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    Prologue 
 
    The trip to Venice Beach was an eye-opener for Riley. The lengthy line of cocks filled her fantasies even this many months later. Her first try at a Debauchery Tour was a major success, though she was sure her brother would not agree with her assessment. 
 
    After four weeks of almost constant cock, her brother, Dan, had come to Venice Beach to rescue her. As each week passed, she wondered what it rescued her from. He had come into the apartment where three guys were filling all her holes. She had already cum multiple times that session and was hoping for more. But no. Dan had other plans. He hit one of them after he refused to pull out and then wrapped Riley in a blanket. Time to leave his clear message.  
 
    Dan was right, in one sense. She was out of control at Venice Beach, with no thought for the future. She was addicted to the pleasure as much as any heroin user. The idea of giving that up had filled her with dread. Now, she knew she had descended too deep into her desires. The question is: what to do about it? The combination of sex and drugs had seduced her. 
 
    Riley was thankful that Dan recognized her addiction and came to her rescue. She didn’t really regret anything she had done. In fact, she would have stayed much longer if Dan hadn’t come to Venice Beach to take her back to Portland. Still, Riley loved the experience. Thought about it all the time. 
 
    For several weeks after her return, she withdrew into herself, hardly leaving the apartment. Dan visited a few times, but even those visits dropped off. She went back to her job at the bar. Her routine became, well, routine. She would go to work, come home, watch porn, and masturbate. All she could think about was the Venice Beach action. Over time, she slowly came out of the sexual trance, but she still wanted more. 
 
    By mid-winter, Riley was thinking another hitchhiking trip was in order. Her wanderlust had returned. She figured, since her first hitchhiking experience was so good, maybe she should do more. Dan would not be happy, but she knew wanted to feel the pleasure again. 
 
    Maybe she should do one every year, she thought. She could hitchhike to a new location, find someone, or hopefully more than one, to fuck her silly, and then come back to her normal boring life after it is over. This way, she could have the debauchery she wants in small quantities, like the old roller coaster analogy. Dropping a hundred feet from a cliff would not be good, but dropping 100 feet in a roller coaster would be a lot of fun. By going on a trip with a controlled time span, she could enjoy the sex and still get back before she became too hooked on the experience. Best of both worlds! 
 
    That spring, she began mapping out some potential routes. Maybe she would go to the national parks in Utah, or visit Texas, she thought. She would go to Houston, see the Gulf of Mexico, and maybe even take a quick hop over to New Orleans. She also wanted to see Key West. She had always heard it was a wonderful place, both for the beautiful vistas but also because there is a lot of skin action down there. 
 
    Finally, she wanted to try the northeast. The forest-covered hills of New England should be beautiful. The northeast may not be the best for her, if she wants to go on a sexual bender, but you never know, she thought. Sex comes in many forms. 
 
    Yes, taking another ‘Debauchery Tour’ of the US seemed an exceptionally good idea. First up, she decided, the Big national parks in Utah. She was not sure where she would find the action she needed, but the scenery would be wonderful either way.

  

 
   
    1 / Heading for Utah 
 
    With the Utah Big 5 national parks now the target, Riley started planning routes and where she wanted to end up. Zion National Park was the perfect beginning, with its scenic drives, vast rock cliffs and hiking through the Zion Narrows or up to Angels Landing. She planned to spend several days there. With an almost equal amount of beauty, Bryce Canyon has the world-famous orange hoodoos with hiking trails across the floor of the canyon. The pictures she had seen were breath-taking. 
 
    The plan she produced was straightforward. Start at Zion, take Highway 89 to State Route 12 into Bryce Canyon. Then, follow Route 12 on up to Capital Reef National Park, then Highway 24 through Canyonlands and Arches. She figured with the level of traffic through all these parks during the summer, she should not have any trouble catching rides between them. 
 
    Now, how to get from Portland to Zion? The simple answer was heading across I-84, then down US Highway 93. Riley thought that would be boring. Instead, she was going to take back roads. US Highway 26 out of Portland, down to Bend, then weave through Oregon and California down to Reno. She might stay a few days there, then head through central Nevada into St. George, UT, and on to Zion. Straight driving would be about 20 hours. For hitchhiking, she estimated 4-7 days, not including any extended stays… should she find the right opportunities! 
 
    Her pussy tingled every time she thought about what those new opportunities might be. She had been so lucky in Venice Beach, finding Billie on her first day. Billie had a weird blend of rough control and passive indifference. But he had lovely roommates. Bako and Mateo had filled her with such pleasure that, even now, she dreamed about it as she masturbated. They filled every hole repeatedly and taught her to love being dominated in the bedroom. 
 
    Billie was good for only one-a-night, but recognized that Riley needed more. The trip to Venice Beach became an almost endless stream of sexual adventures. During the day, she would begin the morning exploring the city and beach. Every afternoon, Billie would bring a steady stream of guys to service Riley’s needs. Nearly every evening, Mateo and Bako would give her a refresher course on how many orgasms a woman can have in one evening. 
 
    Toward the end of her trip, Mateo arranged for Riley to be the guest at a party of Hollywood actors and executives. They put her at the center of sexual action, filling every hole for hours. She had experienced nothing like it. She loved it! And they enjoyed her, too. Now, THAT is real debauchery, she always thought to herself. She wanted more!  
 
    Dan went ballistic when Riley told him about her Utah plans. Her brother pulled her out of Venice Beach’s version of full immersion debauchery. He was concerned she could not come out of it after a second round, that he would lose his sister forever. Like any addict, he argued, she could not tell when she was in too deep. 
 
    He had a point. She was also concerned about getting lost in her lust, but not sure she wanted to live without it, either. She wanted to feel the pleasure of a Hollywood weekend experience again. How this would play out in conservative Utah was still unknown to her, but hope was always present. 
 
    First, she had to get there. She went through her supplies for the backpack… changes of clothes, paper for sign-making, a large Sharpie pen, her cell and charger, extra battery, a small umbrella, and several bottles of water. Riley was keenly aware of the arid environment of Utah. She knew water was going to be important. A couple times on the California trip, she had been stuck waiting on the road for a few hours. Not such a problem in northern California, but in Utah? Dehydration was always going to be a challenge.  
 
    On a Monday in early July, she made her sign for Zion, took an Uber to Highway 26 on the edge of town, and stuck her thumb out. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    And why wouldn’t they pick her up? Attractive young lady on the road by herself, she was quickly picked up by a southern boy who was on his way back to Alabama. This was the fourth leg on a 3-week trip with multiple stops. He was now on his way to Twin Falls with a container unloaded from the ports near Seattle. Bailey Johnson was his name. He was late 50s, had a few extra pounds, but had an upper body that rippled with muscle. His crew cut, for what hair remained, offset a handsome face with deep brown eyes. He had an infectious laugh and sense of humor that matched Riley’s perfectly. Only a few miles went by before they were laughing and joking with each other. This was going to be a fun ride, she thought to herself. 
 
    Riley had polished up her ‘hitchhiker pitch’ for the trip. She had discovered on the run to California that drivers always seemed to ask the same questions. Stuff like: How did it come that a young woman was hitching by herself? Where was she from? How old was she? Why not in school? Almost always the same ones. So, she developed a standard set of answers she would try to squeeze into the conversation as soon as possible to get them out of the way. 
 
    Bailey began with his first question and, like a learned response, she gave him the pitch: 
 
    ‘I am from Portland, grew up in Beaverton, 23 years old, work jobs when I need to, like to explore. Only spent a couple years in college before I figured out it was not for me. I have taken hitchhiking trips every summer just to see what’s out there. My mom and dad are still married, neither beat nor abused me. I am still single and have no kids. Did I cover everything?’ 
 
    Lately, her internal dialog always added, ‘and I like to be fucked by multiple guys with big dicks.’ The smile at this inside joke always made the drivers look at her weird. Saying it never quite seemed proper, she laughed to herself. 
 
    The way the pitch just came out, in a rush, always made the drivers laugh, but it helped. They quickly got back to talking about the trip, destination, and so on. 
 
    Bailey did not follow the usual pattern. He had plenty of time. He kept asking more questions. Every time she wanted to get back to talking about the trip, he would start again. He wanted to know more. The school she went to, other trips she had taken, what job she had. She enjoyed the discussion. His responses were often very comical, but she was here to get away from her boring life. Talking about it endlessly did not help. 
 
    Luckily, he was on a long haul and willing to deviate from his regular route. They took a side detour to Bend, Oregon, a small tourist town near the ski resorts of the Cascade Mountains. It had a bustling downtown area filled with hikers and families enjoying the beautiful scenery. They ate dinner at a great cafe on the edge of the downtown called The Pine Tavern. Bailey had clearly been there before. What a fun place, she thought. There were trees growing inside the building! They sat out on the patio that faced Mirror Pond, had a sumptuous meal. 
 
    He had her in stitches at his hilarious takes on news of the day, his trip north and his son, about Riley’s age, who is a complete ‘waste of air’. Tough thing for your own dad to say, Riley thought. Though as his stories got more detailed about what the son did, she understood. The struggle for Bailey is that he could do little about it. Long-haul trucking meant weeks on the road at a time. He missed most of the important dates in their growing-up years. Now that the son was in his late 20s, Bailey felt like a stranger to him and had little influence. 
 
    “Why do you do it? Drive this way,” she asked him. 
 
    “Not sure what else to do,” Bailey said. “I have been driving since I got my license when I was 33.” 
 
    “Don’t they have short-haul trucking, too, where you stay closer to home?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure, but they make a LOT less money. And… I don’t know… I like life on the road. Have always thought of myself as a bit of a hobo. Long-haul is my way of seeing the country and getting paid for it. After all these years, not sure I want to give it up.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t want to spend so much time sitting on my ass,” Riley laughed. 
 
    “… and I’ve got the hemorrhoids to prove it!” he responded. 
 
    By this time, they were laughing so loud other patrons were staring at them. 
 
    They finished up, then went back to the truck. 
 
    “I need to sleep before hitting the road again,” he told her. “You are welcome to stay with me, but I only have a bed in the back. Enough room to sleep two, but no privacy.” 
 
    She could not detect any ulterior motives in that statement, but she was having such a great time, she didn’t care. 
 
    “I’ll stay,” she said. “We seem to travel well together.” 
 
    “That we do,” Bailey responded. 
 
    For the first time, as they approached the huge truck, she took a good look at it.  
 
    “Beautiful truck,” she said. 
 
    “It better be,” he shook his head, “cost me over $200,000, and I have the payment to prove it!” 
 
    “Shit!” 
 
    “This one is only two years old. I only have 150,000 miles on it. Lots of my fellow truckers will put on 100,000 miles a year. I figured, might as well build in some creature comforts.” 
 
    They walked around the front and hopped into the cab. Once again, Riley felt like she was getting into an RV. This thing had all the comforts of home. It was roomy inside, had everything from a microwave to a big-screen TV, a desk and chair, plus a nearly full-sized bed. Sleeping will be tight here, she thought, but maybe that wouldn’t be so bad. Bailey would be an excellent way to get the trip started, as her pussy tingled… No, not a bad way at all. 
 
    Bailey pulled out of the parking lot. “There is a truck stop on the edge of town that has parking spaces for tired truckers, even a shower. Let’s go there and see if they have some space.” 
 
    Riley just shook her head in agreement. Her mind was already on what might come up. Funny, she had been riding in this same cab for multiple hours already, but she had never noticed the bed in the back. It wasn’t quite full sized, but larger than a twin. They could both sleep there comfortably, as long as she did not mind frequent touching. She wondered if Bailey wanted to touch her in return. She sure hoped so. 
 
    The truck pulled into the truck stop, finding a spot on the outer edge. Bailey swiveled his seat inside and moved back to the bed. Riley followed, standing right next to him, her hand stroking his arm. They were both standing in the cab with little room to spare. Riley was comfortable, but Bailey was obviously not. He was not sure what to do next. For starters, he reached around the side, pulling a cord off a curtain that he spread across the entire front of the sleeping compartment. They were now completely alone. 
 
    Riley just looked up at him, her hand on his arm. “It’s okay, Bailey,” she said. “I don’t mind.” She meant an unspoken, ‘if we slept together.’ That wasn’t the way he took it. 
 
    He gave a gasp of relief. “Good. I didn’t want you to be uncomfortable. This truck has all the modern conveniences,” Bailey said, chuckling. “Easily accommodates us both.” He then disappointed Riley by reaching up to pull a black strap that was hidden on the back of the cabin. This released a segment of the wall, which slid down to form a top bunk bed. Oh, crap, she thought to herself. 
 
    She looked up at him, her eyes locked on his, touching his arm again, this time with a little more intention behind the contact. “Do you really want me to sleep on the top bunk?” Her eyes never left his. 
 
    At first, it startled him, as the meaning of her words sunk in. Then his face changed to a warmth she had not seen before. “I didn’t want to presume…”

  

 
   
      
 
    2 / Truckers Like Her 
 
    Riley reached up to pull his face to hers and kissed him gently on the lips. He wrapped his big arms around her, pulling her close. She had not had sex for a long time, and it was obvious from his embrace that he was in the same situation. Bailey pulled her up on her toes as his mouth met hers, desire obvious as his tongue sought its partner. She so wanted this, pressing her body against his, her arms wrapped around his bulky frame. The stiffness that met her said all she needed.  
 
    Bailey pushed her back and pulled at the bottom of her blouse. No bra met his hungry eyes. She had been eager for this to happen, so had left it in her bag. Her nipples were hard as pebbles as she showed her perky breasts to his gaze. His hands came up to grasp them in a gentle caress. Riley pushed at his shirt, moving it upward. He released her breasts to help her get his shirt off. She moved down to his belt, unfastening his jeans, snagging his undershorts on the way down. 
 
    His cock was not huge like some but was now solid and protruding straight at her. Riley dropped to her knees, grasping the shaft in her hand. She stared briefly at the purple head, already leaking precum. He was so ready; she thought. Her tongue licked the tip before she stroked the shaft all the way to the base. He moaned with the stimulation as he placed his hands on her head. Please take me, she begged him inside. 
 
    And Bailey did not disappoint. He pushed her hand away from his shaft, swiped it across her face a couple times, then positioned it in front of her mouth, shoving inward. She swallowed it whole, her nose smashing against his pubic hair. Yes, please take me, use me as you wish. I want to feel your power; she kept saying to herself. 
 
    While she was actively sucking up and down his shaft, Bailey reached around to push the top bunk back against the wall. He pulled himself out of her mouth, picked her off the floor, throwing her on the bed. Riley gasped with the sudden aggressiveness, but she relished it all the same, spreading her legs, welcoming him in. 
 
    Bailey leaned his head into her sex, lapping at the folds with his tongue. He reached up to grab her nipples, pulling them roughly while twisting. Her deep moan told him what he needed to know. As his tongue drove deep into her love tunnel, his nose teased her clit and he pulled, yanked, twisted, grabbed her breasts and nipples. 
 
    She was already close to release as his tongue moved up to attack her clit. That was all it took. Her insides exploded with the climax, her body shaking with the pleasure he was giving her. Waves of pleasure attacked her core. “Yes,” Riley screamed, “Yes. Take me, please.” 
 
    He took that as his cue, repositioning her lengthwise on the bed. He rose above her and drove his cock home. This was not pleasure for her, or not meant to be at least. This was pure animal lust. He pounded into her, his cock repeatedly plunging inside. He did not know this was just what she wanted. She loved the roughness, the power of being taken. 
 
    Riley wrapped her arms around him, pulling him tighter, whispering in his ear as he grunted with each thrust, “Take me, Bailey. Use my pussy. Harder, Harder.” 
 
    He responded immediately, the fierce pounding going deeper with each thrust. He didn’t last long after that. She could feel his release coat her vaginal wall as she wailed her own release, pushing back against him. Bailey collapsed on top of her, then rolled off to the side, his breath coming in short gulps as she cuddled up next to him. 
 
    “That was nice,” she said to him, her hand gently rolling across his chest hair. 
 
    “You ain’t kidding,” he said, in-between gasps for breath. He was not used to such active exercise in a brief period. 
 
    “You had to work for that one,” she laughed. “But you did a great job. I came like crazy.” 
 
    “I could tell,” he laughed. “You’re quite the little slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she giggled. “You can take me like that anytime you want, and as often as you want.” 
 
    “I’m a little old to do it more than once or twice a night. We may have to invite another trucker along to help. I get the feeling you need a lot more than I can provide.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “You did a pretty good job of it. My pussy is still tingling. But if you want others to join us, I would not mind, but only if it brings you pleasure.” 
 
    “I’ve never done a threesome. Frankly, never met a woman willing to try it. Might be fun.” 
 
    “I have done several,” Riley said. “They can be lots of fun, especially for me,” as she grabbed his soft shaft and wiggled it around. “Though I have been told the guys had fun, too.” 
 
    They laid there for quite a while, Riley fondling his balls, cock and massaging his chest. They talked about his love life at home, or lack of same. He laughed. But this was his first time getting anything on the road. He picked up a lot of hitchhikers, but none seemed interested like Riley, he said. 
 
    Bailey’s cock was already responding to her touch. He looked down as if it was possessed or something, not a part of him. The surprise of his arousal made Riley chuckle inside. I am going to fuck this southern boy until he screams for mercy; she thought. Riley stroked his love muscle, this time with purpose, hoping for another round. 
 
    He was soon hard and moaning at her strokes. She got up, crossed a leg over and dropped herself on his waiting tool, a soft moan escaping as he moved inside. She was still moist from the earlier combination of her own cumming and his spunk. He slid in smoothly. Riley sat up, rubbing her hips back and forth, stimulating her clit and rocking the cock inside at the same time. 
 
    This was apparently an unfamiliar experience for Bailey. He grabbed her hips and started pushing himself up. She gently took his hands, placed them inside her knees, effectively trapping them from movement. “Let me take care of YOU this time,” she said. 
 
    His eyes were wide as saucers as he settled back to watch this specimen of female perfection using his cock for her own pleasure. He had experienced nothing like this before. The wanton female lust was written all over her. She really wanted this! 
 
    Her hip changed from a back-and-forth motion to one where his cock was a piston being milked by her hungry squeezebox. He groaned intensely as her repeated movement up and down his hardness pulled him higher. Having his arms pinned under her legs gave him another measure of zest. This was his first time experiencing any form of bondage. 
 
    The combination of intense pleasure on his rod and light restriction on movement seemed to intensify the bliss. His head sank back onto the pillow as he allowed Riley to do what she wanted. And she wanted a lot, working his cock through orgasm after orgasm. 
 
    He seemed to last a long time this go round. His previous cumming made this a slower pull for his sex goddess, but he laughed to himself. She was up to the task. He could see the excitement on her face, in the flush of her upper chest, the soft whimpering of her breath as she used his shaft for her own needs. 
 
    Soon, she was pounding herself onto him and he thrusting back against each plunge. She had already cum multiple times over the last few minutes, but he could tell a big one was approaching. He pulled his hands out from underneath her legs, grabbed her body to press her breasts against him, and viciously plunged upward into her sex. She gave herself completely to him, her body losing all resistance as he made those last few thrusts to cumming. 
 
    She rode his ferocious assault as she came as well, melting inside his firm grip. His control amplified the pleasure as she felt his cum going off inside her. Finally, she collapsed onto his chest, spent of energy. Her sexual appetite whetted for the moment. 
 
    Bailey gently rolled her onto his side, reached down for the blanket, and they were soon asleep. He had no idea what work of providence had brought this she-devil into his life, but he offered silent thanks that it had as he fell asleep.

  

 
   
    3 / Finding New Fans 
 
    Bailey woke up the next morning in a solo bed. He reached around to find Riley missing. He opened his eyes to find even her backpack gone. Crap, he thought to himself. Oh well. It was too good to be true, anyway; he thought. He was just not meant for that level of bliss. 
 
    Riley shook him out of his commiseration when there was a knock at the door. He pulled the curtain back, leaned over to see Riley, her backpack attached, with coffees and a bag of pastries on a cardboard tray. His smile was so broad it almost opened the door by itself. 
 
    “Sorry, I had apparently locked myself out of the truck when I went for breakfast,” Riley apologized. “It wouldn’t open.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I was just afraid you had taken off.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t do that without talking to you first,” she asserted, “especially after last night.” With that statement, she came into his arms, kissing him with all the passion they had shared. He responded in kind, the relief of her still being there coming out in the hunger of that kiss. 
 
    Bailey rotated an arm from the side of the cabin, forming a table between the passenger seat and the bed. He invited Riley to sit on the bed while he disconnected and spun the passenger’s seat to face the table. She sat the food on the table, spreading the pastries on a napkin. All the activity of the night before left them both hungry for energy and caffeine. They tore into the food. 
 
    “So, what’s next?” he asked. “I need to get back on the road.” She shook her head in understanding. He continued. “We can continue on east along Highway 20 for a while longer, but you are going to have to veer south a couple of hours down the road to get to Highway 95.” 
 
    “I’m in no hurry,” she said, pulling out her phone for Google Maps. “I have planned for four weeks on the road. Doesn’t matter to me whether I go down and over or over and down. If you are up for some company…” she watched Google draw the route with a new stop, “I could go all the way to Twin Falls and then take Highway 93 south. Looks like 93 will take me almost all the way. What do you think?” 
 
    “I would love to have you stay, even if we don’t do anymore… like… you know… last night.” 
 
    “You mean fucking like rabbits… like last night,” she said, giggling, reaching across the table to grip Bailey’s arm. “I would like to do more of that very much.” 
 
    He looked at her, an almost quizzical look on his face, “we have plenty of time to talk about THIS,” waving his hand between the two of them, “so let’s hit the road. I need to get some fuel and do a quick system check. Take a break. We’ll be on the road in a few.” He got up, went around the cabin, fastening everything back into place, moving the table back into travel position with the passenger seat swiveled back to face forward. 
 
    She moved out of the way as best she could, then settled back into her passenger seat. Last night HAD turned out well, she thought, wondering if he had some friends out west, so far from home. Just as her thoughts had turned almost completely to the idea of having more cocks, the door opened, with Bailey getting back into the driver’s seat.  
 
    “While I topped off the tank, I sent a note around to a trucker chat group, asking for anyone in the Boise/Twin Falls area that was interested in some extracurricular activity, that I had a young lady that seemed very interested.” 
 
    She looked at him in shock. “That was fast. Any replies?” 
 
    “You are so funny…” he said, handing his phone over. There were already 16 comments, most of them accepting the offer, and more kept coming in as she read them. ‘Tell me where.’ ‘Great idea.’ ‘Please send a pic.’ And so on. 
 
    Bailey had a cell phone he dedicated to work, so posted the number and asked them to send their own number if they wanted in on the visit. The phone started binging as cell after cell responded to the offer. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” he asked. “How should I respond?”  
 
    “Take a pic,” she giggled, pulling her pants down and her shirt up, covering her face. This left her totally nude body on display. She spread her legs, giving them a full view of her sex. “How about this?” 
 
    “That will do,” Bailey said, laughing so loud he had trouble holding the phone steady for the picture. “That will definitely get their attention.” He took several pics with different poses, all with her face completely covered. While they did this, he created a message group on his phone, sending the pics out to the group all at once.  
 
    Indeed, it got their attention. He turned his phone to silent because of the constant pinging of new messages coming in before he handed it to Riley. “They definitely want a piece of THAT body. It’s all yours now.” 
 
    The truck pulled out of the truck stop parking lot, heading east on Highway 20. They had a good 4-hour stretch before heading down I-84 to Twin Falls, his next stop. 
 
    Riley already had over 30 replies, several with return pics of the tools they were offering, and they were still coming. One return caught her attention. It was a huge black cock, being stroked by the owner. It was only half-hard, but Riley could see it was going to be nearly as big as Bako in Venice Beach. She sorted through the list, then sent replies to several. The first question was always where you headed? She figured someone heading south on 93 would be a good way to end the Boise/Twin Falls run. She was already thinking of it as a cock gauntlet! 
 
    “How many of these guys will actually follow-through?” she asked Bailey.  
 
    “Not sure. Most? If they are all as horny and lonely as me, they will ALL do it. But schedules change, loads get missed and you sometimes circle back. Shit happens.” He shrugged his shoulders, hands open palmed, in the universal ‘who knows?’ symbol. 
 
    

  

 
   
    4 / The Conversation 
 
    Riley noticed a new expression on his face, though. All this talk of strange cocks… 
 
    “How will you feel about this, Bailey? Them passing me around like that?” 
 
    “Hey, not my place to say. You’re an adult. Make your own choices.” 
 
    “That was never up for discussion. Of course I will make my own choices, but that doesn’t explain that expression just now. We have only been together for a few hours… Still, I’ve noticed guys can get very possessive sometimes.” 
 
    “I don’t know. Riley, you’re not like any other girl I’ve known… so open about her sexuality. Have you always been this way?” 
 
    “Which way?” she asked, teasing him now. She knew what he meant. And told him about traveling to Venice Beach last summer, the way it opened her eyes to sex, group sex in particular, and how much she loved the whole adventure. He peppered her with questions along the way. How did you stay safe? What about STD’s and pregnancy? No feelings about being used? 
 
    She answered as best she could, but, for many, she really didn’t have a complete answer. Pregnancy, she knew that one. She was on the pill. She told him she had started using condoms but found she liked the feel of cum releasing inside her. Plus, a condom-covered cock just wasn’t the same as the real thing, she said. 
 
    “What about safety?” he asked. “Big difference between having group sex and being gang raped or catching AIDS! What if I had trapped you in my truck and just took you however I liked? That doesn’t sound like fun, no matter how much you like sex.” 
 
    “You are right, I suppose…” she said, not sure where to go with that. “There is a risk, but it’s relatively controlled. I like to think I have an ability to read people… somewhat, at least… Over the trip last year, I rode in lots of different cars and trucks. If someone made me feel uncomfortable when they stopped, I didn’t get in. Truth is, Bailey… really, I’m not kidding… I had never had sex with a ride before. You’re my first score on the road. Most were just truckers like you, or lonely folks, who were looking for some company. I just provided that company, then got out.” 
 
    Bailey was even more puzzled than before. “Most girls I know… they are concerned with safety all the time. It appears to be their primary motivator for many life choices. Every time I ride with my wife in the car, it’s like she wants to have a safety bubble around us. Driving too fast, too close to the car in front, too fast around that turn. She’s like that about everything, though, not just driving. All the women I know are like that… especially, if not more so, about sex… except you.” 
 
    “I don’t really have an explanation,” she said. “I always think of it like a roller coaster. Dropping a hundred feet from a cliff would not be fun, but dropping 100 feet in a roller coaster would be. I take risks on these trips, yes… but the risk is less because of a controlled time span and the limited opportunity for people to get up to mischief. In the meantime, I have really grown to like cock. And lots of it. It is an addiction. I know that… why I thought up my debauchery tour in the first place.” 
 
    “Your what tour?” 
 
    “Debauchery! You know… indulgence in excess sensual pleasure.” 
 
    “That’s what you call these trips? Your Debauchery Tour? Man, this story gets weirder every minute.” He looked at her, the growing confusion now dominant in his gaze. “You came out here expressly to find someone to force you to have sex? Wow! You never regretted spreading for anyone that wants it?” 
 
    She looked at him, taking a long while to answer. He thought he might have gone too far. “I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt that you didn’t mean that harshly. But there are so many judgments built into a question like that it is hard to respond. Has it ever been the case that someone that was inside me did not treatment me with respect? Yes, of course. Isn’t the same true for you? You’ve never had a sexual experience that did not go the way you wanted?” 
 
    “Several…” he said. 
 
    “The same for me. It’s worse for a woman… I understand that… mainly because some guys have this image of a pure, non-sexual woman in their mind, no matter what they want to do with them. If the woman likes sex, then out comes the whore and slut names, respect gone with the discovery. I accept that as a given. Some guys in our day-and-age are just like that. I have never sold myself for money, so not a whore, though I have been called one many times. But I am a slut. I own that one. I surely do love sex.” 
 
    “And you just discovered that last year?” he said, almost choking on his continuing surprise. 
 
    “Seems weird, right?” she laughed along. “Still true. I had a couple boyfriends in school and wasn’t a virgin…” She paused, thinking a bit. “Maybe… now that I think about it… those guys definitely did not light any fires for me. In fact, before I went to California, I would have described myself as indifferent to sex.” 
 
    “You? Indifferent to sex?” 
 
    “Funny, I get it… Me? Something happened in Venice Beach. It’s hard to explain, really. The first guy there was forceful with me. Not rape, not even close, but demanding and strong. My body just responded to it… I couldn’t get enough… came and came… Even the memory of it makes my pussy tingle.” Bailey’s face turned a shade of pink. “I guess… you didn’t need to know that…” 
 
    “I just thought you were responding to my great technique!” he joked. “Guess not…” 
 
    “You were very enjoyable, my friend,” she assured him. “What happened in Venice Beach was simply different, a discovery for me. Maybe even an awakening of sorts. Every day for over three weeks, they filled me with cock multiple times. It was really hard to leave at the end.” She left out that her brother had to come to pull her away, that she would never have left on her own. “I will probably never experience that again. It magically combined willingness to offer myself and lucking into the right people to supply what I wanted. Though I definitely loved it.” 
 
    Bailey couldn’t help but shake his head, almost in disbelief. “Such an incredible story,” he said. 
 
    “Do you really want to hear all this?” she asked, not wanting to push her luck with this guy. 
 
    “Why not?” he said. “I won’t repeat it to anyone. Who would believe me?” he laughed. 
 
     “Well, my Venice Beach trip peaked on the last weekend. They took me to a party where a bunch of Hollywood types put me on a bed and took me, one after the other.” His face blanched, images of trains and gang rape obvious. “No, not like that,” she giggled. “Mostly multiples at a time. 3 or 4 at least. OMG! That was fun.” 
 
    “How many were there?” he said, incredulously. 
 
    “Not sure, exactly, but over 20. And nearly all of them had me more than once. I was in cock heaven! They even took my anal cherry that night!”  
 
    “Jesus, Riley. Three at the same time?” 
 
    Her enthusiasm was amazing to Bailey. The memory of it had caused her face to flush while her hand rubbed her crotch. It was clear she couldn’t help herself; the memory was THAT powerful. He had to rethink everything he thought a woman should be after meeting this amazing young woman. 
 
    “What does it feel like having so many, one after the other?” he asked. “I can hardly imagine being in a room with a bunch of cocks on display ready to hump someone.” 
 
    “I loved that party,” she said, giggling lightly. “After I got over the shock of being at the center of all the action, the orgasms came so close to each other that I felt like I was floating in a constant stream of them. One would come almost before the one before ended. God, it was so good… They have had me back several times since then for more… The guys apparently liked it too. Let’s just say…” she started giggling again, “that I was an eager participant in their activities. Oh, yes…” 
 
    She got quiet for a moment. “Sorry. I didn’t really answer your question. Yes, three at the same time, in all three available options, and sometimes, one in each hand as well!” She was now rubbing herself actively, pulling her pants down to make access easier. Talking about the Hollywood parties had pushed her Horny Meter up several notches. “Want to pull over and take care of this?” she asked, her finger twisting aggressively at her clit.  
 
    “No, you go ahead. I need to stay on schedule. Already well behind since last night.” 
 
    “Do you mind then? Every time I think about that party, I get so hot…” She pulled her top up, exposing her breasts. Now, she was nearly naked, breasts and crotch fully open to his gaze. She was now masturbating right in the passenger seat, twisting and pulling her nipples, rubbing her clit, reaching down to plunge fingers into her sex. It did not take long before her panting and moaning came crashing into a powerful release. 
 
    “Sorry about that,” she said, as her breathing returned to normal and she pulled her clothes back into place. “Sometimes, I think about those parties and they get my juices flowing. It becomes hard to turn off.” 
 
    “I’ll bet. So, what is your plan for the Boise/Twin Falls run? Do I just drop you at the next trucker? Or do you want me to hang around for some protection? Not sure how many we can get in my cab…” 
 
    She looked at him, worried that her masturbating may have pushed him over whatever edge he was on. “What do you want to do? You think you want to watch? Or take part with another guy? I am okay with either of those, but I don’t want to push you into anything.” 
 
     “No,” he said, “I’m not interested in any of that. If you don’t mind, we can set a place to meet your next ride and I will let you move on. We should be there around supper time.” 
 
    “I’m sorry if I embarrassed you with all this talk about sex. I didn’t mean to. My attitudes get some people on edge. Not your normal attitudes, I have been told.” 
 
    “That they aren’t,” he laughed. “You are one of the most unique women I know. My wife and I went to an art opening in Birmingham a few years back. The artwork was dark and deeply disturbing. Lots of terrible depression being shown. But I got into a group meeting with the artist along the way. She was just as normal as could be. Happy, healthy, 3 kids. Lived in Edgbaston, one of the nicest neighborhoods in Birmingham. Her husband was some kind of real estate developer.” 
 
    “I see…” Riley was wondering if he thought of her sexual play as part of a dark depression. 
 
    As if he could read her mind, “I bring this up because appearances can be deceiving. We drove by her house on the way home. A mansion! She was extraordinarily rich. I bring it up only to explain that this dark art showed that something else was going on inside that woman. All the trappings of wealth had left her empty. I just don’t want you going the same route. All that sexual pleasure may be great for a while, but soon, will it be enough to sustain you as a person?” 
 
    “No, it definitely will not,” she said. “I see it more like an amusement park. I like it… like it a lot… I also recognize the self-destructive aspects of it… So, I use my Debauchery Tour every year to let my inner self out for a run, then back to real life after it is over. Last year, I went four weeks… was hoping to do the same this year. That will give me plenty of action. If all goes well, it will also allow me to go back to my real life… more or less… the same person as when I arrived.” 
 
    “You have to hope…” he said. 
 
    “I guess that’s the risk. Anyway… enough introspection. I am going to go lay down for a nap. If you want to take a break and join me, you are very welcome. I would love to feel your beautiful tool inside me as many times as you care to offer it.” 
 
    He gulped suddenly. No one had ever made such an offer to him before. “Understood. Have a good nap.” 
 
    Riley got up, took her clothes off, making sure Bailey got plenty of visual candy while she did it, spread the blanket across the bed and got in. All the previous night’s action and the talking had made her both horny and exhausted. Before she fell asleep, she turned her back to Bailey and got herself off a second time. She really let this stuff carry her away, didn’t she? She thought to herself, just before she drifted off to sleep…

  

 
   
      
 
    5 / The Next Stop 
 
    Riley was awoken when a warm body joined her in the bed. Bailey had stopped for a lunch break. All that sex talk had his own needs all revved up, apparently. She rolled back to him, welcoming his warm embrace, noticing he had wrapped the curtain around the cabin for privacy. 
 
    This time, there was no roughness, no hard thrusting. This was a slow, purposeful lovemaking. More to what he was used to, Riley thought. She gave herself to him, to his tenderness. He really cared what happened to her, about her safety, and was concerned about her reckless behavior. She returned his kindness with complete surrender to his desires. 
 
    Bailey was simply happy to have the chance. He had few opportunities in life to go to bed with a woman who genuinely wanted to have him. His own wife, whom he loved, was not cold exactly, but barely interested. She allowed him to have his way with her when he returned from a long run, and he enjoyed their time together. Yet, he always came away feeling that his wife was glad when it was over, that she had done her wifely ‘duty’ and could go back to her life now. They seldom made it more than once or twice during a home stand. 
 
    Riley was so different that he became fascinated by her thinking process. They had known each other only a couple days, yet her hunger to have him inside her and the pleasure she so freely gave was like no other woman he had ever known. Inside, he knew a long-term relationship was out of the question. He could not keep up this pace with the vigor she needed. He knew that. In fact, he had resigned himself to her leaving and wanted to take advantage of this opportunity as much as he could. 
 
    Riley never put on clothes inside his truck again until they stopped at the hand-off. She either stayed in the back, laying on the bed, or sat in the passenger seat, allowing every other trucker to see her on full display. A couple of drivers honked their blast horn at her. She would lift her breasts up to the window and wave them at the trucker as they passed. This always earned a hearty laugh from Bailey and a couple of good honks from the truckers. 
 
    They continued to talk about sex and her unique outlook, why she enjoyed it so much, her adventures. Bailey could barely contain himself. Twice, he stopped at places along the way, dragging Riley back onto the bed. These were hugely different from the tenderness at lunch time. He had listened to her talking, describing what she liked. He knew tenderness was fine for Riley, occasionally, but what she really wanted was a good hard fuck. That is something he could do. 
 
    The first time, he closed the curtain, jerked her from the passenger seat, down to her knees in front of him, and shoved his cock in her mouth. Once he was hard, he pulled her onto the bed, this time on her knees, and took her doggy-style. His vicious thrusts met with such moans of delight from Riley that he got even more aggressive, pounding into her until he came. Her thrashing about as she came multiple times allowed him the comfort of being selfish for his own needs, knowing this would take care of her needs as well. 
 
    The second time, he asked about anal. She pulled out a bottle of lube from her backpack, had him lie on his back, and lowered herself onto him, filling her back opening. As she bounced on his cock, he would swirl his finger up her slit and clit. It did not take long for her to cum screaming as she bounced on his exploding rod, depositing a load inside her back canal. His firsts with Riley just kept piling up. 
 
    After three times in less than 8 hours, Bailey was spent as they pulled into the Boise area. He looked disappointingly at Riley. He knew their time together was ending. “I am now really behind. Will miss my next load if I don’t get going. What now for you?” he asked. “Have you lined up your next few rides?” 
 
    “I think so,” she said. “Next up is Tyler, in a blue Peterbilt, at the Blacks Creek rest area, just on the other side of Boise. Do you know where that is?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “It is a popular place for trucks with a wide truck parking lot. You could probably arrange a few connections there.” 
 
    “There are two others which said they would be in that area, a Kenworth and a Volvo. I will send them invites.” 
 
    He chuckled. What a girl this one is, he thought. He may never see her like again. “Your enthusiasm is certainly showing.” 
 
    She looked at him, her mood suddenly changing. “Is that okay? Are you mad about my going with the other guys?”  
 
    “Mad would not be the right word. Riley, you must understand. You are not like any woman I have ever met. The openness about your desire… it’s kind of refreshing… yet startling all the same. We have made it several times in our time together. I’m not used to a woman… one who I have just made it, mind you… openly planning her next cock to replace mine. I’m not making a judgment about it, just takes some getting used to.” 
 
    “I’m kind of insensitive about it, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Not insensitive… No… It’s really all me. I love the openness of your plans. There’s no subterfuge, no hidden agenda. I don’t have to worry about your motive or what you are really looking for. I know!” 
 
    Riley blushed at this, her nakedness in the seat telling most of the story. “I just don’t want you to feel bad.” 
 
    “I did… at first… funny how the mind can change so quickly… I’m feeling kind of excited about it now. Like I am taking my kid to his first driver’s lesson. You know there is a risk in them driving, but you are excited for them at the same time. You’re going to do this, whether or not I approve. I can’t help my dad instincts kicking in, wanting to make sure you are safe and doing what you want to do. That what you want to do is have another guy fuck you… well… it’s weird, let’s face it.” 
 
    “Are you okay with me… the way I am?” 
 
    “Not sure I would be if you were my daughter, but yes… I’m okay.” He smiled at her. His nod of approval told her what she needed. He could see the Blacks Creek rest area two miles ahead. “Have Tyler call my work cell to make final arrangements. That way, we can get specific instructions.” 
 
    She typed in the message. Moments later, the phone rang. Tyler was already in the lot, waiting for them. Riley had to get some clothes on before they arrived. She went in the back, but before finishing, she dipped her hand in her sex. The musky scent of her arousal was very strong. She held her finger up to his nose. “Something to remember me by,” she said. 
 
    He took a big sniff of the scent, then grabbed her finger and moved it to his mouth, sucking it clean. “I loved the taste of you. THAT I will always remember.” 
 
    She finished getting dressed, arranged her backpack for departure, then sat back in the passenger seat. “I sure have had fun. Glad you picked me up. You have been a joy both to ride with…” She winked at him. “And be ridden by.” 
 
    “It was my pleasure, sweetheart. If I ever get this way again, I’ll call you.” 
 
    Riley picked up his work cell, typed her own cell number in the Contacts listing. “I am open to you any time you want me,” she said. “I mean it. Any time. Just call me. Even if it’s just for some dirty talk or pic exchange. You know I am open to just about anything.” 
 
    He chuckled again as he spotted the blue Peterbilt and pulled up beside it. “I just might take you up on that. Hey, be safe,” he said, leaning over to give her a hug. “I’ll never forget you.” 
 
    Riley had let Tyler know what truck to look for. As Bailey’s truck moved into park, the Peterbilt door opened and a guy stepped out. He looked to be about the same age as Bailey, but a little more overweight. His chest bulged with the muscles of someone that had been actively driving an 18-wheeler for many years, yet not someone that did anything else. His belly hung considerably over his belt. He had a shock of black hair and a gruff beard that reminded Riley of an episode of Duck Dynasty she had seen. 
 
    Bailey stepped up, shook his hand, introducing Riley. Tyler just stared at her. 
 
    “You are just as lovely as your pic,” he said, pulling her in for a hug. “Let’s go,” pointing back at the truck. 
 
    Bailey looked at him in a surprisingly stern way. “You take care of her, now.” 
 
    “Ya, sure,” Tyler said. The smirk on his face told Bailey this would not be a fun stop on the Debauchery Tour for Riley. He wished her well, but there was nothing he could do now. He got back in his Kenworth and pulled away, saying a silent prayer for her safety.

  

 
   
    6 / Now That’s What I Like! 
 
    Riley walked around the passenger side and hopped into the truck. She barely settled into the seat before Tyler was pulling her up and pushing her toward the bed in the back. She glanced around. This was a much older truck. Solidly built, but had seen a lot of wear, like its owner, she thought to herself. Funny how two people can look at their possessions so differently. The place was a mess, paper strewn about, dirt in every corner. She wondered how long it had been since he washed or changed his sheets! His scent hung heavily over the space. 
 
    “Take your clothes off,” he ordered, as he moved the privacy curtain into place. No talking, no ‘hi, my name is Riley’, no fondling, just this. Well, she thought to herself, this is what she came for. She pulled the top over her head, breasts flopping free as the material passed. Her jeans were next. She crawled up on the bed. The coolness of the air made her nipples poke out like hard pebbles. This was happening so suddenly that she had not even gotten wet yet. It was like the times with Billie and his friends in Venice Beach. They seldom wanted to talk, just fuck. Truth is, she was good with that. 
 
    Tyler pulled her to his crotch, using her face to rub his rod through the pant material. She reached up to grab a hold. He may be heavy, she thought to herself, but he is not lacking in this department. He was huge! Not quite Bako-sized, but wide and long. He had to be at least 8 inches. 
 
    She had to see it, reaching up to undo his belt buckle and zipper, pulling his pants down. The rod stuck out through his boxers. Oh, God, she thought. This is going to be fun, as her hands began stroking. She could barely get her fingers wrapped around his wide girth. Already, she could feel the moisture gathering below.  
 
    Riley could not resist leaning forward to pull him into her mouth. She could smell his body odor. He clearly had not showered in a few days, but the pull of his tool was overwhelming her other senses. She licked up each side before taking as much as she could in her mouth. It was only halfway. That was not good enough for Tyler.  
 
    “You can do better than that!” he barked at her, grabbing the back of her head and forcing himself deeper into her throat. She gagged briefly but gradually could relax enough to take it to the back of her throat. She could feel her neck bulging at the sudden intrusion. Images of Bako pushing his way in filled her mind. If she could do him, this guy would not be a challenge. 
 
    She worked him deeper, sucking as she drew her nose closer to his pubic hair. Tyler grabbed her head, ramming himself all the way back. The gaacking noise of his pistoning filled the cabin, Riley struggling to breathe. Tyler didn’t care. He would pull and thrust, punishing her throat with each jab. It did not take long. Tyler pulled out just in time to blow his spunk all over Riley’s face and chest. 
 
    He didn’t even notice that Riley was on her knees, gasping, trying to get her breath back. The white cream was dripping down her face. He reached up, drawing his finger across her breasts, scooping a line through the jism. He held it in front of her face, his intention clear. She looked up into his eyes, moving forward to suck the finger clean. 
 
    Tyler’s eyes went wide. She could see what was going on behind them. He had hit pay dirt, a bonanza of good luck, a woman that would fulfill his every fantasy. And she could tell he had some wild ones. Luckily, she had already contacted the two other truckers on the chain Bailey had put out. They were on their way now. She had given them his truck info and name. The truck cabin might be a little tight for four people, but she was ready to take them all. Yes, she was. 
 
    Just as she thought this, while sucking his cum off his finger, she heard a knock at the door. 
 
    Tyler reacted instantly, reaching into a cabinet, throwing a towel at her. “Wipe yourself off. Get under the covers. I’ll get rid of whoever that is,” Tyler said. 
 
    “No,” Riley giggled, “those guys are here for me, too.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” he asked. 
 
    “Tyler, you were not the only one that responded to the message. I got dozens and dozens of replies. These two were near Blacks Creek, so I invited them to join us. I want to have all of you at once.” 
 
    “I have no intention of sharing you,” he insisted. 
 
    “Okay…” she shrugged, as she wiped the remaining cum from her face and chest, “then I’ll go with them. I want to have more than one. You can join us. I like it kind of rough, but that is my desire. Share… or nothing. The rest is up to you.” 
 
    She could see the anger boiling inside him. All his well-laid plans suddenly going nowhere, and she smiled. I’ll do it with him, she thought, but I do not have to like every cock, even ones as handsome as his. Some great tools are just attached to the wrong guys. They attached this beautiful instrument to a grade-A jerk.

  

 
   
    7 / Truckers Deliver 
 
    Riley got under the covers and waited. Tyler peaked outside the privacy curtain. There were two guys standing there. One he knew. Fred Mitchell. He was an owner/operator that drove a beautiful new Volvo VNL. He could see it beside his pathetic, old Peterbilt. Fred made regular runs north with tech from companies in the Salt Lake City region. No wonder he could afford a great truck like that. 
 
    They knew who was in his cabin. He had to open the door, whether or not he wanted to. He pulled back the curtain, stepping up to release the lock. The door opened.  
 
    “Is she here?” Fred asked. Tyler just shook his head, motioning for them to come in. He knew he was stuck. 
 
    Fred pointed to his companion, introducing him as Caleb. He owns a Kenworth out of Missoula. Caleb was a large black man. He reached in to shake Tyler’s hand. They were all here for Riley. 
 
    From behind the curtain, they heard a soft, “Hi, guys.” 
 
    That caught everyone’s attention. Fred reached around to pull back the curtain. There she was, beautiful Riley, obviously naked under the blankets. 
 
    Fred Mitchell was the youngest of them all, in his mid-40’s. He had the pale skin of someone that did not get outside much. His long-ish brown hair hung around a rugged, but handsome face and a large frame. Were all truckers’ big guys? Riley thought to herself. She hoped the tools were large to match! 
 
    “Glad you all could come.” She pulled the blankets off, revealing her nude frame. “I’m ready for you. Want to play?” 
 
    The only reply she received was Fred reaching around to close the curtain. It made her smile. She got up on her knees, facing them. “Tyler here already got a head start. Now it’s your turn.” She opened her arms to welcome them. 
 
    Caleb was the first to respond, reaching out to wrap one hand around a breast, the other to her head, drawing her to his mouth. She scooted to the edge of the bed so she could reach up to grab his cock through the jean material. It really was as big as the pic! He was already tenting his jeans as she massaged him. She motioned for Fred to come to her as well, as she began taking their clothes off. 
 
    She was already pushing Caleb’s t-shirt up, while doing the same for Fred’s. They got the message, pulling their shirts overhead. Caleb was one massive slab of muscle. When he wasn’t driving, Riley thought he must spend all his time in the weight room. The guy was ripped. Fred was more what she expected. Not fat, but not in great shape either. A small beer-belly offset his powerful upper body, but as he pulled his pants off, she almost salivated. His tool was not as big as Caleb, but wide and rigid, fully ready to go. 
 
    Tyler was already shriveling in the presence of so much competition. Crowded in his small cabin, he tried to close the privacy curtain around them. As Fred and Caleb’s clothes came off, they got on the bed next to Riley. She moved back deeper onto the bed, as hands covered her frame, fingers inserted, breasts pulled. Tyler just stood back and watched. 
 
    Fred was on his knees in front of her. Riley leaned forward to take his shaft in her mouth. It pulsed as her tongue ran down its length. My God, she loved this, she thought, the feeling of being taken, of being at the center of so much male attention. Her pussy was tingling with the anticipation of orgasms to come.  
 
    And that time was going to be soon. Caleb got up on his knees, this time between her legs, positioning himself doggy-style in the rear. He ran his stiff rod through her vertical smile. She was now dripping with her arousal, so he just slammed it home, pushing all the way into her welcoming sex. His size spread her wide as she grunted with the sudden intrusion, pushing back to help him go deeper. 
 
    Riley moaned a guttural acceptance. Caleb’s presence was immense inside her. She had to adjust her position twice to get the angle right. She so missed a large cock, she thought. As the massive presence finally found its bottom, she wondered if he was open to her traveling with him for a while? She could get used to this pleasure. Oh yes… 
 
    Soon, the two were pounding into her at both ends. Caleb from behind, Fred into her mouth. At first, Fred tried to be gentle. As he saw how turned-on she was, he became more aggressive, grabbing her head, pushing her throat onto his thrusting cock. The gaacking sound of her throat being violated filled the cabin. She exploded with her first climax as Caleb began swatting her ass with each thrust.  
 
    Finally, Tyler could not wait any longer. He took his clothes off, coming up to the bed. He reached in and started viciously twisting Riley’s nipples. The first time was just as she was cumming a second time. The pain of the torment amplified her pleasure so much that Fred’s cock fell out of her mouth, Riley’s head falling to the bed as she wreathed with the combination of pleasure/pain. 
 
    That was all it took for Caleb, who drove his shaft into her repeatedly, leaving his seed splashing inside. He pulled out, trying to catch his breath, allowing Fred to take his place. His rod was not as big as Caleb, but it gave plenty of what Riley needed… 
 
    The three of them went at her for nearly two hours, taking turns as she came and came. They never tried a full three-way. She really didn’t want Tyler in her rear opening, and she knew he would demand to be the one, so just serviced two at a time. But that was just what she needed. Each of them came at least twice. 
 
    Caleb seemed able to last for a long time between releases. He would work her until she had cum so much, she could barely breathe, then finish with a few powerful thrusts to blow his own load. She grew to love the feel of his release inside her. 
 
    In fact, Riley loved the flow of cumming, the stream of orgasms when she had multiple cocks. This is the skill she learned in Venice Beach, to use the cocks in a way that amplified her own pleasure. The constant stimulation gave her one climax after the other. So many that it felt almost continuous. Oh, how she loved that. 
 
    And all the guys responded to her. She was so enthusiastic about their pleasure they took her for granted, pounding themselves into her aggressively. Just what she needed for her own pleasure. Her moaning and whimpering seemed to guide them to ever stronger efforts, just as her own reactions would grow more intense. 
 
    After Caleb came for the last time… he had outlasted everyone else… she collapsed on the bed, spunk dripping from her sex, covering her face and chest. She was exhausted, but her blissful state was clear, as her slow breathing and satisfied face told them all what she was feeling.

  

 
   
    8 / Leaving with Caleb 
 
    Her blissful state lasted for several minutes as the guys talked to each other while they got dressed. She just stayed on the bed, now the only one naked in the cabin. Cum still covered her and was dripping from her sex. Caleb asked Tyler where his towels were, reached for one, then helped clean Riley up enough that she could get her clothes on. 
 
    She sat up, straightened her hair and clothes, then thanked them for providing her such a fun evening. They looked at her in complete surprise. Who is this girl? We treated her like a whore for hours, and she thanked us for it. Caleb cocked his head to the side, puzzle now pervading his expression. 
 
    “Why are you thanking us? We used you the whole night, babe. Shouldn’t we be thanking you?” Caleb said. 
 
    “Sorry, I’m glad you had an enjoyable time,” Riley said, a little surprised herself, “but you didn’t know I received just as much pleasure as you?” 
 
    All three guys burst into laughter. 
 
    “You’ll have to forgive us, Riley,” Fred said. “Before you, we had never met a woman who was so open about her desire. I’ve been married for 35 years. My wife has always been very accommodating to my desires, but she never enjoyed it the way you did tonight. It really got us going, didn’t it, guys?” 
 
    They all nodded in agreement. “That first time you came just after Caleb slammed into you,” Tyler said, “I thought I was going to pop my load right there!” 
 
    That started another round of laughter, which devolved into stories of who did what, and surprises they all had in the evening. All the while they talked, Riley moved among them, touching each, even Tyler, who she detested during their session. Her continued affection for them sent a powerful message that questioned who was being used. This was a mutual pleasure for them all. 
 
    Finally, Fred moved to the passenger door, and Caleb turned to her. “I would like for you to come with me for a few days, Riley. That work for you?” 
 
    She could not even nod yes before Tyler protested Riley was his. That she came with him. 
 
    Riley looked at him, a sadness in her face. Not for her, but for Tyler. She would never have stayed with a jerk like that. 
 
    “I go where I want to go, Tyler. I don’t belong to anyone. Is that clear?” Her head twisted among all three to make sure everyone got the message, not just Tyler. “I am here by choice and will do what I want.” 
 
    The shock on all three faces was almost comical. This woman had literally given herself to them for almost an entire evening, allowing them to do whatever sexual thing they wanted. Yet, at that moment, they completely understood who was really in charge. Riley was doing what SHE wanted. They were only the tools that provided for her needs. 
 
    Tyler was completely tongue-tied. The tight confines of the cab allowed little movement, but Caleb’s commanding bulk as he stepped between Tyler and Riley clarified that Riley’s word was good enough for him. 
 
    “Yes, Caleb,” Riley went on, “I will go with you. That tool has been very pleasurable. I hope to see more of it,” she winked. This set the group laughing, though she could see in the scowl on Tyler’s face that he could be a problem if she ever saw him on the road again. She hoped that wouldn’t happen. 
 
    Caleb helped her down from the truck, giving both Fred and Tyler hugs. For Fred, she whispered in his ear that she hoped to run into him again someday soon, that his handsome tool was welcome inside her anytime he wanted. Fred hugged her in quiet acknowledgment, then stepped back as Riley followed Caleb to his Kenworth. 
 
    His truck was a beauty. A deep red, almost maroon color. It was obviously his pride and joy, with every piece of chrome polished, every surface waxed. The same pride he took with his body, she thought, as she approached the truck. 
 
    “Beautiful truck. What is this?” she asked. 
 
    “A Kenworth T680, one of their newest models. Only has 75,000 miles on it.” 
 
    He opened the passenger door, helping her inside. 
 
    “Where you headed?” she asked. 
 
    “Headed for Salt Lake City with this load. After that, I pick up a load for St. George. The Freight broker has a couple loads set for me back north, but I am not sure where I want to go next, so have not committed yet. Where you headed?” 
 
    “My eventual goal is Zion National Park, so I hope I can ride with you all the way to St. George. Okay with you?” 
 
    “Could be a few days before we get there. Maybe 4 or 5. Still willing?” 
 
    She looked at him with a smile that told him many things. Yes, that smile said, you offer that tool to me and I will stay for a long while. “I would like that,” she actually said. 
 
    As he helped her into the cab, he used her ass to help her up. Riley giggled with the sudden movement and the type of help. 
 
    “There will be some rules, however…” he said, then walked around to the driver’s side, pulling himself in. 
 
    “What rules?” Riley asked.

  

 
   
    9 / Domination 
 
    “For one, not allowed to wear clothes in my cab. There is a small closet for your things. Please use it for hanging clothes and placing your backpack.” 
 
    “Agreed,” she said, as she started removing her top. “Other rules?” 
 
     “You will do whatever I say.” 
 
    “Any sexual thing, you mean?” she clarified.  
 
    “Yes, I am a Dominant. Want to make sure you understand that.” 
 
    “Dominant?” 
 
    “I will be in charge when we play. You’ll see.” 
 
    “I prefer that,” she replied, “so that will not be a problem. Agreed. Others?” 
 
    “You will service whoever I tell you to. And there may be a lot.” 
 
    “The more the merry. I give myself four weeks a year to feed my sexual desires. I want as many cocks as I can get.” 
 
    Caleb started the big diesel, preparing to pull away as the conversation continued. “Tell me about that,” he said. “How do you choose truckers for this?” 
 
    Riley told him how she discovered a love of rough sex in Venice Beach last year, her regular parties in Hollywood, and why she likes group sex so much. Caleb listened as she removed the rest of her clothes, putting them neatly away in the bin. 
 
    As to truckers, that was not really a plan. She just wanted to visit the Utah national parks. A trucker picked her up in Portland, and here she is. 
 
    “I didn’t know truckers could be so horny,” she laughed. “All of them I have met sure are.” 
 
    “Maybe you just bring it out of them.” 
 
    “Maybe… How horny are you?” she asked playfully. 
 
    “Plenty, you’ll see. For now, we gotta get on the road. This load has to be in Salt Lake by tomorrow.” He looked at her, sitting naked in the passenger seat. “For now, I want you to sit sideways on the seat, your legs spread so your pussy is pointing at me. Spread your lips open so I can see inside you.” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “Nothing. When something comes to mind, I’ll tell you. Otherwise, I want to see your open lips at all times.” He pulled out of the rest stop, heading south on I-84. He seemed to ignore her for a while. 
 
    As he approached a slow-moving truck in the right lane, he told her to shift her position so the trucker he passes will have the same view. “Spread your legs, show him that sweet pussy,” he said. They came up across from the truck, slowing slightly to run parallel for a bit. Caleb honked his horn. The driver looked across and saw Riley. He took a double take, but soon honked his own horn as Riley held her breasts out to him. 
 
    Caleb saw the problem right away. The driver was about even with Riley, and her crotch was below the window line. He sped on ahead, pulling back over to the right lane.  
 
    “Get in back. In the right drawer under the bed, you’ll find a block of wood. As we approach the next truck, put that on the seat, covering it with a towel. It should raise you enough so the trucker can see your crotch when he glances in the window.” 
 
    She went back to the drawer, pulled out the block, placing it next to the seat. 20 minutes later, Caleb pulled the truck over to the passing lane. “Okay, here’s our next candidate. Get the block ready on the seat and spin your puss around.” 
 
    Riley did as instructed, getting up on the wood block. It raised her up enough so the driver in the other lane could see her crotch clearly. They approached the truck, pulled up beside it, and Caleb honked. This time, the driver looked over and saw what was on display. He swerved his truck a little, but settled down with a big smile on his face. 
 
    “Get on your knees on the block. Use your hands to spread your butt cheeks, giving him a full rearview.” 
 
    She followed his instructions. The driver swerved again, this time coming closer to Caleb’s truck. “You want to give him a closer look?” 
 
    “Whatever you want,” her only reply. 
 
    Caleb rolled the window down. Riley could feel the window blowing across her sex as she continued to hold herself open. The other driver saw what he was doing and rolled his down. Caleb yelled across, “want to get a closer look?” 
 
    “Sure,” was the immediate reply. 
 
    “Pull over at the eastbound rest area 7 miles down. We will be waiting.” 
 
    The other driver nodded his acceptance, then Caleb sped past. 
 
    “You ready to run the I-84 gauntlet?” Caleb asked. “I think we can get you some serious cock as we travel south.” 
 
    “Only if you are,” she replied. 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    Riley laughed. “I thought you were the dominant? Doesn’t that mean you demand to make all the decisions? I agreed to Rule #2, right?” 
 
    He chuckled. “You are something… Spin around, show me the same view.” 
 
    She did as instructed. He reached up, using his finger to push into her sex, thumb rubbing her clit. “Just getting you nice and moist for Mr. Trucker at the next rest stop.” She squirmed at his touch, but did not move away. She pushed herself back against him.  
 
    “You really do like this stuff, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” she replied.  
 
    This set him to laughing again, his finger falling out of her as he tried to keep control of the truck. “You are a piece of work,” he said, still laughing. “What am I going to do with you?” 
 
    “Fuck me over and over, of course,” Riley replied matter-of-factly. 
 
    This set Caleb off on another laughing tear. “Yep, that’s the plan.” 
 
    Just about then, they pulled into the rest area. He told Riley to get in the back, in the same position as the window; ass up, hands holding herself open. They both knew it would not be empty for long. 
 
    “There he is,” Caleb said. The other trucker pulled up beside them, got out, and walked to the passenger door, knocking. You could hear the door unlock and then the trucker stepped in as his eyes went wide at the sight. “My friend here really likes to fuck truckers,” Caleb said. “Interested?” 
 
    Riley turned her head around to look at him. He was very much like Fred Mitchell, a little flabby around the middle but a strong upper-body and big. She had gotten wet from Caleb’s stroking, but seeing this new guy in the cab made her so wet the moisture was dripping down her leg. Her pussy was tingling with the anticipation. 
 
    Caleb could tell the guy was wondering what this was all about. He put himself in his shoes. Stranger waggles a pussy at you through a window. Trying to rob him? Or blackmail? He stepped up to him.  
 
    “I assure you, my man, there are no ulterior motives. My friend here just really likes to fuck. We have already hosted a couple at Bears Creek in Idaho and now you. We are working our way down to St. George. She wants to fuck all the way down. You interested?” 
 
    The guy looked back and forth between a beautiful white woman holding her slit open and a large black guy that is offering him access. 
 
    “I don’t have any money on me,” he said. 
 
    “We don’t care, because we don’t want any of it,” Caleb replied. “She just wants a hard dick. You interested or not?” 
 
    Riley could see his jeans pushing out as his eyes fixed on her open snatch. 
 
    Caleb motioned to Riley. “Why don’t you help our friend here by giving some oral encouragement?” 
 
    Riley jumped out of her position, reached for his belt buckle. The guy did not resist. She pushed the pants down and felt his cock growing at her first touch. He was not as big as Fred or Caleb, but it was a handsome tool all the same. 
 
    She dropped to her knees, rolling his cock into her mouth. She pulled back to give it long licks with her tongue, massaging his balls with her hands. Her first licks were tender and easy, but as he grew harder, her sucking became more focused, more intense. 
 
    The guy grabbed the back of her head and pushed himself into her mouth. She stopped her own movement and allowed him to control her head. This electrified him, as he suddenly realized that Caleb had been telling the truth. This girl loved cock. 
 
    Caleb just chuckled at the situation. He was still getting used to it himself. When it became obvious he was hard, he tapped the guy on the shoulder. “How do you want it? She will do it in any position you like.” 
 
    “Doggy style. My wife will never let me do it like that.” 
 
    “You heard him,” Caleb said to Riley. 
 
    Riley jumped up on the bed on her knees, ass close to the edge, returning her hands to spread herself for his viewing. “Please, fuck me. I really want it.” 
 
    The guy looked at Caleb, who just shrugged, sweeping his hand toward the offered sex, and said, “Go for it.” 
 
    The guy stepped up to her, moving his shaft up and down a few times to gather moisture, then slowly pushed himself in. He moved back and forth, tentatively, cautiously. 
 
    Caleb laughed again, “Hey, bud, this gal not one that likes it slow and easy. Give her a hard fuck. She likes it. The harder, the better.” 
 
    The guy responded by pushing in harder. The moan that came from Riley’s throat took him completely by surprise. He pulled back and thrust in harder this time. Riley groaned, pushing back against him. That was all it took. All resistance collapsed. He rammed into her, harder than he probably had ever done in his life. 
 
    He felt like he was in a porno, slapping that slut, he thought. In fact, he did that. On his next thrust, he slapped her hard on the ass like he had seen in the movies. Riley gasped and pushed back harder. He began pistoning into her, alternating slaps on her ass that got harder with each thrust. Riley was going wild, moaning, whimpering, squeezing him. 
 
    All this stimulation was too much. The guy exploded in her, grunting loudly as he came, with Riley continuing to push back as she followed with her own climax. 
 
    Once finished, the guy pulled back, suddenly feeling embarrassed about what he had just done. He pulled his pants up and rushed out of the truck. They both heard the roar of his diesel as he pulled away.  
 
    “Please…” Riley begged. “Please… I need more.” 
 
    “More what?” Caleb teased, as he pulled his pants off.  
 
    “More cock… please…” 
 
    He stepped up behind her, slamming himself home. Her grunt of satisfaction pushed into his own desire. There was something about having a woman who really wanted a hard dick, he thought. And he was a willing supplicant to her need, as her moans became more dramatic, more frantic. She really wanted this. And that was all it took. 
 
    He pounded into her, giving nothing to tenderness. He fucked her hard and fast, pistoning into her as viciously as he could. Riley simply went wild, pushing back against each thrust, screaming as her climax took control. She thrashed under him, panting with the pleasure of her release and her body’s need for another. In-between thrusts, Caleb would slap her ass cheeks, the sound reverberating around the cabin. Each slap would cause Riley to shudder under him. 
 
    Caleb would not let up. She was twisting under him, reveling in his torment, helpless as the wild spasms of pleasure tore through her. Her chest fell to the bed with the convulsions of her orgasm. Each convulsion squeezed against his rod, literally pulling at the cum. His own breath shuddered as he delivered, driving his spunk deep into her. Finally, collapsing on top of her.

  

 
   
    10 / Heading for St. George 
 
    “God damn, girl, you really do like your dick, don’t you?” he said, while lying next to her. 
 
    “I do. I really do. Terribly addicted…” 
 
    “Are you like this all the time?” he asked as he caressed her. 
 
    “I probably could be, but I understand it is a terrible addiction that is risky on so many levels… That’s why I came up with the Debauchery Tour… I could let my inner slut run wild… at least for a few weeks… then back to my normal, boring life… Still risky, I guess, but I’ve been lucky so far. Someone like you always comes along.” 
 
    “Someone with a big dick willing to use it?” Caleb chuckled. 
 
    “Yes… of course. I like yours.” She reached around to stroke his flaccid tool. “But no, a guy that seems to understand what I need and will provide it without judgment. In Venice Beach, it was Billie. He would bring guys around almost every day…” 
 
    “I’ve never met a woman like you before… so open about what they want. Kind of refreshing.” 
 
    By this time, he was hard again. Riley pushed him onto his back and mounted his love shaft. “Yes, I love it,” she groaned, as she began moving on him. “I can’t seem to get enough.” 
 
    She pushed herself up, so she was sitting erect on top of him. He was so big that it was almost painful to sit this way, but she loved the clit stimulation and how the guys always took this as permission to play with her breasts.  
 
    Caleb was no exception. He reached up to grab them. The roughness of his hands sent chills through her. She had discovered in Venice Beach that she really enjoyed having her nipples abused. As Caleb pulled on her breasts, she thrust her chest out to him, giving him open permission to do what he was doing.  
 
    As she worked his shaft below, he went to work on her nipples, pulling, twisting, yanking. Moments later, she was screaming her first release. The climax pushed through her core like a firestorm. At the beginning, he viciously yanked her nipples, sending her even deeper into the orgasm. She felt like her insides were being torn out. The pleasure exploding in all directions. 
 
    He did not seem to notice for himself, not even close to cumming. After Riley settled down, he rolled her off him, onto her stomach. Something different was what he wanted this time. He pushed four fingers into her sopping sex, to gather some lubrication. He was interested in her rear this time. 
 
    Riley grunted with the insertion of one finger. He took this as permission to proceed, following one finger with two, then three, pumping them into her back opening. Riley was thrashing on this new intrusion. 
 
    She knew what was coming next, hoping he was gentle for the start. Baku had taken her this way, but he was very gentle until he was fully inside. Then he fucked the shit out of her. Oh, it was heavenly. She pushed herself back against him, welcoming his touch. 
 
    “I’ll go slow at first, let you get used to my size,” Caleb said. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    He watched her face as he used her sex to moisten his cock head. She was tight with anticipation. Uncertain. Once his cock was moist, he pushed the head into her opening. She pushed back against him, as if trying to expel the intrusion. She knew this would do just the opposite, allow his tool the access it needed. 
 
    Her face grimaced as the enormous head pushed through her tight opening, but seemed to relax once it was in. That was his cue. He pushed in deeper. By this time, Riley was panting, feeling the pressure of his filling her so totally. Once he was all the way in, he just laid still for a bit, allowing her to adjust to the intrusion. He could see her relaxing. 
 
    Caleb pulled out slowly, back in again, beginning a rhythm. Riley’s ass was so tight, squeezing with each penetration. He was really enjoying this himself, but it was Riley’s reaction that caught his attention. She panted, moaned, then gripped him tighter. 
 
    In a soft whisper, Riley said, “Fuck me… please… harder…” 
 
    He could barely hear her. “What did you say?” 
 
    “Fuck me, God damn it. Don’t tease me.” She yelled out. “What are you waiting for?” 
 
    “That’s what I thought you said.” And that was his signal. He slammed into her, ramming his cock repeatedly. A grunt of pleasure came from her very core as her hands gripped the surrounding sheets. 
 
    “Yes… oh my God… yes.” 
 
    She was so tight. He would not last long at this pace, but he didn’t care. She needed him to be aggressive, and he was more than willing to comply. There was no sound from him as he took her ass with all the brute force he could muster. Riley was on some other level of pleasure, mewling, whimpering, moaning. He had never seen a woman go so deep. 
 
    After cumming so hard before, it surprised him she still had any left. It did not matter. He had plenty, as he pounded away. His own release came multiple minutes later. She screamed out as the spunk splashed her anal cavity, her entire body shaking as she came for a final time, collapsing on the bed under him. 
 
    Caleb rolled off her, reached for a towel to wipe himself off, and to clean her up a bit. My, we make a mess; he laughed to himself. He looked at his watch, deciding to let her stay there. She was clearly exhausted. He pulled the sheets over her beautiful body, got dressed, and pulled the truck out of the rest area. He had to make it to Salt Lake in the next 5 hours. There was plenty of time, but he had to get going.  
 
    They stayed the night in Salt Lake, sleeping in the back of the truck. He took her twice more that night. Riley, now used to what was coming, would scream her release as he took her. It amazed him how verbal she was, loud and enthusiastic. Next time, he thought, he will need to park at the far end of the lot. He didn’t want someone reporting a screaming woman in his truck. 
 
    On the way down to St. George, they did the display/invitation method twice more. The first time, Caleb took part. The second time, the trucker had a partner riding with him. They both took her at the next rest stop. Caleb just watched. He continued to be amazed how deep into the pleasure she went, especially when multiple cocks were involved. She would simply lose herself as climax after climax took control. 
 
    After only a couple of days, he was gaining some insight into Riley’s behavior. She really liked it. Caleb laughed to himself. He now accepted why she would take such risks to experience these sensations and understood why she called it an addiction. The power of her climaxes enthralled her. She wanted to experience them over and over. It seemed like the more cock she got, the more she wanted, like any powerful drug, he guessed. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    After dropping his load in St. George, Caleb had a day before picking up his next container. He tried something completely different for Riley. A real multi-cock load. He sent out a note on a truckers’ social media chat room. He had taken a picture of her in the bed, face hidden by the pillow, but her body fully exposed. He wanted to see if there was anyone in southern Utah that wanted a piece of a willing girl. 
 
    The response was overwhelming. Well over 100 truckers responded. Riley just laughed. She had gotten a similar reaction when Bailey had sent the note at the beginning of the trip. In fact, that is how she had met Caleb. 
 
    He had heard through trucker chatter how other truckers noted Riley’s presence in his cab. Two of the ‘display/invitation’ truckers had bragged about what had happened. After hearing these stories, every trucker within 100 miles wanted a piece of the girl that couldn’t get enough. Many with pictures of their waiting tools. 
 
    Riley went through the responses, discussing each with Caleb. Some guys he knew. Many you could see the flab of their belly hanging over their pics. They narrowed the list to 25, wanting to get it down to 10-15. Riley did not think she could take over 15. She thought it was just going to be group play like she had already experienced this trip… her on the bed in a cab; the guys taking her. The space limitation made more than 2-3 at a time impractical. Unless Caleb will stay for multiple hours, 10-15 was the max that could be handled. Sheer exhaustion would prevent any more. For Riley, Caleb had planned a surprise that might feed her inner slut very well.  
 
    They went back and forth, asking for more pics and some discussion, narrowing the list to 12. He sent these 12 a location he knew, off Route 9, near Virgin, Utah. It was a large grass field, relatively secluded from the road by trees. He had used it several times for a private rest area when he was too tired to continue driving. The trucks could enter the field, had plenty of room to turn around, and then could leave once they were done. 
 
    Caleb and Riley pulled into the field. Four trucks had already arrived. Two more were pulling in right behind him. The guys were waiting around, talking to each other. Caleb pulled his Kenworth around, so his front window did not face the road. Riley was already naked, of course. He told her to put some shoes on. They were going for a walk. He helped her out of the cab, walking to the growing group of guys. There were already 7 standing there and two more pulling in. More were coming. 
 
    Riley was feeling a little awkward, being the only one naked, but she knew why Caleb had done this. To break the ice for the guys. They had to know Riley was doing this of her own free will, that she was not being coerced. Caleb stood several steps behind her as she approached the group. 
 
    “Hi guys,” she said. “Glad you could come.” They stood there staring at her. “I sure am looking forward to this afternoon.” 
 
    As she spoke, she walked through the crowd, brushing up against the men, touching their arms. She had done this at the first Hollywood party, with a lot of success, so tried it again. It worked. Suddenly, all the tension in the group was gone. They all started talking at once. ‘So glad to be here.’ ‘Really looking forward to this.’ ‘You are so beautiful.’ They were mostly tongue-tied. None had experienced anything like this before. She was growing increasingly excited, her moisture noticeably dripping down her leg. 
 
    Soon, words were not the only things coming out. Some guys pulled their cocks out as she passed. Her fingers would lightly trace across them, gripping the shaft. Most were already hard. The rest nearly there. Once she started openly touching them, every guy took that as a signal to do the same. She leaned down to suck on them as she passed. Pants were dropping to the ground to allow easier access.  
 
    “You boys look ready for me. Caleb, what do you think?” She turned around to see him gone. Startled at first, then she noticed him just stepping out of his truck. 
 
    He came up to the group. “Sorry, I had to finish getting the cab ready.” 
 
    “I was just saying they look ready to go,” Riley repeated. “What do you think?” 
 
    Caleb pretended to look around, then leaned over, taking one of her nipples in his mouth. “I think you are certainly ready.” He looked around at the guys. “You think she is ready?” They started cheering and clapping. Riley turned beet red, then turned toward Caleb’s truck. She was definitely ready! 
 
    Caleb looked over at the group. “Riley and I have put all your names into a hat, then pulled them out to see what order you will go. First up are Mark, Jack, and Lucas. Are you guys here?” The three stepped up, hands stroking their rock-hard cocks. “Give me a minute to get Riley ready. Watch for my wave in the window.” 
 
    He turned toward his truck, following Riley up the steps. Even though he knew this was going to end soon, he would never tire of watching that beautiful ass go into his cabin.

  

 
   
    11 / Riley Gets Her Fill 
 
    Caleb had gone back into the truck to do some prep, securing a rope to allow him to tie Riley’s arm at the back edge. He instructed her to get on the bed, on her back, her ass hanging over the edge. He wrapped small towels around her wrists, then wrapped a rope cord around each, fastening them to the top edge of the bed.  
 
    She looked at him, almost amused. What was this supposed to do? She wondered. I was more than willing to be here. But she went along, positioning herself with her ass just off the edge, feet on the cabin floor. Caleb then bent down and did the same to her ankles. The difference this time was that he pulled her leg up, moving her right ankle right up to her right wrist, fastening them together. He repeated the process for the left ankle and wrist. 
 
    Now fully exposed over the edge of the bed, both her lower holes were on full display. It was slightly uncomfortable, because her back was bent a little, but she was a very flexible person. She quickly got used to the position. 
 
    Riley completely understood what Caleb was trying to do. And approved. He was making her holes openly available to whoever wanted them. She had tried a little bondage in the past, but never in a group setting. She trembled as the excitement of being trussed up this way seeped into her sex, the tingle of anticipation growing stronger. 
 
    Caleb reached into his driver’s bag and pulled out a bottle of lube. She gasped. When did he get that? She thought. Oh… it suddenly occurred to her. Both holes are open in this position. Just as she worried about that, the first guy stepped into the cabin, seeing her in this position. She smiled, a little embarrassed, but that did not matter to guy #1. This must be Mark, she thought. The second two followed right behind him. 
 
    Mark did no talking or warm up. He was already hard. He pulled his pants off, walked up and drove himself into her sex. She grunted softly, but then moaned as he began pushing himself into her. Mark did not stimulate her. This was pure lust for his own sake. The other two starters took their clothes off, came around to her sides. One of them tried to get his cock in her mouth, but with the odd position, this was not possible. So, he leaned over to kiss her, fondled her breasts, and waited his turn, the other doing much the same. 
 
    It was not long. Caleb was already laughing about Mark going too fast when, only a few brief minutes later, he came with a loud roar, grunting his delivery into Riley. She was right on the edge of cumming, but settled back down when Mark pulled out. Guy #2 quickly replaced him, driving his own cock in. Soon, she was cumming hard against her bonds, feeling the wave of pleasure amplified by being tied in place. 
 
    This is how it went for the first 6 guys. One would finish and then the next replaced them. She was already cumming when Guy #3 reached up to rub her clit with his thumb, being careful not to touch the other guy as he powered into her. This was what she needed; the extra touch launched her even higher. After that, the guys in line picked up that their job was to stimulate her while the guy in action took care of themselves. 
 
    Riley was in sexual nirvana, feeling the hard meat turn into streams of orgasms. She closed her eyes, giving into her bondage, allowing the pleasure to wash through her. She had felt nothing like this, being trapped into giving in, unable to resist. Climax after climax took her. 
 
    Two of the six had used her ass for their pleasure. She just wished she could have more than one at a time, even three. As if Caleb could read her mind, after #6 had cum, he stepped up and unfastened her hands and legs. 
 
    “You look like you could use a break from that position, and maybe multiples. Interested?” Caleb asked. 
 
     “Yes, I would like that very much.” 
 
    Cum was dripping out of both her holes. Caleb handed her a wet towelette. She tried to squeeze out as much cum as she could, then scrubbed herself clean as the next three came into the truck. Her face was already flush from all the cumming, but she was ready for more. So ready! 
 
    She dropped to the floor, taking handfuls of cocks, and using her mouth to bring them to full erection. Caleb directed one guy to lie on his back. She then hopped onto the bed, spreading her legs across his body, and impaled herself on his stiff rod. Her moan of pleasure permeated the cabin. The second guy stepped up to her mouth, offering his own shaft to her tender care. 
 
    This was more like it, she thought to herself. She had enjoyed the bondage but wanted more action now. Feeling the touch in both holes was heavenly. Then the third guy got up on the bed behind her, lathering his cock with lube, then pushed himself into her rear opening. She moaned around the shaft in her mouth, but no one could hear. 
 
    The three guys were now in a rhythm, tormenting her every opening with pleasure. It did not take long for her to cum, and once it started, she would barely be down from the first when another would begin. How she loved this, the constant stream of orgasms, the feeling of letting go, floating in the pleasure. It never lasted as long as she wanted. 
 
    When these three were done, another three took their place. She was cumming almost continuously for what seemed like hours as Caleb watched her twisting in orgasmic relief, her constant moaning betraying what she was feeling. 
 
    But he could tell she was close to an end, as a sheen of sweat formed across her body. She was continuing to move, but her breathing was becoming labored. She was reaching a physical limit, even if her body was still screaming for more. 
 
    Luckily, the three had reached their own limits, each cumming as she continued to moan under their torment. When the final guy pulled out, she collapsed on top of the bottom guy. He gently rolled her onto his side, stroking her hair, already soaked with sweat from her physical demands and constant cumming. 
 
    They all dressed and left. Caleb looked out the window as the last truck pulled out of the field. He reached into his bin, pulling out the box of cleaning wipes. She had cum everywhere, all over her face and chest, dripping down her legs. After 12 guys, she had become the ultimate creampie. He chuckled to himself. He cleaned her as best he could, Riley shivering as he touched sensitive parts of her, now sore from all the rubbing. 
 
    He then pulled his clothes off, laying down next to her. He didn’t really plan to take her as she lay exhausted, but he thought she could use some tender touches. He gathered her in his enormous arms, hugging her tight. Her back pressing against his chest. 
 
    “That was a full afternoon. Have fun?” he asked, as he continued holding her and stroking her hair.  
 
    She said nothing, just burrowed into his cuddle. 
 
    “You really liked the constant dick. Is that what you were looking for on this trip?” 
 
    “Yes,” was all she could get out. After a few more breaths, she continued, “I loved it. This afternoon was fantastic.” 
 
    “Glad we could provide what you needed,” Caleb chuckled. He could see the memories of pleasure coursing through her, as her body shook with the remembered orgasms. 
 
    She rolled over to face him, pulling his face to hers, kissing him deeply. “Thank you,” she said. “You made this possible. I will always remember you, and what you did for me.” 
 
    She reached down to stroke his shaft. All the cuddling had made him hard again, but he did not want to press her. He would let her choose the direction, allowing her to continue stroking. 
 
    “It was my pleasure. Riley, I don’t think I have ever seen a woman that so loved cock as you did this afternoon. It was fun to watch.” 
 
    “Glad I could entertain…” she said, as she moved her other hand to stroke him, with more purpose this time. 
 
    He shifted to lie on his back, allowing her free access. Riley got up on her knees, between his legs, and took him fully down her throat. After all that cock this afternoon, she had no trouble swallowing his entire shaft. 
 
    “We chose well,” she said. “They were all nice and treated me well. After Tyler, I thought we would get at least one or two difficult guys in the mix.” 
 
    Caleb shook his head in agreement. “Maybe having me stand over you like an avenging angel helped keep them well behaved.” It was all he could do to get that phrase out, as Riley went to serious work on his tool. The sucking sound now filling the cabin, but sucking was not what she had in mind. Riley crawled up onto his body, pushing herself down onto his raging tool. She sighed deeply as he fully penetrated. 
 
    “Oh my God, that feels good. None of them had a cock as good as yours.” 
 
    She rotated her hips, moving his rod inside her, trying to maximize his pleasure. He moaned with the sudden change, grabbing her hips to press himself higher inside. He could see the pleasure on her face, but she was laser focused on his needs only. She would cum anyway, he knew that, so he laid back, allowing her to service him. 
 
    “How I love your tool…” she went on, “the way you fill me… I want to reward you for allowing me to experience my pleasure this afternoon.” 
 
    Her hips were now moving back and forth rapidly, teasing his cockhead deep inside her. He thrust up, driving himself deeper. This hip movement was providing exceptional stimulation. His balls constricted as he saw the acknowledgment on her face. 
 
    Caleb pushed up hard, spilling a load that had built up over his watching the action all afternoon. She followed right behind, screaming out her release as she felt his spunk splash inside. 
 
    Riley finally collapsed on his chest, the full exhaustion of the afternoon now taking her in its grip. He gently rolled her to his side, holding her closely in his arms.

  

 
   
    12 / All Good Things Must End 
 
    Riley’s breathing finally settled into a gentle rhythm, well on her way to a deep sleep. He edged himself out from under her, pushing her up on the pillow and covered her with the blanket. 
 
    He sat at his workstation, reviewing his load options. He had agreed to one heading further south, to Flagstaff, but was considering whether he wanted to stay with Riley a little longer. He had been having the best sex of his life. But he had a girlfriend and a life in Missoula. Leaving all that behind would not happen. In the end, he concluded he would need to send her on to the next ride. 
 
    He left her on the bed, pulling out of the field, on to the next pickup. She didn’t even stir, as he attached the container to his hitch, stopped to refuel and picked up some food for them both. 
 
    When he came back with the food, a full two hours had gone by since they left the field. Riley was sitting on the bed, still naked, trying to shake the sleep out of her head. The exhaustion was still in her eyes, just not as intense. He chuckled to himself. True to her word, she had promised to stay naked in the cabin. He pulled the table down, set the food out, then delivered the bad news. 
 
    “I have really enjoyed our time together, Riley, but my next load is taking me further south. You are going to need to find a new ride.” 
 
    Riley knew this was coming, but she was hoping their time together would last a little longer. She shook her head in understanding. “What do you recommend?” 
 
    “Did any of the guys that took part this afternoon look interesting?” 
 
    She shook her head no. Nothing exceptional. 
 
    “I’ll send around another trucker chat to see if anyone is heading your way.” He pulled his phone over to tap. “Where you headed?” 
 
    “I had originally wanted to go through the national parks, like Zion and Bryce, on up to Arches, but not sure I have time now. I am already into week three. Let’s just find a ride back north. I can see the parks another time.” 
 
    Caleb sent the chat. Word of Riley had spread through the chat room. The replies came back quickly. Looks like there is a Sergio headed north. He is doing I-15 up to Salt Lake, then I-80 west. Here is another guy, Chuck, south to Vegas for the first day, but then has a load to Sacramento, plans to travel up US-95. Here’s another guy, Lucas, who is going all the way back to Boise.  
 
    Riley went through the replies and decided Lucas was the best choice. Getting a hitch back from Boise to Portland should be easy. They agreed to meet at the Pilot truck stop off I-15 in St. George. 
 
    The trip to the truck stop was mostly quiet. Neither really wanted to raise the emotional baggage created during their time together. Riley put her clothes on, gathered her stuff into her backpack, then waited for the stop. 
 
    As Caleb pulled in, he looked for Lucas’ white Peterbilt, seeing it on the far side. He pulled up close, helped Riley get out of the cab, hugged her fiercely, then walked away. The beginning of tears in her eyes was more than he could take. 
 
    Riley understood, turning toward the big man getting out of the Peterbilt. She walked toward him, a little tentatively, finally asking, “Are you Lucas?” 
 
    “Yes I am,” Lucas said. “Glad to meet you…” She started to introduce herself, but he waved her off. “No introduction needed for you, babe. Every trucker in southern Utah knows about you now. I was sure happy you picked me for the ride home. My cock could use some good servicing.” 
 
    Riley winced at his crude words but saw the truth in them. Just because Caleb didn’t describe it so crudely, doesn’t mean it wasn’t true. “I hope to be of service,” she said, bowing with a royal arm gesture of servitude. This really set Lucas laughing. 
 
    “Babe, we are going to have some fun. Hop on in.” 
 
    She barely got into the truck before he was all over her. This would not be the gentle dominance of Caleb. She had hitched her next ride with a Tyler-act-alike. He pushed her toward the back, pushing her shirt over her head. She did not resist, just gave herself to his control, helping him get her pants off. 
 
    “Yes, from what I hear, you will let me fuck you any way I want. Is that true?” He was already stiff down below. His cock popping out as he yanked his own pants off. She just nodded her head. He smiled, pushing her back onto the bed, and rammed himself in. There was no warmup, no discussion, no getting wet. She winced at the discomfort, laying back to allow him to use her body. 
 
    This was straight missionary style, the man getting what he needed. She laid there, feeling him thrust inside her. The excitement of the act was completely missing. She was, indeed, servicing him. Moments later, he grunted loudly and deposited his spunk inside. Once he was done, he got up, not even wiping himself off, pulled his pants on. He looked at her with a smirk and got back in the driver’s seat, turning on his engine. 
 
    “I set up a little rendezvous with some friends just north of Ogden, tomorrow afternoon,” he said. “We will really show you a good time there.” 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Riley didn’t really know how to respond. She just nodded yes. After the pleasure of the last three weeks, she knew the end of the trip would not be as much fun. Kind of like the last few times with Billie in Venice Beach. She was going through the motions, but without the joy she felt at the beginning. She instinctively knew something about Lucas. He didn’t care about her at all. She was just a hole willing to spread her legs for him. 
 
    That she really was that person just made her sad. The great times she had with Bailey and Caleb had left her full of the joy of sex, and the prospects of receiving so much pleasure. Now she knew that hitching with Lucas had moved her back to whore territory. In Lucas’ world, any woman willing to open her legs like Riley was just a whore, to be used as the man saw fit. 
 
    The rare gift that she offered, which was recognized by both Bailey and Caleb, was completely lost on an idiot like Lucas. Still, she had committed to this leg of the journey and would follow it through, no matter how she felt about it. 
 
    Twice in the five-hour drive to Salt Lake, the location for his first drop, Lucas pulled over to avail himself of Riley’s servicing. The first time, he took her like he did the first time. Slam, bam, thank you Ma’am, was the phrase that kept rolling through her mind. 
 
    The second time, he had planned to meet another friend in a rest area. This friend was a little more tender than Lucas, but the same result. Riley really did service him very well, even came a couple times, but the joy was gone. She thought about getting out of his truck at the Salt Lake drop. Even considered grabbing a flight from Salt Lake to Portland. 
 
    In the end, she followed through with her agreement to Lucas. She wanted to get one last group session before the end of her Tour. She just hoped they would not be as unpleasant as Lucas. 
 
    Riley spent a lot of time on the trip to Ogden looking at her phone, trying to find people like her… women with a taste for sex. Nymphomania was the phrase that came up frequently. But that had taken on negative anti-woman overtones, along with other old-fashioned phrases like ‘hysteria’ and ‘vapors’. ‘Hyper-sexuality’ was apparently the modern term. Riley actually liked that one. She was, without question, ‘hyper-sexual’. 
 
    The only real question for her was if it mattered. Was this like beauty being in the beholder’s eye? Was one person’s hyper-sexuality another’s normal sexual desire? She was way outside normal. She understood that. Every guy she met in her group play immediately understood how different she was, especially her ability to have multiple orgasms in a single session. She would often cum so frequently that it felt like one constant stream. 
 
    As they drove toward Ogden, she wondered what her last foursome was going to be like. Lucas had apparently arranged for 3 new truckers to join them. She knew all three holes were going to be filled repeatedly, that much was clear. How bad could it be?

  

 
   
    13 / The Last Trucker Romp 
 
    Lucas seemed as excited as Riley. He had made all the arrangements and felt like a ringleader. Her presence in his cab gave him incredible power among his fellow truckers. 
 
    He was proud about all the planning he had put into the session. He knew about a field just north of Ogden, off the Willard Bay Reservoir, that was well hidden from the highway with plenty of room for several trucks to park and turn around. 
 
    The main part of the plan was to move the trucks, so they surround a patch of grass. They needed more room than his cab could offer, so he planned to spread a tarp in the center of the trucks, use top bunk mattresses to create their own little playroom, all out in the open. It would be so cool, he thought, to hold his orgy in the open air. 
 
    And Riley seemed more than willing to go along. He had not discussed the plans with her because she clearly would do whatever he wanted. He was certainly planning to put that concept to the test. 
 
    When they pulled into the field north of Ogden, one truck was already there. He expected the others to follow shortly. He knew all three guys and did not expect any cancelations. One of the three was huge, at least six-three. He should be able to give this slut all the ride she wants. He laughed to himself. 
 
    Riley looked at the other truck in the field and knew this was it. Funny how different situations can be. This same scenario had played out near St. George, but then, Caleb had filled her with excitement and desire to play. Maybe he had gotten her into the mood with his constant talking about it and fucking all the way there. She was so ready the last time, when the guys finally arrived, she was almost cumming before the first cock touched her. 
 
    This time was vastly different. Lucas hardly spoke to her at all on the trip to Ogden. He took her a few times, on the cabin mattress… she could not think of it any other way… but the session was so focused on him she only occasionally came, or even enjoyed herself. Worse, they had hidden the planning for the entire gathering from her. Wondering why he would hide it like this made her extremely nervous. She even asked him about it. He seemed surprised that she cared, but gave no further explanation. 
 
    In their all-of-two days together, she had an assessment of Lucas now… self-centered, potentially abusive, complete ass. Yes, she was sure she had a good read on him. She hoped the guys coming to the session wouldn’t be like him… would they? Her earlier experiences had been excellent. She decided to let things ride. Too many people have seen her with him for there to be a genuine risk of physical harm. The rest she could handle. 
 
    They both got out of the truck. She walked into the middle so the other truckers could see her. Lucas went over to his trunk and pulled out a tarp. Two other trucks were just pulling into the field, forming a circle around where Riley stood. The other trucker came in, introduced himself as Antonio, then went back to his truck, pulling out a mattress. She had been around trucks awhile now. It looked like a top bunk mattress. Each of the other truckers also came bearing a similar mattress. They arranged the mattresses on top of the tarp Lucas had placed at the center of the trucks.  
 
    And there it was. The play space. The guys standing beside it were typical of what she now thought of as the ‘trucker look’. They all had strong upper bodies, but were a little thick around the middle. Caleb was the only one she had met that did not have that same build. 
 
    The other two truckers came over to introduce themselves. One was Max, the other Manny. She was already mentally calling them M&M! All three seemed genuinely nice to Riley. How a jerk like Lucas could have friends like this was beyond her understanding. 
 
    “So, take your clothes off, slut,” Lucas yelled at her. She could see the other guys visibly flinching at his tone. 
 
    “Hey, man,” Manny said, pointing at Lucas. “No need to be an asshole.” He turned toward Riley. “Are you ready to get started?” 
 
    Riley smiled at him and nodded her head. She knew it, thankfully! Only one jerk here. She pulled off her top. They all whooped, arms pumping in the air, like they had just won the lottery. Riley chuckled to herself. In one sense, they had. They had won a rare chance at a woman who genuinely loved sex. One who will do whatever they wanted. 
 
    Before she could get her pants off, they were all over her. Four sets of hands grabbing, caressing, and pulling. Now, this was her element. Antonio grabbed her in his arms and gently placed her in the middle of the play space, onto the three bunk mattresses. 
 
    Antonio placed her in the middle, spread her legs wide, and pushed his tongue into her sex. She shrieked with the sudden sensation, laughing as M&M took to her breasts. They were lapping at her nipples aggressively, but not painfully. She wondered what Lucas was doing. He had apparently stepped aside to allow the other guys to have a turn, but she knew that would not last. 
 
    As Antonio’s tongue drove her higher, Lucas was there with his cock in her face. All gentleness was gone as he thrust down her throat. She didn’t mind. Something about the mix of deep pleasure from below and roughness from above set her sexual engine ablaze. Her first orgasm came moments later as she thrashed under the torment of his tongue. 
 
    After Antonio felt Riley come down from her climax, he got up on top of her, his cock finding a warm and welcoming path inside. She groaned deeply at the penetration. The problem was his height. He was so tall that his mouth was almost swallowing Lucas. He pulled out of her, laid on his back, then rolled her on top of him. She grabbed a hold and pushed him inside again. This new position left her free to suck on cocks and, hopefully, taken in the ass. 
 
    Lucas stepped up to replace his cock in her mouth and Riley pointed at the lube on the tarp for Max, using her hands to spread her ass cheeks, inviting him to take her there. 
 
    Max was more than willing. He grabbed the lube, lathered it on himself, then slowly pushed himself into her back opening. Max and Antonio quickly found a rhythm, using her moaning as a guide to drive harder and faster. This threesome went on for several minutes before Lucas gave Riley his first offering. Manny replaced him in her mouth, and the cadence of movement began again. 
 
    This rotating dance of entry, exit, and cumming continued for the better part of two hours, as each of the guys took her in about every way they could imagine. It did not take long for them to discover. When Riley said anything they wanted, she meant it. 
 
    As the sun set in the west, exhaustion set in for them all. One by one, each of the guys pulled back, unable to continue. They had all cum multiple times, but Riley could go on a lot longer. She whimpered when the last guy withdrew, the frustration too obvious for all. No amount would ever be enough. As they all stood around her, she sat in the center, cum dripping out of both holes and all over her face and chest.  
 
    “Shit, woman,” Antonio burst out. “We been doing this for hours and that’s still not enough?” He threw his hands up in the air, disgust written all over his face. He nudged her off his bunk mattress, grabbed clothes off the pile and headed for his truck. He turned toward Lucas. “Thanks man. Been fun.” Then hopped into his cab and Riley could hear the engine revving as he pulled out. The other three just watched it go. 
 
    “Looks like we are all done now,” Manny said, looking at Riley. “My dear, it has been fun, but we can’t keep up with no nympho.” He grabbed his own clothes and mattress, following Antonio back onto the road.  
 
    Only Max and Lucas remained. Max was the only gentleman of the bunch. He reached down, gave her a light hug, trying to avoid the ever-present spunk. He also walked to his truck, but he returned with several towels, helping her get cleaned up. His was the last mattress, so Riley stood up, allowing him to finish the cleaning, both of her and the mattress. 
 
    Max looked at her as he finished. “Had fun, my dear. The most fun I ever had in bed. Have a safe trip home.” He nodded to Lucas, then left as well. 
 
    Finally, it was only Lucas and Riley. She was still standing naked on his tarp. He looked at her with a shake of his head. “Bitch, you are a piece of work,” roughly pushing her off his tarp. He rolled it up, placed it back into his truck carrier. 
 
    He then did something totally unexpected. He walked around to the passenger side, pulled Riley’s backpack off the floor, and then threw it on the ground. Without another word, he walked around to the driver’s side, got up into the cab, fired the engine, then pulled away, leaving Riley by herself naked in the field. 
 
    The shock of this sudden change caught her completely by surprise. She sat down on the grass and cried. The frustration of the sudden stop, the open disgust displayed by the guys and her own mixed emotions came pouring out in tears, as open sobbing left her totally spent.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    Once her crying was over, she knew it was time to go home. Physically and emotionally, she had come to the end of her trip. She dressed, tried to straighten her hair as much as possible, but she could still feel globs of cum stuck there. 
 
    She walked out on the road to hitch a ride to the I-15 ramp near Hot Springs Raceway. Luckily, it only took her two rides to get all the way back to Portland. One trucker took her to Boise. Another, all the way to Portland. There was no sex involved in either ride. After the sobbing in the field, she was not sure another round was even possible. 
 
    The last trucker was a pleasant gentleman, close to retirement, who spoke endlessly about his wife, his grandkids, how he was so looking forward to a life not on the road. Riley’s sense of humor was back for a return engagement, and they were laughing and joking all the way to Portland. He was so nice; he actually went out of his way to drop her in front of her apartment building.  
 
    As she looked back on the trip, she wondered whether she should rethink the whole annual ‘Debauchery Tour’ plan. She got all the dick she wanted, but the emotional toll was significant. Being abandoned in that field by a jerk like Lucas left her feeling empty and questioning of her life choices. Things could have gone so much worse, she decided. 
 
    Maybe she could find another way to feed her needs. How would she do that? Join a swinger’s club in Portland? Permanently move to Hollywood where she could find this widely available? Or move to another city where access would be wider? 
 
    None of these really appealed to her. The main reason was that she would miss her family and friends in Portland. This hidden part of her life was not something she really wanted to turn into a lifestyle.  
 
    Deep inside, however, she knew another reason… her age. She knew that her being young, attractive, and willing was an incredible combination for finding players. As she got older, she suspected that would become more difficult. If she built her life around this activity, it would be a relatively brief life. Especially in California. The ever-present drugs and constant flow of new young people would make her old before she reached 30. 
 
    Riley knew she needed to have a regular life and feed her inner demons at the same time. Ignoring them would not work. Giving herself over to them full-time would not work either. How could she have her proverbial cake and eat it, too? 
 
    Months went by as she got back into her routine in Portland. She returned to working at the bar, moving over to bar tend instead of wait staff, began attending family dinners and birthdays like she had done before, even started dating a little. 
 
    Every few months, she would get a call from Hollywood to return to a new party. She loved those, but wondered how long they would last. While they did… the pleasure… OMG!! Oh, yes, she loved those. 
 
    In the end, Riley decided the Debauchery Tour concept was a brilliant answer to her challenge. It was risky, no question about that. Things could go horribly wrong quickly. Yet, the pull of multiple cocks was strong. She was confident she could manage the risk, if not eliminate it altogether, by being careful and staying away from dangerous areas. 
 
    Whether the risk could actually BE controlled was beyond her knowledge, but maybe part of the thrill was the risk. Giving up control was a major part of her fix. 
 
    By New Year’s Eve, she was already planning for her next trip. Three locations remained on her list. First up was Texas, especially Houston and the Gulf, maybe a side trip to New Orleans. The combination of big cities and rough cowboys had great appeal. Florida was next. Miami was a big city, but she thought Key West would be the place to end up. Last, New England, especially Boston.  
 
    All had promise as places to see and as a place for getting her next Debauchery fix. Need to get to planning… 
 
    THE END
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Beth Wants to Watch (Book 1)
Beth Wants Submission (Book 2) 
 
    ‘The Hitchhiker’ series: Riley was bored with school. She decided to become a hitchhiker. Maybe, if she’s lucky, she’ll get laid on the trip. It started with California. She had so much fun, she started calling it her ‘debauchery tour’. So much, she decided to do a new trip every year!
Hitchhiking to Venice Beach: First Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 1)
Hitchhiking with Truckers: Second Stop on the Debauchery Tour (Book 2)
Ranch Hands Love Riley: The Debauchery Tour Comes to Texas (Book 3) 
 
    Rapture at the Supper Club: CJ and Ingrid had moved to a new city to get a fresh start. The Smithfield Supper Club looked like where the movers & shakers could be found. Little did they know that business was not what they were moving & shaking. 
Rapture at the Supper Club: A Wife Sharing / BDSM Romance 
 
    Given to the Doms: My heart was pounding so hard I was having trouble concentrating. I loved to serve my Mistress, but this was more than I had originally envisioned. You see, I was to be the offering for the evening. She was giving me to a group of Doms.
Given to the Doms: A BDSM Tale of Submission 
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