staring at a computer screen.”

“I’m glad you did,” she said, “otherwise I’d still be standing on the side of the road with my thumb out.”

Somehow, I doubted that very much. She was a knockout, and I knew that I was lucky to have come along when I did. Anyone would have stopped for her. There just weren’t many other cars driving that route at the time.

“So?” she asked, fidgeting in her seat to get my attention, making coy eyes at me, “What do you think?”

She bit her lower lip as I turned and stared into her mesmerizing eyes. She clearly meant what do I think of her, not just the scenery. I felt a rush of excitement, heat rising inside me.

“It’s beautiful,” I said. “Absolutely beautiful. I’m glad I saw it.”

She blushed, knowing that I meant her.

“I’m glad you like it,” she said. “I meant Nebraska, but I’ll take all the compliments I can get right now. I’ve had a couple blows to my self-esteem in the last few weeks. I can use all the positivity I can get.”

“I’m happy to help,” I said. “I’ve got a room booked in Des Moines tonight, and one for Chicago the next, then I drive to Albany before I get to Portland. You are welcome to ride along as far as you like.”

“Albany,” Heather said, tapping her chin. “That’s New York, right?”

“Right,” I said.

“Will you be passing through New York City? I’d love to go there.”

There was a glow of hope in her gorgeous eyes at the thought.

“New York City, huh?” I spoke. “You sure it isn’t too wild for a girl from Nebraska?”

She laughed and poked at me, making me fidget in my seat. I noticed that the slightest touch from her made my cock twitch to life. It felt a lot like being on a first date.

Play it cool, I told myself. Calm down. Don’t blow it. If you stay cool, this gorgeous chick will spend a couple nights with you. Who knows? Anything can happen.

“I don’t know why but I have always just felt like my tribe was waiting for me in a big city,” she said. 

“I guess they don’t get any bigger than the big apple,” I said, feeling cheesy immediately after I had said it.

God that sounded stupid, I chastised myself. Don’t be such a cornball.

She didn’t seem to care. Heather smiled and nodded her head.

“Would that be alright with you?” she asked. “I mean, riding along all the way to New York City? I don’t have any money to offer for gas, and I’d have to stay in your room with you.”

Would I mind having a drop-dead gorgeous woman staying in my hotel several nights? Uh, fuck no, I thought.

“It’s cool with me,” I said. “I was planning on going anyway. All you are doing is tagging along, keeping me company. To be honest, it’s nice to have someone to share it with.”

She put her hand on mine and smiled with excitement.

“I feel the same way,” she said. “I’m so glad I met you.”

I felt a blush creeping over my face. I felt my cock twitch again as she pulled her small, manicured hand off mine.

“Do you want to listen to some music?”

I felt so awkward that I had to change the subject. She giggled a little, like she was relieved to have something cut the tension between us. 

“Sure,” she said with a slight shrug of her shoulders.

“Play anything you like,” I said.

She flicked on the radio and picked out a classic rock station. I was glad she hadn’t picked country or something even worse, like polka. A popular song came on and soon we were both singing along. It was fun being with her.

She’s just easy to be around, I thought. So natural and feminine and relaxed. She probably has no idea how fucking pretty she is.

We didn’t talk much the rest of the drive. I was nervous she might ask a bunch of personal questions, but she just seemed content to be with me, riding along. Cornfields appeared in regimented rows as we drove and then we passed through a few towns, each with their own water tower rising like a diligent sentinel.

The light began to shift toward late afternoon, warming the highway into copper and amber. By the time we crossed the Missouri River into Iowa, the plains had given way to gentle hills and greener country. Trees gathered along the road as if welcoming us, their shadows stretching long in the fading sun. Traffic grew busier near the outskirts of Des Moines, but there was still comfort in all the hustle and bustle, like we had arrived back in civilization after miles of solitude.

By the time it was dark we had already pulled into the city. Lights shimmered off the downtown buildings, small but bright, reflected in the windshield as I eased off the interstate. The hum of the road still lingered in my bones, a soft vibration I had grown to like.

“That’s the hotel, right over there,” I said, pointing to a small building on the other side of the street from a bar.
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Chapter Three
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We pulled in and parked and she got out and followed me in. I checked in and found the room, taking a bag with me but leaving most of my stuff in the car. Heather just had her bag of clothes and makeup. We walked into the room and saw that there was just one bed.

Guess we are sleeping together tonight one way or another, I thought.

Heather dropped her bag on the middle of the bed like she owned it. I didn’t say anything. I was feeling pretty tired after the long drive. Behind me was the vast sweep of Wyoming plains, rows of green and gold Nebraska corn, and hours of long quiet roads. Ahead of us, more miles awaited. But for now, I’d survived a day crossing the American heartland and come away with a precious jewel.

“Are you hungry?” I asked, then, without waiting for a reply, I said, “I saw a restaurant and bar when we pulled in that looks decent.”

“I’m on a tight budget,” she said, unable to meet my eyes. “I was just going to eat something out of the vending machine.”

I laughed. I couldn’t help it. 

“No, no, no,” I said, shaking my head. “I’m not rich but I can afford to take us out to eat. It’s my treat.”

“No,” she said. “I can’t. You’re already driving me across the country and letting me stay in your room.”

I loved that she was so considerate. It made her even hotter.

Is there anything that isn’t amazing about her, I wondered.

“Nonsense,” I said, hearing my mother speaking through me. “You’ve been wonderful company. You’ve more than earned it. Please, let me take you out to dinner.”

She froze for a few seconds, thinking it over, then relented.

“Okay,” she said.

“Yes,” I said in celebration, not afraid to show her how much I enjoyed her company.

“On one condition,” she added.

“Yeah?” I asked. “What’s that?”

She locked eyes with me, and I felt myself melt a little inside.

“You have to let me dress up and be your date,” she said. 

“Done,” I said.

“Good,” she said. “Just give me a moment to change and get ready.”

I couldn’t help but smile so hard it hurt my face. Heather took her bag and headed to the bathroom. I lay on my back in the middle of the bed and put my hands behind my head. I could feel my cock dully aching in my pants. I wondered if I’d be fucking her later right where I was lying.

“Well? How do I look?” Heather asked.

She looked stunning in her flowery dress and heels, her hair down, light makeup and lip gloss. I did my best not to gawk. The plunge of her neckline showed off a lot of her breasts. I felt like if her dress fell an inch I would see her full nipple. I could not help but wonder what it would be like to suck on her tits. My mouth watered at the thought.
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