The day started out like any other weekday.  Valerie dragged herself out of bed after the alarm went off the third time, put on her red silk robe, and shuffled downstairs to the kitchen.  She had one cup of fresh coffee – the coffee maker woke up a half hour before she did – and went back upstairs to shower.  After she toweled off, Valerie blew her blond hair dry, brushed it, and pulled it into a smart bun secured with two crossing sticks.  She dusted her cheeks and eyelids with a hint of color, thickened and lengthened her eyelashes, and glazed her full, almost pouty lips.  When the makeup was put away, she opened the thick terry cloth towel and let it fall to the floor.
Standing naked before the mirror, Valerie took a moment to admire her sculpted body.  As she did every day, she marveled at being almost forty with the body of a teenager.  A well-endowed teenager, but a teenager nonetheless.  As she got dressed, she thought about some of the men she’d been able to sleep with because of her body.  She always had more luck at the clubs than her friends, but never kept a boyfriend for more than a month.  She was always too busy with her career, and didn’t want another person hanging around, taking up her space.  She liked living alone, at her own pace and schedule.

She put on a dark blue skirt that reached to her knee, a white blouse and matching blue blazer that accentuated the curves of her waist and breasts, and a pair of four-inch heels.  She liked to dress provocatively; it gave her an edge, especially when dealing with men.  Being a mid-level executive for a mid-sized corporation, she needed every advantage she could get.
Satisfied with her outfit, she went back downstairs to read the newspaper and have another cup of coffee.  At 6:45, she left.  Within five minutes she was on the phone with a colleague; her work day always started well before she made it through the door of the office building.

The day started out like any other day.  The traffic was heavy, even on this county highway leading into the city.  Of course, Valerie didn’t pay much attention to the other cars.  It was virtually impossible to pass anyone in such traffic, so she just went with the flow.

Valerie’s life had fallen into a routine.  Aside from different meetings and different clients, her workdays were the same.  She watched the same shows on television, checked the same blogs and websites, and went to bed at the same time every night.  On the weekends, when she wasn’t working, Valerie spent it doing more or less the same things: shopping on Saturday, clubbing Saturday night, and relaxing on Sunday.  Her life was far from thrilling, but she was happy.

Predictability was what Valerie enjoyed most about her current situation, even though she might not realize it.  She felt more comfortable when things were under control.  Her career often required progressive thinking and risk-taking, but it was in conquering the unknown and making it predictable that she got satisfaction from.

Valerie’s life of routine, familiarity, and constancy was shaken to its foundations fourteen minutes into her morning commute by a man riding a motorcycle.  He roared past her heading the opposite direction.  She only got a glimpse of him, but she would never forget the sight of him astride the massive machine.  He looked young, probably in his mid twenties.  He wore old jeans, a faded black t-shirt, and a navy blue bandana to hold back his dreadlocks.  Sunglasses hid his eyes, but Valerie was sure they must be as sharp as his angular features.
In those two seconds she saw him, he became a living embodiment of absolute freedom.  Where every other vehicle on the highway was a minivan, SUV, or sedan, he was mounted on a rubber-shod steed of chrome and steel that spewed deafening thunder.  Where three out of four cars on the road were heading into the city, he was riding away from it, as though he’d just told every boss, every manager, every corporate shill to fuck off.
Without thinking, Valerie hung up on her coworker and made a quick u-turn and sped off down the highway, away from the city, away from her job, away from her life.  

She wanted to meet this man.  The realization set butterflies aflutter in her stomach, but there was no doubts about what she was doing.  She caught up to him after a couple miles, and followed a few cars back.
The man led her thirty miles down the highway, and all the while, Valerie thought only of getting in front of the cars between them.  She wanted to see him again, if only from the behind, so that she might feel that desire to be free again.

She never did get directly behind him, but when they came to the next town, Valerie’s heart pounded in her chest when he pulled into a gas station.  He stopped at one of the pumps and she pulled into one of the stalls in front of the building.  

