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    Prologue 
 
    The holiday season was finally over, and Riley was relieved. She liked her new gig as a bartender; much better than waiting tables, that’s for sure. But the day-after-day of intense holiday partying wears down even the most dedicated barkeep. 
 
    This was her first holiday season behind the counter. Now that she had a chance to reflect, it was not bad. The people were demanding, but not unreasonable and the pay was better. In fact, the best thing about the bartender’s job was that she made enough money to fund her next hitchhiking adventure. 
 
    Her first trip was hitchhiking to Venice Beach in California two years ago. The trip turned out vastly different from her original plan. She had gone to California to hang on the beach, do some people watching and, maybe, if she was lucky, get laid. At 22, she was hoping to expand her worldliness in that one area. 
 
    She had heard that Venice was a wild place with lots of interesting people. That did not describe anyone she knew in Portland, so the trip might be a new beginning, she thought. An opportunity for her to let loose, take some risks, and just have fun. 
 
    What happened, however, was totally unexpected. She met a guy named Billie on her first night in town. He came back to her hotel, and they had the roughest sex she had ever experienced. The surprise was how her body reacted. She simply loved it! Every ounce of her being was on fire. She had always enjoyed sex, but this was something entirely different. She came hard and often. Riley wanted more, much more. 
 
    And that was just the beginning. On the second day, she moved in with Billie and his two roommates. From that day until she left four weeks later, not a day went by she wasn’t filled with multiple cocks. The roommates, Bako and Mateo, found in Riley a willing participant in every fantasy they could muster. Everything from multiple partners to anal sex drove her deeper into the sexual release she now craved. 
 
    The high point was a party on her last weekend in town. Hollywood actors and executives filled her with cock after cock. Someone regularly filled all three holes at the same time. The orgasms came so often that Riley thought of it as a stream of constant cumming, floating through one giant climax. 
 
    But it was Bako that drove her crazy. He had a cock the size of a pipe, stamina like no one she had ever known, and the skill to use that incredible tool. Almost every night, he would take her into his bedroom and fuck her until she struggled to catch her breath from the constant cumming. Sometimes Mateo would join them to further intensify the sensations. 
 
    It became her daily Venice routine for almost four weeks. Every morning, Riley would walk around Venice, see the sights, walk the beach, and enjoy the quirky people until just after lunch. She would then go back to the apartment where Billie would recruit guys to give Riley the cock she craved for most of the afternoon. Then Bako and Mateo would take over every evening. She became absolutely addicted to the sex and cumming. 
 
    Much later, she came to understand sex was like any drug. In moderation, it can be fun. When it takes over your being, the drug becomes a major problem. But she didn’t care. Like any addict, she just needed her next fix. Venice Beach was at that stage for Riley.  
 
    All good things must end, however. They call it debauchery for a reason, she often chuckled to herself. The lack of emotional connection and an attempted rape left her burned out. The last few Billie sessions were taking her deeper into this emotional morass. 
 
    Her brother, Dan, called during her last week in Venice. Shocked at the way she looked, he left Portland, came down to Venice, tracked her cell phone and caught her in the middle of a session with a cock in all three holes. He ended up punching one guy who refused to move off her. 
 
    The drive home with Dan was strained, but she now knew he brought much-needed realism back into her life. After talking all the way back to Portland, and through reflection since, Riley concluded it could not go on forever. She had already reached a limit at the end of the four weeks. Still, she craved for the release. Like an alcoholic that longs for the taste of Scotch on their tongue, she yearned for one more climax to explode inside her. 
 
    Luckily, the Hollywood group supplied a little relief. They paid for her to come back every few months to be at the center of their cock stream, but the rest of her life was too boring for words. She was sure that Portland had people that would do her like they did in Venice, swinging groups or kink clubs, but she knew if she gave into her desires all the time, it would eventually consume her. 
 
    For the next 8 months, Riley just stewed, masturbated occasionally, and languished in her lifeless existence. In the middle of all this boredom, a germ of an idea took root. She could do a trip every year, fuck as much as she wanted, with a fixed time limit, then come home. Riley saw what she came to call the ‘Debauchery Tour’ as a model for future efforts. She loved the sex, wanted to have it all the time, but knew that was not possible for valid reasons. 
 
    In her mind, she started comparing it to riding a roller coaster. Dropping 100 feet from a cliff would not be fun, but dropping 100 feet in a roller coaster was a great thrill. By setting a fixed time limit and being careful about where she goes, she hoped the ‘Debauchery Tour’ would allow her as much cock as she could get with the risk being controlled to a reasonable level. 
 
    By that summer, she had worked out a plan for an annual trip. She would hitchhike to a destination and try to score along the way. While she was at it, she would see the country, meet some interesting people and, hopefully, get fucked as much as her holes could tolerate. 
 
    The plan was simple. Work out a general destination, like Utah or Texas, Florida or Boston, hitch in that direction and see what happens; all the while staying flexible about where she ended up. Eyes on the prize, she would laugh to herself. The goal was humping, not sightseeing. 
 
    For her second ‘Debauchery Tour’, she tried Utah. This time, she intended to visit the national parks that peppered the state and see what happens. After being picked up by a gentle long-haul trucker from Alabama, however, she never made it to a park. Instead, she hitchhiked with truckers for the whole four weeks. It didn’t take long before she was being passed from trucker to trucker. 
 
    She got her cock fix that month! One guy even arranged for a gangbang near St. George, where twelve truckers gathered to give her exactly what she wanted. That was so good! She came and came. The memory of that driver, Caleb, his lovely tool, and the drivers that came to deliver for her always set her sex on fire. 
 
    But like Venice Beach, the three weeks of fun ended with her making a terrible driver pick. This guy forced her to service him… she could not think of it in any other way… and then abandoned her in a field north of Ogden, after giving her to a group of like-minded truckers. She liked rough sex, took part actively with these guys, and came repeatedly. Still, it left her feeling empty and ashamed of her choices. By the time Portland was on the horizon again, she swore the Tour model was broken for good. 
 
    Now, after the large money haul of the holiday season, and her growing need for sexual release, the Debauchery Tour concept was back for a new visit. Surely, she could control the risk by being more careful in her choices, or not being so willing to give in to whoever wanted her, or shortening the time on the Tour. 
 
    Truth was, Riley so wanted to be at the center of a sea of cock again, that none of the negatives mattered any longer. She brushed aside these concerns and focused on the how, what, when, and where. She knew the why. Indeed, she knew exactly why. Texas was now firmly in her sights. There must be some cowboys that could satisfy her needs.

  

 
   
    1 / Getting There is Easy 
 
    Her brother, Dan, went ballistic when he found out she was going to do another hitchhiking trip. He had to save her from the first one. The way she talked about Utah, he knew the second wasn’t a winner, either.  
 
    “What are you waiting for? Some guy to strangle you and leave you dead on the side of the road?” The tone of outrage was unmistakable. 
 
    “That’s not going to happen, Dan,” she said. “I now have some experience at this, after two long trips. I think I can make good choices about who to ride with and how to control the risk.” Left unsaid, for her, was her growing confidence in being able to select guys that would satisfy the REAL reason for the trip. 
 
    Dan might suspect sex was on her mind, but did not dare bring it up after the last time he caught her thrashing in orgasmic bliss while stuffed with three cocks in California. That image now burned in his brain forever. His own sister! Shit… Yes, her behavior shocked him, but he was more concerned about her safety. It took little imagination to build a scenario where a 24-year-old young woman gets caught up in a situation she cannot control and it goes very bad, very quickly.  
 
    For 2-3 months, he peppered her with these potential outcomes. Riley would not relent. Since she could not tell him the real reason she was going, her professed ‘wanting to see the country’ excuse just seemed ridiculous. 
 
    And now Texas! For God’s sake, he said one time. That’s 1,900 miles away, and that’s just to the western half of the state! Even with that, she would ride through some of the most desolate land in the country. Barren and exposed. They could bury her in some patch of desert, he exclaimed in frustration, and no one would even know she was gone until the family missed her months later. 
 
    Eventually, he gave up trying to convince her not to go and began working on the safest routes, and kept sending her websites and books on safe hitchhiking. He knew there was a tremendous risk. At 24, Riley was drop-dead gorgeous. She had sandy brown hair that hung mid-back. Her green eyes simply sparkled and her smile could melt the Arctic. Her breasts were ‘perky’, not large, but they were bigger than you typically see on a small, slender frame. Worse, he knew she was only five-two, unable to defend herself. And judging from what he saw in Venice, she knew how to use those assets to attract the worst kinds of guys. Yes, indeed, there was genuine risk. 
 
    But he knew his sister well. Knew he could not dissuade her once she set her mind on something. Rather than alienate her altogether, he changed his tack, encouraging safety and connectivity… make sure you carry your phone all the time, check in frequently, assuring her they would call the highway patrol if she did not check in every few days. 
 
    Riley understood her brother’s concerns and appreciated that it came from his love for her. But she also knew he had seen the real reason for the trip and was probably resisting, so he would not have to come and save her again. Their relationship would probably not survive another view of her with cocks in all holes. She finally agreed to his conditions, all very reasonable and asked him to take her to the Love’s truck stop on I-84 when it came time to leave.  
 
    By late May, she had mapped out a route to Texas. She would do I-84 to Utah, then weave south to Albuquerque, I-40 to Amarillo and then see what ride she could get. Once in Texas, she was open to wherever the next ride took her. 
 
    The week before she left in early June, on the chance he might be in the area, she called Bailey’s work cell. Bailey was the long-haul trucker from Alabama who introduced her to the truckers last summer. He picked her up near Portland, then took her down through Bend and into Idaho. They ended up sleeping together several times until he had to return south and dropped her off to ride with Caleb. 
 
    “Well, this is a surprise. How ya’ doin’, hon?” Bailey answered. She could hear the truck noise in the background. 
 
    “Where are you?” she asked. 
 
    “Heading south through Oklahoma. Hauling steel pipes to a field in east Texas, then home, I’m afraid. I was in northern California just last week. What’s on your mind?” 
 
    “I am heading out on my annual trip,” she paused for a moment, remembering the tender moments they shared in his truck cabin. “You know the one.” She could hear him chuckling in the background. 
 
    “Yes, I do.” 
 
    “Giving Texas a go this time, see Houston, maybe do a stopover in New Orleans before coming back.” 
 
    “That’s a long journey, my dear. Gotta be over 2,000 miles or more, one way.” 
 
    “I made good money this year. I may hitch down and then fly back. Haven’t decided yet. I was wondering if you could hook me up with a trucker going that way?” 
 
    “With play or without?” She could see his wide grin in her mind. Bailey knew about the Debauchery Tour. He was her first cock on the last one and knew what she was intending when he dropped her off to ride with Caleb. In their miles together, she had talked about her annual Tour. 
 
    “For now, I just want to get there. If something happens, well, you know me. I would never turn down an attractive offer. But for now, I just want to eat up some miles.” 
 
    “You know, I still occasionally hear chatter about your last Tour. Some guy named Lucas likes to brag about a group thing in a field near Ogden.” 
 
    “Please don’t call him. That guy was a first-class jerk. My one mistake that trip. I played with him and three friends, then they abandoned me, naked, in that field. Luckily, he left my clothes on the ground before he left. No, not him. Let’s not give my name and just say you have a friend looking for a ride. Would that work?” 
 
    “Sure, I can do that. When and where?” 
 
    “I plan to leave next Monday from the Troutdale Love’s off I-84.” 
 
    “I know the one. I’ll ask for a hitcher, not telling them you are the gorgeous creature I know. They can discover that on their own.” His chuckling at his joke warmed her heart. He really was a great guy. 
 
    “Wish you were going to be in the area this trip,” she laughed. “I sure miss our conversations and… well… other things, too.” 
 
    “I remember it well. You certainly warmed this old man’s… heart!” His laughter was now full throated. “You never know. I have a home stand next week, then we’ll see what the broker has available. Might just find my way through Texas this trip.” 
 
    “I’d like that,” she said. “And not to sleep in the top bunk, either.” This brought Bailey to another round of laughter as they both recalled his initial nervousness about this beautiful young woman in his cab. He had to get some sleep, so pulled down the top bunk to offer her an alternative sleeping arrangement. Then she shocked him by asking if he really wanted her to sleep on the top bunk by herself, the offer unmistakable. She smiled to herself, recalling how quickly he got over his nerves. 
 
    When the laughter died down, “I’ll see what I can find. Will send you a text with the driver and truck info if anything shows up.” 
 
    “Thanks, Bailey. Be safe, okay?” 
 
    “I will. Same to you. Hope you find what you’re looking for.” 
 
    “Me, too.”

  

 
   
    2 / Back to Utah 
 
    Only a few hours went by before Bailey sent her the details for a ride. A driver named Max, in a late model Peterbilt, could get her all the way to I-15 in Utah. He may even go as far south as Albuquerque, but his broker had not sent him the final details. If not, he promised to help her get more rides south. Bailey reminded her it gets boiling the further south she goes. Take water, sunscreen, and a hat. She thanked him. 
 
    Dan took her to the truck stop, wishing her safe return. “Be careful, okay?” he implored. “Don’t get carried away this time. We want you to come back to us.” 
 
    “I will,” she said, hugging him back. “Don’t worry. Now that I am tapped into the trucker community, I can go a long way in relative safety.” She naturally left out the part about traveling with a bed in the back, as Dan drove off and she went looking for Max. 
 
    Bailey wasn’t kidding about the late model Peterbilt. Max’s truck was a brand-new, bright red 579. It reminded her of Caleb’s truck. Caleb kept his polished to a shine. Max clearly felt the same way. 
 
    Riley was now in her ‘hitchhiker’ garb: cargo shorts, baggy shirt, tall socks, and hiking boots. Her hair was in a ponytail that she tucked inside the shirt. The old backpack stuffed with her usual assortment of supplies. There was no way she could hide her feminine charms completely. She chuckled to herself, but she didn’t want them to be on prominent display either. 
 
    She walked up to the truck, knocking on the door. Nothing happened. He clearly wasn’t inside. 
 
    “Can I help you?” a man asked her, walking up to the truck. He was an older man, 60s she thought. Big guy, like most truckers she knew, but this guy was huge across. Had to weigh 350-400 pounds.  
 
    “I’m looking for Max.” 
 
    “I’m Max.” 
 
    “My name is Riley. I am hitching to Texas and a friend told me you might give me a ride.” 
 
    “You’re the ‘guy’ Bailey mentioned?” he said, using air quotes to emphasize she was definitely not a guy. 
 
    “I asked him not to say I was a woman. Did not want to drive rides away.” 
 
    “You’re a pretty one, aren’t ya?” 
 
    “Well, thank you, but I am just looking for a ride.” 
 
    “Okay, hop on in. I’ve taken care of my business… if you don’t mind my saying… fueled up and ready to go.” 
 
    Riley went around to the passenger side and, with practiced ease, hopped into the seat. She turned to look at the cabin and could not stop the shocked look on her face. It looked like a spaceship! From the digital readouts to the rounded corners, microwave and large TV, it was the finest truck she had ever seen. 
 
    “Nice…” was all she could say. 
 
    “She’s a beaut, ain’t she?” Max said, beaming with pride. “I’ve only got 40,000 miles on her. It still smells like a new truck!” 
 
    “I’ve hitched in a lot of trucks,” she said. “This may be the most beautiful one I have ever seen. So modern…” 
 
    “Cool look, huh? I chose it because I needed a larger bed,” laughingly shaking his ample belly. “I needed the room.” 
 
    Riley laughed along. “This certainly has all the comforts of home.” 
 
    “I spend more time here than I do at home. I run out of Tucson, but my wife passed a few years back. Most of the time, I stay on the road.” 
 
    “Sorry to hear about that.” 
 
    “It’s okay. She was a good woman. She used to ride with me after the kids moved out. Got some kind of infection the Docs couldn’t tame. She went fast without a lot of pain.” 
 
    The sorrow on his face was obvious, but Riley could tell he was all teared-out. He had come to terms with his loss. 
 
    “Let’s get going. Need to be in Albuquerque in three days.” 
 
    “You’re going all the way to Albuquerque? That’s great news.” 
 
    “Bailey told me Texas was your plan.”  
 
    “I’m actually heading for Houston, but I wanted to take the New Mexico route, never been that far down. Care for some company?” 
 
    “I sleep in the truck. Not much privacy.”  
 
    “I don’t mind. I’ve slept in plenty of top bunks.” 
 
    “Okay, then let’s go. I want to get to Twin Falls before the next break. Will rest up there, then down to Ogden for the overnight. Work for you?” 
 
    “Let’s go. This thing is like riding in an RV. Should be fun.” 
 
    “And quiet too,” he chimed in. “Peterbilt spent a lot of time getting the aerodynamics just right. I have spent most of my career in Kenworth’s, but when they came out with this redesigned 579, I just had to have one. Love my baby, here.” He patted on the dashboard like a good pet. 
 
    Riley chuckled. “Let’s see how it rides,” she said enthusiastically. She wondered how long it would take before he started asking the hitchhiker questions. She had found early on 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. 
 
    Max was no different. After the first question, like a learned response, she gave him the pitch. She had brushed it up for this trip. 
 
    “I am from Portland, grew up in Beaverton, 24 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 take 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?” 
 
    As always, she left off her internal dialog, which 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 seemed quite 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, where they were headed, and so on. Less focused on her. Max laughed and laughed.  
 
    “Babe, you got that down. How many years you been doin’ this?” 
 
    “This is my 3rd year. Went to California the first time, then Utah last year. Now heading for Texas.” 
 
    “Never had any problems? Beautiful girl like you…” 
 
    “That’s the main reason I try to hitch with truckers. They are genuinely nice, treat a girl with respect and are good company. I met Bailey last year on my way to Utah.”  
 
    “He’s a good guy. We have shared several meals over the years. Runs out of Alabama, as I recall.” 
 
    “That’s what he told me. We had a fun time riding together. Great sense of humor,” she added. 
 
    “That he does.” 
 
    The miles seemed to peel by. They kept up the chatter at first, but Max was not a conversationalist like Bailey. They eventually got into the groove. She plugged in her phone and read a book, went through some social media, and slept. They only stopped once for a bathroom break and to grab a snack. Next stop was Twin Falls. 
 
    Nine hours later, they stopped at the Flying J off I-84, refueled, and took a restroom break. This was a huge stop, full of trucks coming and going, but Max was not a truck-stop-food kind of guy. They got off the Interstate, traveling down to the Black Bear Diner, off Highway 93. ‘Their pancakes are spectacular,’ he bragged as they approached. And they were! Riley wolfed down two full cakes. There was a sweetness to them she had not had in a pancake before. Max had four pancakes, an omelet, and the largest bear claw pastry she had ever seen. 
 
    After this two-hour break for refueling, both for the truck and themselves, they hit the road again. Next stop was Ogden, about three hours south. The law limits how long he can drive. Ogden will put him at the upper edge of that limit. Max said he always tried to stay over at the Flying J on the north side of Ogden. 
 
    On the way down, Riley tried to figure out how to handle the sleeping arrangements. She knew having sex was not in the cards. Not only was he too big, she wasn’t sure they COULD make it, but Max seemed to have no interest. She hadn’t even caught him staring at her when she ‘accidentally’ leaned over with her shirt unbuttoned. She took her bra and panties off at the Twin Falls truck stop. You never know, she thought. At the very least, she could have some fun teasing him. 
 
    They pulled into the Flying J around 9pm. The spots in the Flying J truck lot were already filling up. Riley looked at Max. He was clearly exhausted. They had been driving just under 11 hours, the Federal limit, and you could see the exhaustion in his face and labored breathing. 
 
    He got out of the truck, went to a trunk he had behind the cab, pulled out a bottle of Crown Royal. He poured himself a shot, then offered it to Riley. She took one and pulled it straight back. 
 
    Max just laughed. “Little girl, you are sure full of surprises.” He downed the rest of his drink, then pulled the top bunk down. “I am going to sleep. You can take the top bunk here. We’ll take off around 7:30 tomorrow morning. Work for you?” 
 
    “Sounds good,” she replied. “I’m going to walk over to the store, get some supplies. Will I be able to get back in?” 
 
    “I always leave the door unlocked. These trucks are all occupied, mostly with armed men. No one gets bothered out here. Just come on in. I’ll hear you.” 
 
    “Have a good sleep,” she said, as she stepped out of the truck.

  

 
   
    3 / A Return Engagement 
 
    Riley stepped out of the truck. It is convenient that he is going all the way to New Mexico, but there was no way she was going to go to sleep at 9 o’clock every night! She walked over to the store, picked up a couple of sundry items, took a shower in the stalls, then sat on a picnic table outside the building. 
 
    It startled her when she heard her name. 
 
    “Riley?” 
 
    She turned around. It took her a moment to remember. “Antonio, right? What are you doing here?” 
 
    “Just doing a night-over. Heading for Sacramento. Do I need to ask what YOU are doing here?” he chuckled, his attempt at a leering look bringing a smile to Riley’s face. 
 
    “Not what you think,” she said. “I am hitching but heading for Texas. Caught a ride with the big red Peterbilt over there,” pointing to the truck. 
 
    “I know that truck. That’s Max Smithson, right? Surely you’re not playing with him?” 
 
    “No, of course not,” she chuckled. “Not sure it’s even possible.” This got them both to laughing. 
 
    “No, I don’t suppose it would be,” Antonio smiled back. He clearly knew Max, his age and size. “Then what are you doing out here?” 
 
    “He went to sleep at 9. No way I am tired yet. Just hanging until I can get to sleep.” 
 
    “If you are interested in a little action, I think we can drum up a couple of willing players. Are you?” 
 
    “What do you have in mind?” she asked, her nipples already hardening at the prospect. 
 
    “One of our playmates in Ogden last year, Manny. Remember him?” Riley nodded yes. “He is going to be here in another half-hour. We were going to have a drink at The Outlaw Saloon, off the highway, meeting another trucker we know, Joe Winstead. You are welcome to join us. I’m sure they would all be willing to entertain you… if you’re interested in playing still. You might even like Joe. He’s a big guy. Looks like he might pack some powerful… tools… if you see what I mean.” 
 
    He knew exactly why Riley had been traveling with Lucas last year and must have thought she was there for the same reason this year. And he wasn’t far off. Max was already gone to the world, at least for several hours. “Sure. Would be fun.” 
 
    “Wait right here. Going to change my clothes. Taking an Uber over there.” 
 
    Riley was in her hitchhiker garb, so did not think to change, but she was glad she had already taken off her bra and panties. Having three guys tonight was just what she wanted to top off a surprisingly good day on the road. 
 
    The Outlaw was a fun bar near the Flying J. She and Antonio took an Uber over, ordered a couple of beers. He had called Manny and Joe to tell them about the sudden change in plans, about Riley and her willing offer. Manny joined them shortly after. 
 
    It was like old home week, except their recollection of what happened in the field differed from Riley’s. They only remembered the great sex. She remembered that, but also being left in the field, naked, with them calling her everything from slut to nympho. And she was not afraid to let them know of her displeasure. 
 
    They fell all over themselves, apologizing. It started with excuses like they thought she was with Lucas, but quickly devolved when it was obvious she wasn’t buying it. Why should she trust them now when they gave her such harsh treatment before? In the end, they both apologized for leaving her like that, assuring her it would not happen again. 
 
    When Joe showed up, it was clear there would not be a repeat. To say this guy was big was the understatement of the year. He was huge, mid six feet, deep into 200 pounds. He reminded Riley of Caleb because he was a chiseled mass of muscle. And, like Caleb, he was an absolute sweetheart. 
 
    A proper gentleman, she laughed. She had seen plenty of these guys as a bartender. Because she looked so young, some guys would try to bully her across the bar. These gentlemen would protect her like their little sisters, calling the bullies up short, sometimes even getting physical in their rebuke of rudeness. Be nice, they would say. Joe was just like that. He addressed her as darling, called down anyone that said a cross word to her, even paid for her drinks. He changed the whole tone of the night. 
 
    After a couple of drinks, everyone was getting very frisky, asking Riley to dance, and enjoying the sway of her breasts as she did so. Hands ran free as they traded her among them on the dance floor. When they weren’t dancing, they found a back booth and their hands ran even freer. She was really getting eager to start. Her own hands were swiping stiff welcomes under the table as each of them traded chances to sit next to her in the booth. 
 
    Finally, Joe broke the ice. “Let’s go have some fun,” he said. “I have taken a room at the motel across the street.” Everyone agreed. By this time, Riley was so ready she would have allowed them to take her in the parking lot. All the way across the street, the guys would pinch and fondle her, while she would do the same back to them. 
 
    By the time they entered the room, Riley could not get her clothes off fast enough. Joe did not give her a chance to do it on her own. The door closed, and he reached over, pulling her t-shirt over her head and helped her get the shorts and shoes off. There she was, standing naked and inviting, in front of three fully clothed, handsome men, all of whom had stiff boners protruding from their own jeans. 
 
    She went straight to Antonio, helped him push his shirt over his head, then got down on her knees to get his pants off. Before they hit the floor, her mouth took his cock in one deep gulp. They both moaned so loud at this sudden move that the other guys burst into laughter. She did not care. It had been so long since she had a cock in her mouth, she was savoring the sensation as she licked the shaft with clear pleasure. 
 
    Riley did not stay long with Antonio, moving to Manny next and then to Joe. When Joe’s massive cock sprang out of his falling pants, everyone else in the room gasped, including Riley. She thought Caleb was big last year. Joe’s tool had to be at least nine inches long and thick as her forearm. She could barely get the head in her mouth. 
 
    “We should have the other guys go first,” Joe said. “Once I go in, you won’t even feel them.” The other guys burst into another round of laughter as they helped Riley off her knees and onto the bed. There was no disagreement there. 
 
    Riley was on her back, legs spread in welcome. Manny drove his tongue into her snatch while Antonio moved his cock to her mouth, continuing what she started earlier. The cock stuffed inside muted her moan of pleasure, but all the guys knew what was happening. 
 
    She was back where she wanted to be, wanted the contact, needed it. Her sexual thirst had been growing gradually over the last few months, as plans for the trip came together. Now that the fun is here, she let herself drink them in, feeling the sensations. This was why she went on these trips in the first place! Manny and Antonio were very willing to oblige. 
 
    Her first climax came shortly thereafter, as the stimulation above and below pushed her body over the edge. She no sooner stopped gasping for air as the sensations passed when Manny was crawling above her, his cock lancing into her sex. God, she had missed that! 
 
    As Manny plunged into her, she redoubled her efforts on Antonio in her mouth, licking the shaft, allowing the rod deep into her throat. The climaxes came in rapid order now, as Manny drove himself to release. 
 
    When he finished, Antonio replaced Manny down below, switching Riley to her hands and knees. He wet his cockhead in her vertical smile as Joe stepped up to use her mouth for his own pleasure. 
 
    Riley was relishing the sensations, trying to give them as much enjoyment as they gave her, but Joe was a genuine challenge. The size of his cock was so large she could barely open her mouth wide enough to get the head in, much less open her throat for the entire shaft. He must have had this experience before because he did not force it in. He offered the rigid tool to her mouth and allowed Riley to control the pace of entry. She went at it with gusto as Antonio pounded into her down below. 
 
    There was something about double entry like this. The stimulation of Antonio’s thrusting into her sex gave deep satisfaction, but using her mouth on a rod at the same time seemed to amplify the sensations, pushing her higher, allowing the pulse of pleasure to grow both in strength and intensity. She gulped Joe’s log as best she could while pushing back on Antonio. He did not take long. Her blow job began a movement to release that quickened as her vaginal walls gripped him with each thrust.  
 
    Now it was Joe’s turn. He moved her over, laying on his back, his cock flopping against his pubic hair. He used a hand to push the shaft straight up and simply said, “You know what to do.” 
 
    And indeed, she did. She scrambled on top of him, positioning herself above his spear. After they had deposited two cum loads, she had plenty of lubrication, yet his sheer size made her cautious about a hard impalement. She slowly lowered herself onto the shaft, feeling its girth force the lips open, splitting her opening wide. She felt like a large zucchini was forcing its way in. She did not slow her descent, however, falling until she came to a stop against his abdomen. She sat up straight, feeling his wonderful tool push so far inside. God, she loved that! 
 
    Joe took over when she made it all the way down. He began powerful thrusts into her. Her breasts were flopping hard as he gave her all he had. Manny came over and started pulling and sucking on her nipple. Soon, Antonio joined on the other, roughly pulling and squeezing. That took her over the edge. Her orgasm exploded inside her, the wave of release driving up through her core, as each added thrust, pinch, and pull amplified the sensations. 
 
    Before Joe could cum, Antonio came around behind, pushing her forward onto Joe’s chest. She knew what was coming and welcomed it. He grabbed Joe’s shaft as he moved in-and-out, drawing some lubrication away, then lathered his own rod with the moisture. He pushed one finger into Riley’s back opening, then another, using the sensation to open her tight rear for himself. 
 
    Once he thought she was ready, he positioned himself above her, while Joe slowed his thrusting, lancing himself into her ass. The groan of pleasure that came out of Riley told them all she loved it. Soon, Joe and Antonio were coordinating thrusts down below, and Manny stepped up to place his now hardening cock in front of her mouth. She greedily sucked it in, relishing the feelings of three cocks. 
 
    Riley simply gave herself to them, allowing the three vigorous men to use her body as they wanted. How she loved this! Her climax did not take long as she allowed them to use her. The flood of sensations was like a bomb going off inside. The waves thrashing her core. She writhed and twisted under their torment, cumming repeatedly. 
 
    Joe had incredible stamina, pistoning inside her over and over. They changed positions frequently, though Joe never tried her ass. He was just too big for that. They went at it for over an hour before sheer exhaustion set in. Each of the guys had cum twice, and she had lost count of her own climaxes long before.

  

 
   
    4 / New Mexico Bound 
 
    As before, Manny and Antonio quickly got their clothes back on and left, leaving Riley naked. But this time was different. Joe stayed behind. They languished in bed, talking about the evening. 
 
    Joe, it turned out, was also a long-haul trucker, but stayed in the west, mainly doing runs from California/Arizona up to Washington/Idaho. He seldom traveled further east than Colorado, and never to Texas. He got to Portland often, though, if Riley was ever interested in a return engagement. 
 
    They exchanged cell numbers before he made love to her one last time before leaving. This time, he was slow and tender, full of the pleasure of making love. Riley thought she could really get used to this guy but knew that was unlikely as her Debauchery Tours became wilder. She wasn’t sure how he would handle her needs, despite what they had just done. 
 
    She finally glanced at the room clock. It was already 3am. She needed to get back to Max before he took off. They took a sensual shower together. She thanked him for the pleasure, told him she would be very interested if he ever came near Portland, and ran out the door. 
 
    When she got back to the Peterbilt, still in the same position, she decided to have fun with Max the rest of the way. She knew he was not interested in actual sex with her, or at least did not seem to be, but he would probably welcome some visual stimulation. She giggled to herself while thinking about how she could do this. 
 
    She opened the truck door, stepped inside. The top bunk was still down, and Max had seemingly not changed positions in the last three hours. Before she got up into the bunk, she slowly removed her clothes, making sure she stayed fully on display to Max as she undressed. 
 
    “Hope you had fun out there,” he whispered. 
 
    Riley jumped a little. She thought he was asleep. “Didn’t know you were awake.” 
 
    “No one gets in my truck without me knowing, my dear.” 
 
    “I can see that… in answer to your question, yes, I had fun.” 
 
    “Bailey told me what you were like. How much you loved sex. Is that all true?” 
 
    She stood in front of him, totally naked, her nipples stiff in the cool air. “I suppose it is. I loved playing with him. You never seemed interested.” 
 
    “Truth is, I’m not. Too old, too fat. But you sure look lovely naked. A treat for an old man’s eyes.” 
 
    “I’m glad you like it,” she said. “I am willing to be naked whenever you ask. My truth is that I will do whatever you want.” 
 
    “Anything?” he asked in surprise. 
 
    “Just about. Anything sexual, for sure. The rest is negotiable,” she giggled.  
 
    “Okay, here’s the deal then. For the rest of our time together, I want you to be naked whenever you are in the truck. Maybe, occasionally, we can flash a fellow trucker. You willing to masturbate for me, too?” 
 
    “Of course, any time you ask. I am even willing to sleep with you, even if you are not interested in having sex. We can cuddle and you can fondle as much as you like. How about that?” 
 
    He chuckled deeply now, his chest heaving with the effort. “I might take you up on that, but probably not for the entire night. I need the sleep occasionally.” His laughter grew another step. 
 
    Riley stepped up, moving her chest near his face. “I offer these to you anytime you want them. You are free to touch, fondle, suck. Anything you want… whenever you want.” His eyes got wider as she held them in front of him. “And I mean whenever.” 
 
    He reached up to touch her nipple but did not linger. “You are a beautiful woman, my fair maiden. No doubt about that. Now, get on up in your bunk. I need some sleep. Remember, no clothes going forward.” 
 
    “I remember…” 
 
    * * * * 
 
    By the time Riley woke up the next day, Max had already driven to Provo, dropped his trailer, loaded up a new one, and was an hour south on Highway 191. She walked up to him, still naked, of course, touched his shoulder, kissing him on the head. 
 
    “Good morning. Take a seat. Let’s talk,” he laughed. He reached around to touch her hand, then pointed to the passenger seat. 
 
    “I’d like that,” she replied, pulling a towel out of the cabinet. She placed it over the seat, reached for her phone, then sat down. She positioned herself slightly angled toward Max so he could maintain a clear view of everything she offered. 
 
    “Must have had a hard night,” he said. “Want to tell me about it?” 
 
    “Do you want to hear?” she responded, in a very melancholy way. “Some guys say they want to hear, but then get very judgmental about what is allowed and what not. Not interested in going through a lecture.” 
 
    “My dear, you will get no such lecture from me. I’ve done enough crazy shit in my day to not judge how other people get off. Besides, I am enjoying the scenery very much.” 
 
    “I’m glad. So, what do you want to hear? The details or the story?” 
 
    “Oh, the story for sure. I’ll let my own mind fill in the details. More fun that way.” 
 
    So Riley talked, telling him about the time with Bailey, how he passed her off to Caleb, how Caleb had flagged down trucks along the way and she serviced all willing truckers. He even arranged a group thing, she told him, where 12 truckers took her in a field near St. George. “God, that was great,” she said. “Really enjoyed that experience.” 
 
    Max just shook his head in wonder as Riley turned red, shuddering slightly at the memory of the 12 cocks. “So, you like a lot of men at once, is that it?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. My favorite thing. 18 is the most I have ever done.” She turned another shade of red as she told him. “My orgasms came so often they seemed like one continuous climax. It felt so good!” 
 
    She knew it was coming, but was ready. His next question launched into the inevitable ‘have you always been this way?’ questions. She then explained about Venice Beach and the pleasure she had discovered, about why she hitchhiked places. She even told him about her nickname for these trips, her ‘Debauchery Tours’. He got a kick out of that one. 
 
    “So, what was the deal last night?” he asked. “Another of these large groups?” 
 
    “Not nearly, only three.” 
 
    “You walked around the truck stop, finding three guys that would have sex with you? Seems wild,” he questioned. “What are the odds?” 
 
    “It was not like that. Just a coincidence. One guy from my last trip was at the stop where we slept. He remembered me and… well… recruited the others. We had drinks at the bar across from the stop, then checked into the hotel in-between. It was fun.” 
 
    “You seem very… satisfied… this morning,” he chuckled. 
 
    While they were having the conversation, Riley had turned her front toward Max, spreading her legs wide in front of him, began playing with her clit, moving her hands up-and-down her slit. By the time she was recalling the action from last night, she had to stop speaking as she came in front of him. 
 
    “Hope you enjoyed that,” she giggled. “I sure did.” 
 
    “Yes, I did. Riley, you are certainly going to make this one of the most pleasant trips I have ever taken.” He burst out laughing. “I’m going to owe Bailey an entire case of that Crown Royal he loves.” 
 
    “He loves his Crown, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Indeed, he does. Ya know, I’ve been thinking about what it would be like to watch you in action, to see a few strapping young men give you what you want. That would really be hot.” 
 
    “I would enjoy that,” was all she said. “You arrange it and I will be there.” 
 
    “That scuttles it, then. I don’t know a soul that would even know how to organize it.” 
 
    “Do you know a driver named Caleb, out of Missoula?” 
 
    “Vaguely. Think I met him once in Twin Falls. Huge black guy?” 
 
    “That’s the one. He organized the last one. Ask him.” 
 
    “Maybe I will…” 
 
    By the time he made this comment, they were already pulling into Farmington, NM. They had passed through Colorado with only one stop for fuel and other relief. Max wanted to be in Albuquerque by the next morning, but he enjoyed stopping in Farmington because it had his favorite beer, made at the 3 Rivers Brewery. He always takes a case of Arroyo Amber with him when he passes through Farmington. 
 
    The meal at 3 Rivers was excellent, she thought. She had the Green Chile Turkey Stew, spicy but full of Southwest flavor, while Max had several other menu items, like House Smothered Fries, Chicken Fried steak and, of course, a draft of Arroyo Amber. It always impressed Riley how much he could eat. 
 
    By the time they got back to the truck, they were both too sloshed to do anything but sleep. Riley immediately got naked as she entered the truck. Max laid down on the bed and she cuddled up next to him. There would not be a repeat of last night’s adventures, so she fell asleep in the lower bed. 
 
    In the middle of the night, Riley woke up to the feeling of Max’s hand on her breasts. She rolled over to give him unrestricted access, but he never did more than just touch them. Paw at them, is the phrase that came to her. It started as sexual, at least. She thought it had been a long time since he had touched a female breast, especially a young one. 
 
    But as he continued to fondle, Riley’s leg felt a touch down below. He was getting hard. She moved her leg to graze his growing erection, then reached down to pull on the now stiff shaft through his shorts. The moan from him told her what she needed. 
 
    She got on her knees between his legs, reached around the top of the shorts, grasped his now hard cock in her hand. She pulled his shorts down, then took him fully in her mouth. 
 
    Max almost came off the bed with the sudden on-rush of sensations. It had been a long time since he had done anything like this. And she could tell. He started cumming moments after she started sucking on him. She swallowed his entire load… it was considerable… and then came back up to cuddle next to him. 
 
    “Darlin’, that was nice. Been a long time. I struggle to even reach myself now days, much less masturbate. Thank you.” He wrapped her in a large bear hug, pressing her breasts against his chest. “I could probably get used to that,” he chuckled.  
 
    “It’s the least I could do,” she laughed back. “You seemed to enjoy it.” 
 
    “Yes, I did, but now I have to sleep. Gotta unload and get to my next pickup in Albuquerque by 10 tomorrow.” 
 
    “Better get to sleep then.” She got out of bed, pulled down the top bunk, and jumped up.

  

 
   
    5 / Finding Hogan 
 
    The trouble with hitchhiking is the short connection. She was with Max for several days, but, in the end, his direction and hers would diverge. For Riley, that time had arrived. Albuquerque was their divergence. Max was heading for his home in Tucson. Riley was heading east into Texas. 
 
    As he fastened his Tucson load into place, he looked at her. “What’s next for you? I’m heading back west.” She was watching him. The practiced ease he showed, backing up and connecting the trailer to his rig, was always amazing to her. Not only could she not physically do it, there was some real strength work along the way, but he showed effortless skill, making it look so easy. Skill & strength. A necessary combo for long-haul truckers, she suspected. 
 
    “I will miss you,” she responded. “Feeling very sad, even after only a few days.” 
 
    “This trip has been… how do I describe it… very educational?” he grinned, his belly shaking with his mirth. 
 
    “For me as well,” she said. “Can you take me near I-40? I need to find a place to go east.” 
 
    “I can do better than that. I have sent out feelers on our trucker’s chat. There’s a Love’s near the intersection of 40 and 25. That’s about an hour away from here. Maybe you can use that to head east. 40 is probably your best bet. That will take you to Amarillo. Then I recommend… a little east of town, I think… trying to grab something on 287, into Wichita Falls. 287 will take you all the way into Dallas/Fort Worth. From there, Houston and points south have lots of options.” 
 
    “Any nibbles on the chat room?” 
 
    “Just one so far. A guy named Hogan… who is going all the way to Amarillo. Might be a good one.” 
 
    “What’s his rig?” she asked. She enjoyed traveling in the comfort of a massive vehicle. 
 
    “Not a truck like you’re used to. This is just a regular Joe with a pickup. He will probably get you there a lot faster.” 
 
    “But not as comfortable…” she laughed. 
 
    “A little riskier, I get that,” he said. “But… he is on the trucker’s chat, so he must drive sometimes. And they posted his name. Will be okay.” 
 
    “Considering what I do here,” she laughed, “the risk of traveling alone seldom occurs to me. I was mainly thinking of the big bed in back and wide seats for…” She then winked at him. “… for displaying myself to the driver!” She started giggling as she shifted her hips in his direction. 
 
    Max got caught up in the laughter as well. “That was very distracting. You know that, right?” He swatted her on the rear to get aboard. 
 
    She hadn’t been frisky with him since that first time. He was not interested. Yet they had become good travel companions. The last hour to the Love’s was a relatively somber run. Neither knew what to say. Max pulled into the truck refueling station. With any luck, he would get all the way to Tucson without another stop, especially without this young lady distracting him! 
 
    He got out to start the pump. Riley gathered her stuff and came over to hug him. “I’ll miss you, my friend. Have a safe trip to Arizona.” 
 
    “Same to you, my dear. You… be safe as well. You take a lot of chances with this lifestyle you have chosen. Don’t let it get carried away into something truly risky.” 
 
    Riley blushed a little, appreciating the heart-felt message. “I will try to…” 
 
    Just as she spoke, a tall man walked up to them. “My name is Hogan. Are you Max? This looks like the Peterbilt in your pic.” 
 
    “Yes, I am,” Max said, reaching out to shake his hand, then pointed over, “and this here is Riley, heading for Texas. Will you be able to take her as far as Amarillo?” 
 
    “Almost,” Hogan said. “I head south at Vega, about 30 min out of town. My ranch is only a few miles south of Vega, at Hereford. I don’t think she’ll have any trouble getting a hitch at Vega. There’s a large Pilot truck stop there. Plenty of drivers.” 
 
    Riley shook her head in understanding, then turned to Max. “Thanks, Max. It was a fun trip.” She leaned forward, gave him one last hug as he got into his cab. She then turned her mind to the new ride. 
 
    Hogan was something like mid-40s, over 6 feet, and built like a rancher. He had a muscular upper body and trim physique with a face… she couldn’t decide… halfway between handsome and rugged. He clearly spent a lot of time outside with manual labor. His deeply tanned face and arms offset his chestnut brown hair and eyes. 
 
    She chuckled to herself at how he was every bit the cowboy she had imagined as she came west. If she had seen him on the street in Portland, she would still have pegged this guy as a cowboy. The clothes were classic western wear with well-worn cowboy boots and a ball cap with some ranch supply company logo on the front. 
 
    “Hi,” she said, extending her hand. “I’m Riley. Heading for Houston. Can I get a ride?” 
 
    “Hogan,” he said, shaking it back. She almost pulled back because his hands were so heavily calloused, they scraped her skin. “Be glad to. Trucks on the other side. White Ford F-250. He reached to help Riley with her bag, but Riley got there first. 
 
    “I can get it,” she said, draping the bag across her shoulder. “So, what brought you to Albuquerque?” 
 
    “I have a friend that lives here. We have a lot of fun together. I come here regularly.” 
 
    “What’s her name?” Riley asked innocently, with a gentle smile. 
 
    “Didn’t say it was a she…” 
 
    Riley just laughed, this time a full-throated release. “Can’t imagine a guy like you coming to town frequently for a guy!” 
 
    Hogan chuckled. “You’re not wrong. Trisha and I have been friends for many years… ‘friends with benefits’ I think they call it now days. Nothing exclusive, just like to have a good time.” 
 
    “Sounds like you do. Where is your ranch?” 
 
    “First off, I need to set something straight. It’s not my ranch. I am a ranch foreman for the Green Creek Cattle Ranch near Hereford. It’s a large operation with thousands of head and bunches of cowboys working the herd. Green Creek is the largest ranch in northwest Texas, with prime Charolais and Beefmaster herds. We have added some Red Angus in recent years. Enormous demand for that Angus beef.” 
 
    She almost laughed at the recitation of his business credentials, but stifled it into a grin, then asked, “Why would you change types of cows? They’re not all the same?” 
 
    He laughed, “You city types don’t get it. Red Angus are gentle to raise, have very desirable carcasses and command good prices at market because of the marbling in the steaks.” His sideways glance made her feel like a complete dumb ass. “Not all cows are the same, Riley,” as he shook his head in bewilderment.  
 
    “Sorry, not much up on cattle breeding trends. So, shoot me!” 
 
    “It’s not you, babe. You hear these city types always talking us down like we’re a bunch of dipshits. Gets on my nerves. Agriculture is the most capital intensive of all industries. Lots of science involved now days. You should come to visit. The guys would love to show a beautiful young woman like you around the ranch.” 
 
    “Oh, would they?” she laughed, but inside her pussy fire was burning. Imagine, she thought to herself, a ranch full of men like Hogan, way out in the wilds of west Texas. 
 
    “I meant nothing by it,” he protested. “Just proud of the ranch is all.” He described the ranch, his role, the Miller Family that owned the ranch… the family has been running cattle in the Panhandle for 6 generations… what it’s like living there, and she, as always, ended up giving her hitchhikers pitch about what she was doing. She, of course, left off the real reason. 
 
    As the miles flew by, she kept thinking about what might come from taking a detour at the ranch. Was this a rowdy bunch willing to work with this particular cow? She giggled to herself. Or would it be a formal tour like going to the Coors factory in Colorado? She hoped not, but thought about it a lot while they drove. Certainly worth a shot, especially if all of them looked like Hogan. 
 
    “Let’s do it,” she said finally. “I am in no hurry to get to Houston. Just on vacation. Looks like I need to brush up on my cattle-raising techniques,” she chuckled more. “I want to see the largest ranch in Texas.” 
 
    “Now, babe, I never said largest in Texas. There are some huge spreads down in the hill country. We are the largest in the Panhandle… at least, I don’t know a bigger operation. We have two bunkhouses, for Christ’s sake!” 
 
    “Why so many hands?” she asked. Again, that tingling down below. She could only imagine what it would be like to stay a few weeks at THAT place. 
 
    “That’s simple. Lots of work to do. Never been around cows much, have you?” 
 
    “Nope. Never seen one up close, just in passing on fields and in books.” 
 
    “Well, we got a lot of ’em, spread over thousands of acres. Just rounding them up takes a dozen cowhands on horseback.” 
 
    “You’re kidding, right? You still ride horses?” 
 
    “Of course. We’ve got some Kawasaki ATVs around, for getting places fast, but the engines spook the cows, make ’em run. Horses allow us to move around quietly. And since the horses are taller than the cows, they are great for herd control. You know, moving cattle can be dangerous. Stampedes are not common, but they are risky. To get them to move together at the speed you want, we induce bunching and then get them all to move in the same direction. Loud motorcycles or four-wheelers… not so good for that. Horses are still the best way, at least at Green Creek.” 
 
    She looked at Hogan with a soft stare, “I’d like to watch you take control, with your legs around something exciting.” 
 
    “Oh, you would…” The shock on his face about the clear double meaning in her words made Riley chuckle to herself. Oh, yes, she thought, he is interested. “… we’ll have to see about that,” the grin of a pure predator on his face. 
 
    She grinned back at him, their eyes meeting. “Maybe you could give me a tour of the bunkhouse, show me where you live.” If there was any doubt in her double meanings before, this removed it. Hitchhiker Riley was back on the hunt. 
 
    “Babe, you’ve come to the right place. I’d love to show you where I live… and lay my head.”

  

 
   
    6 / Green Creek Ranch 
 
    At Vega, they stopped for a restroom break and something to drink. All the while they were there, Hogan found any excuse to touch Riley, guiding her through the door, where to find the restroom, even to help her find her place in line to pay for her water. The conversation dripped with sexuality. She was sure, if she reached back to find his rod while they waited in line, that she would find a stiff member waiting for action. And she was ready for that action. 
 
    385 out of Vega was the straightest road Riley had ever seen. There was a single curve about 5 minutes down the road, the rest was straight as the proverbial arrow. Just before they got to Hereford, they turned east on Texas 10, rounding the corner at a large permanent entrance gate. The base was brick and stone, with a metal arch over the entrance road. Hanging off the arch was the logo of the ranch, a creek meandering through trees, foothills in the background, with a large Green Creek Ranch across the top. 
 
    There were no foothills to be found anywhere, nor even trees. The only actual trees she saw were the ones surrounding the house and ranch complex. “Where is the creek?” she asked. 
 
    “That’s the funny part,” he laughed. “There ain’t no Green Creek anywhere in Texas I have found. The story the Millers tell is that their family came to the Panhandle from Arkansas and they wanted to bring a bit of home with them. They named the ranch after a creek that ran through their farm there.” 
 
    “Interesting… must be a story behind that.” 
 
    “I’m sure, though they say little about it. Back in those days, I think they may have escaped to Texas, if you get my meaning.” 
 
    “Even more interesting then…” 
 
    “You can bring it up,” he laughed. “Might take that from an outsider. The Millers sign my paycheck. I’d rather leave it alone.” 
 
    “I understand. Won’t bring it up.” She reached over to stroke his arm in assurance.  
 
    “It’s too late anyway, to introduce you to them,” he said. “We can do it later in the week.” 
 
    “Of course. Where to now, then?” she asked. 
 
    “Let’s go to the bunkhouse. Past 10 already. People go to bed at a reasonable hour around here. Hard work comes early at Green Creek. We have an empty room available. I’ll set you up as a guest in one of them. You’ll find them plenty comfortable, like a small apartment.” 
 
    She shook her head in acceptance. She was a little disappointed. She thought a taste would come tonight… 
 
    They pulled into the ranch complex. Two large wood buildings… must be the bunkhouses he mentioned, she thought… were on the left, a very large and beautiful farm… house just didn’t do it justice… mansion? Anyway, an enormous home, presumably the Miller residence… and down the center drive she could see building after building. Hogan was not lying. She laughed to herself. Green Creek really is a vast ranch. 
 
    The parking lot was so full Hogan had trouble finding a spot near the first bunkhouse. As they walked into the main entrance, Riley noted the comfortable entryway, like walking into a clubhouse. This place was not a bunkhouse like you might see in a western movie. It was more a small apartment building with a reception area in front, littered with sofas and chairs surrounding a large screen TV, and a hallway/staircase leading to the living quarters. The football game on the TV explained the parking situation. 
 
    At least a dozen ranch hands turned as she walked in with Hogan. ‘Hey, Hogan,’ one asked. ‘Who ya got there?’ 
 
    Hogan turned to usher Riley forward. “This is Riley. I am putting her up in Unit #8. She’s going to take a tour of the ranch tomorrow.” 
 
    The questions came in bunches then. ‘Who is she?’ ‘Why interested?’ ‘How long she staying?’ The nature of the stares was asking a different set of questions. ‘Why was she really there… Hogan?’ 
 
    Before Hogan could answer, Riley walked up to the group of guys, giving them the once over. “I’m just here to see if Green Creek is as good as Hogan said. Is it?” Before anyone could respond, her hand grazed one cowboy sitting on the sofa in front of the TV, his arm draped across the back. “What game is this?” she followed. 
 
    “Dallas getting their ass kicked again by the Eagles.” General grumbles of agreement went around the room. 
 
    Hogan scowled at the guy speaking. The last thing he wanted was to spend the night watching football, but Riley did not wait for him. “Not important,” she said. “Seattle will beat both of them, anyway. No chance they make it to the Super Bowl.” 
 
    You’d have thought she insulted the Lone Star state itself. Everyone was now on their feet, crowding around Riley, protesting her obvious error. She just burst into a soft laugh that sent everyone else into the same. 
 
    “Prescott had one good season,” she argued. “How bad do they have to get before they get rid of that bum?” 
 
    Hogan just shook his head. He knew now that she was working the room, getting everybody involved, but focused on her. Smart lady, he thought to himself.  
 
    He interrupted the discussion. “Come on, guys. It’s obvious she doesn’t know shit about our ‘Boys, or Prescott. You got a busy day tomorrow. Best get some rest. I’ll show Riley her room.” He used his arm to point her toward the stairway to the second floor. 
 
    Her eyes glistened as she looked at the guys gathered around. “We’ll have to continue this conversation later.” 
 
    Agreement quickly followed protests about continuing later. As they walked to the stairs, she could feel their eyes checking out her assets. She sashayed as she walked up the steps, giving them a good show. What a great place this was, she thought to herself. Every one of those cowboys could give her a good humping, and maybe she could arrange for several at once. 
 
    “Unit 8 is at the end of the second-floor hall on the left,” Hogan recited, a practiced tone said he had done this for many a cowhand. “Each unit has its own shower, a bedroom with a queen bed, and a small living room with a couch and TV. The Millers rent space to a cell tower at the far end of the operations area, so you should get fairly good coverage. We even have Wi-Fi, if you are interested.” As they walked down the hall, Hogan put his hand on her back, gently guiding her along. 
 
    “Thanks, Hogan,” she responded. “I sure appreciate your doing this for me. Very interested in the ranch and the guys. Seems like a good bunch.” 
 
    “They are,” he chuckled, “but they can get a little rowdy about football, and especially with a pretty lady calling down their Cowboys!”  
 
    “I can see that. How rowdy… do they get?” she asked, slowing in front of him, his momentum drawing them closer together. He stopped at a door with a big number 8 on the side. “This is your unit. You let me know if you need anything.” 
 
    Riley turned toward him, stepping forward to make sure they were in full body contact. “What is it you think I might need, Hogan?” She could feel his tool already at 3/4 mast. 
 
    He did not hesitate another second, grabbing her in his arms and pushing her mouth to his. She responded openly, reaching around to pull him tighter. She pulled her mouth away. “Want to start the tour with something slightly closer at hand?” 
 
    “Thought you would never ask,” he said as he unlocked the door. By the time they got inside, hands and clothes were flying in every direction. She was on her knees with his handsome tool fully down her throat as he worked her breasts, leaning forward to continue their embrace. As the door closed behind them, she looked up. Her neighbor across the hall stared at them as he opened his own door. She stared into his eyes, giving him a wink, as she pushed the cock deeper into her throat. She could see the smile on her neighbor’s face as the door closed. 
 
    “God almighty, girl, you are a hellcat!” Hogan bellowed as Riley took him to full deep throat, fondling his balls as she slurped, sucking as deep as it would go. He had noticed her winking at the guy across the hall. This was more than he could take. Moments later, he exploded in her throat, gasps of his release filling the room, embarrassed at cumming so quickly. Her reaction took him completely by surprise. 
 
    Riley looked up at him, licking her lips. Very little jism escaped, but what dripped free, she scooped with her finger and tongue, delivering the white cream to her welcoming mouth. “That was nice. I’d like to taste more of that.” 
 
    “Girl,” he looked at her in open bewilderment. “you already drive me crazy. Not sure I can do another tonight.” 
 
    “If every nightly offering is as good as that one, I will be very pleased.” 
 
    “You are some kind of horny chick, aren’t you? I didn’t even fuck you.” He looked at her for a bit, surprise on his face as she got up off the floor, rubbing her body along his tall frame. “I’m not going to be enough for you, am I?” he asked, with obvious exasperation. 
 
    “Depends on what you are looking for,” she said matter-of-factly. “If you want a long-term girlfriend, I’m not the one for you. I’m the girl you bed and then pass on to your buddies. All of them,” she winked at him. 
 
    The plain-truth in her look and words drew a huge smile to his face. She stood up against him, top off, totally comfortable in her sexuality. “I guess I’m understanding THAT now,” he said. “So what was your real reason for coming to Green Creek?” 
 
    “Being around a bunch of guys like you would drive any girl crazy. I’m willing to do whatever you and the cowboys would like, individually or as a group, whenever and as often as they like. I like sex with guys.” 
 
    “Shit, I have brought a demon onto the ranch!” he smiled. “Look, we have three dozen head of Angus coming in tomorrow. How ’em I supposed to get the guys to muster when you are making such offers? We’ll be lucky to get any trucks unloaded.” 
 
    She giggled, rubbing her hand along his now flaccid cock, looking up into his face with her most lascivious smile. “Okay,” she giggled. “I understand you still have a ranch to run. I’ll make you a deal. Willing to hear my offer?” 
 
    His look of utter surprise was now complete. “Let’s hear it.” 
 
    “I will stay in my room until you get me tomorrow. Since none of the hands will know what happened to me, you’ll be able to get them focused on your unloading. In return, though, you… and as many as you want to bring… will come to my room tomorrow evening and… how can I say this delicately… have your way with me? I would like that very much.” 
 
    “And I can guarantee THEY would like it as well.” By this time, the surprise began forming into a plan. “I’ll pay you a visit my first chance tomorrow. After I am done with you, I’ll see if any of the guys would be interested. You best be careful, though. A woman that looks and acts like you… they may never want to let you go.” 
 
    “I could think of worse things,” she teased him, as she helped pull up his pants. “See you in the morning…” 
 
    “Yes, you will…” 
 
    As Hogan left the room, closing the door behind, Riley briefly thought about knocking on the door across the hall. The guy entering had a very interested smile. But she had made a deal with Hogan. She did not want to start their new arrangement with a broken promise. Guys sometimes reacted harshly to women like her. She knew from firsthand knowledge the sensual pleasures of rough sex could quickly devolve into brutal treatment in the wrong hands. 
 
    She had a clear read on Hogan now; she thought. He was not that kind of guy, but she needed Hogan on her side if things suddenly turned in that direction. So, she would wait. She undressed, took a shower, climbed into bed, and turned on the TV. She wanted to see if the Cowboys had lost. That would be material she could use to get them riled up. Unluckily, they came back to win with two touchdowns in the fourth quarter. 
 
    Riley took this chance to call her brother and sister, to make sure they knew where she was and to stop them from worrying. This was a hard task, especially for her sister, Abby. She understood the obvious risk of being on a ranch full of guys. Dan had some inkling of why she was here, but Abby did not know. Please be careful, she implored her repeatedly. I’ll be heading out soon, she assured them both. Will keep you informed. 
 
    No matter what she said to her siblings, her deal with Hogan had already convinced her this was going to be a fun way to visit Texas, as sleep finally took her.

  

 
   
    7 / Hogan Visits 
 
    The next morning, Riley was awoken abruptly by the bed moving. This shocked her out of slumber, but Hogan quickly set her at ease. “Hey, babe, thought you could use some early morning company to start the day. I was thinking about you all night.” He was already naked and crawling under the covers.  
 
    She turned toward him, opening her arms in welcome. Groggily asking, “What time is it?” 
 
    “6:30.” 
 
    “6:30? Are you insane?” 
 
    “Hey, babe, you said whenever I wanted.” 
 
    “Now, who’s the crazy one? Waking a girl at this time of morning is considered a crime in some states,” she giggled, as she reached down to grasp him, gently. His cock was already rigid and ready. “Still… a girl could get used to being wakened by a handsome tool like this every morning, even if it is at this insane hour.” She got up on her elbows, her intention clear to take him in her mouth. 
 
    He roughly shoved her onto her back. “Relax, sugar. You did that last night. Now it’s my turn.” He pushed the blankets off her, positioning himself between her legs, then drove his tongue deep into her sex. She gasped at the sudden rush of sensations, but this quickly became a moan as Hogan’s tongue swept long strokes along her labia, teasing her clitoris with each swipe.  
 
    Riley grabbed his head, pushing him against her mound. “Oh yes… God, yes… Eat me.” 
 
    Her words were like a fuse for his firecracker. His tongue and lips devoured her sex while his hands reached up to roam across her skin, ending at her nipples, which were engorged and ready. He sucked on her labia and clit, wriggling his tongue as deep as it would go, sweeping long runs across the soft tissue inside. 
 
    She was wreathing under his torment when she came for the first time, crying out with the pleasure. That was all the signal he needed, moving rapidly to position his rod above her. “Yes, take me,” she whimpered, grabbing his hips to encourage him. “Use me for your pleasure,” she said, as their eyes locked. “Take me hard, as hard as you like. I want you to use my pussy.” 
 
    That firecracker became a cherry bomb. The words had ignited an already enraged member. It pulsed with this display of her desire. If she wanted it hard, he would be glad to provide it. He had risen above her, thinking to enter with tenderness and restraint, but now… he slammed home. 
 
    Riley almost came off the bed with his sudden push. She wrapped her legs around him, welcoming him inside. And he gave her what she wanted. Thrust after thrust. She returned each entry with her own hips, allowing him to go deeper inside. She came again as he pounded into her, crying out with the ferocious joy of his attack. 
 
    He pulled out suddenly, grabbed her hips, and pulled her ass in the air. He wanted her on all fours. She was happy to oblige, leaving her head on the bed while spreading her ass for his visual pleasure. 
 
    For a moment, he thought she was offering him her ass, but he wasn’t really interested. He threw himself back into her throbbing sex, grabbing her hips to pull her into him with each insertion.  
 
    Riley was now panting as her third and fourth climaxes erupted inside her. Hogan did not seem to care. He was a piston, stabbing her repeatedly. An enraged bull, rutting inside his cow, just the way she liked it. 
 
    “You want cum, here it is,” he cried out, as his rod pulsed with his need, finally erupting as Riley milked every bit of seed he offered. He held himself still for a moment, allowing the sensations to calm, trying to catch his breath. Riley whimpered under him, trying to keep it going, but Hogan had nothing left, pulling himself free, collapsing on the bed beside her. 
 
    Riley remained on her knees, her sex still pulsing with the need that tortured her. Her mewling desire seemed to disgust Hogan. 
 
    “Shit, woman, you really are a slut. I can see why you came here. You need more than one dick, that’s for sure. How many guys can you take at once?” 
 
    She laid on her side, a wry smile on her face as her breathing slowed. “How many you got?” 
 
    “Shit…” He got up, shaking his head. Hogan walked to the bathroom to clean himself off, came beside the bed to dress, said, “You’ll have plenty more takers in this place. Cowboys are famous for wanting a lot of pussy, though my guess is that none of them have ever experienced a woman like you.” 
 
    “I promised I wouldn’t leave the room until you said it was okay.” 
 
    “And I appreciate that. I’ll keep my end of the bargain too. After we have finished unloading the new head… should be late morning, I think… I’ll tell Ryan to spread the word of your… what do I call it? Availability?” 
 
    “Now, Ryan’s a guy you might like,” he laughed. “They say he has a dick the size of a horse.” Hogan burst into laughter when Riley blushed red and moaned softly at the same time. “Yep, I think you’re gonna like him. He had a girl in his bunkhouse a few months back. She was there all night and walked bowlegged coming out. One guy told me she could barely stand. ‘How was it?’ someone yelled at her. She did not hesitate, said ‘he lasted all night.’ Yes, Ryan might be your man for this visit. If he brings a friend or two, might keep that hungry pussy of yours satisfied, at least for a while.” 
 
    Her panting of anticipation drove him to further laughter. “Man, oh man. I don’t think I ever met a woman like you, so open about sex.” 
 
    “I hear that a lot,” she giggled. “Are you okay with that? Some guys aren’t…” 
 
    “That’s a tough question,” he said, while pulling up his boots and grabbing his hat. “I don’t mind that you’re that way, but I won’t be coming back for sloppy seconds. Once the guys have you, I will not be back.” 
 
    “I understand. If you would like, I could put them off for a day or so, giving you exclusive access. Interested?” 
 
    “Naw, I’m good. I’m too old for this kind of shit. The boys will enjoy it more. I’ll stick with my occasional visits to Albuquerque.” 
 
    She giggled to him, “if you change your mind, I am open to you at any time.” 
 
    “I can see that, but no, I’m good. You have fun on your visit. Maybe tomorrow afternoon, after you have had some fun, I will take you on a tour of the ranch and let you meet the Millers. You may like them. I have heard rumors they are active in local swinger circles, though neither have come on to me before, so I don’t know for sure. They may actually like you a lot!” he laughed as he walked toward the door.  
 
    He opened it, turned back toward her, “Now, you stay here, nice and tight. Next time you hear a knock at the door, be nude when you answer it. That would shock the shit out of the knocker.” 
 
    “I will. Thanks for this morning. You were just what I needed to start the day.” 
 
    “I’m glad I could oblige,” he laughed, tipping his hat at her, and closing the door behind him.

  

 
   
    8 / Ranch Hands 
 
    Riley fell back to sleep and stayed there until almost 11 in the morning. She only left when she snuck out to find some food in the kitchen. The cook preparing lunch did not even notice her. Riley suspected they had a lot of girls staying at the bunkhouses. 
 
    She stayed nude in her room most of the day, not wanting to be surprised if a knock should come. The TV had about every channel she could want, and even Netflix and Hulu. She caught up on some shows, did some laundry, read a book, even trimmed her pubic hair after her shower. It was a slow, peaceful day, especially after the steady travel of the last week and the sudden awakening of the morning. 
 
    About 2 o’clock, she heard a knock at the door. On the other side was a giant of a man. So tall, she could barely see his head through the viewfinder. Is this the Ryan that Hogan had mentioned? She wasn’t sure what to do, but did not want to pass up an opportunity. Still, she was nude. Opening the door a crack, she peered out. “Yes?” 
 
    “Are you Riley?” the giant asked.  
 
    “Yes. Who are you?” 
 
    “My name is Mason. Hogan told me to come up here, that you were interested in offering some female companionship.” 
 
    “That I am,” she said, swinging the door open. Mason’s eyes bugged out at her bouncing breasts. “What did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Hogan told Jayden and I to come up. He stopped in his unit to brush his teeth. You ready to take us both? At the same time?” 
 
    “If you are,” she replied. “Come on in. We can wait for your friend inside. I don’t like being naked out in the open.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry,” Mason said, moving inside. He was so big, he had to duck down to get through the door. Mason was mid 6 feet and built like a tank. Ranch work had honed his large body into a muscled machine. His shock of brown hair mussed but neat, framing a broad face with a grin and deep brown eyes that sparkled, betraying the intelligence that lay within. 
 
    “You’re sure a big guy,” she laughed, as she closed the door behind him, giving him a hug. Her arms barely went around his middle without coming close to touching on the other side. “You big everywhere?” 
 
    “So I have been told. Hogan said I would be a good warmup for Ryan.” 
 
    “Ryan is bigger than you?” she gasped. 
 
    “No, not in body size. But they say… quite gifted down below… if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “I think I do,” she said, as another knock followed. She walked over to open it. “You must be Jayden.” 
 
    “Yes, I am, ma’am.” His eyes did a repeat of Mason as he swept across her nude frame. Jayden was still taller than Riley but more average for a man, less than 6 feet. He had a solid build but a compact frame; relatively wiry compared to Mason. 
 
    “Come in,” she said. “And I want to say right up front, we’ll have no more of that ma’am shit. Riley’s the name.” She hugged him like she had Mason, but her arms made it all the way around. Hogan had done well for her first ranch hands. Both were handsome, fit guys that promised a fun time. 
 
    Jayden chuckled lightly, “Understood, ma… Riley. You’re a little young for that…” 
 
    Mason stepped up behind her as she released Jayden from the hug, his huge hands cupping her breasts. He was so much bigger. It looked like a dad holding his 10-year-old daughter. “What did you have in mind here… Riley?” 
 
    “My concept is fairly simple,” she said. “I offer myself to you both in whatever form you wish to take me. I prefer both of you at the same time, but that is not required if you are uncomfortable.” 
 
    Jayden looked up at Mason. “What you have in mind, Mace? I better go first. After you in her, she’d never know I was even there.” Jayden had already started taking his clothes off.  
 
    “Wait,” Riley said, “don’t do that,” she told Jayden. “Let me undress you.” She stepped up as his arms fell to the side. His shirt was already unbuttoned. She pulled it the rest of the way out of his pants, helping him get it off, then unbuckled his belt. 
 
    Jayden could not wait longer. He grabbed her in his arms and brought her lips up to his. She gave into his passion while continuing to get his pants undone, pushing them to the ground with his underwear. His rod was solid as stone, slightly curved to the left and a good 6-7 inches. She grasped it with her right hand, while pulling his face closer to her with her other. 
 
    She was already feeling the pulse of his arousal as she stroked his love muscle, so turned her attention to Mason. He had just stood there watching. There was no way Riley was getting his large t-shirt over his head. 
 
    “You’re on your own for the shirt there, Mace,” she giggled, “but I can get your pants off.” 
 
    She dropped to her knees. Her face was barely above his waistline, unbuckling his belt. His jeans were tight on his ass as she struggled to get them down. Once they were past his crotch, she reached for his underwear as his shaft popped into her face. It was a handsome tool, though not as large as some she has had, probably 8-inches long and thick, now fully engorged. 
 
    Riley turned sideways between them, grabbing each cock in a hand, drawing them closer. She alternated sucking one after the other. Both of their hands were now all over her, reaching down to pinch a nipple and encourage her to swallow them fully. Jayden went in fully, as her nose touched his pubic hair. But Mason was another matter. She could get about 3/4 down before her throat would not accept any more. 
 
    They were both hard as a rock. Mason picked her up, literally lifted her off the floor like a rag doll, and carried her into the bedroom under his arm. Jayden followed, their cocks bobbing as they walked. He dropped her gently on the bed, but Jayden did not waste any time. He was on her, and in her, as quickly as he could position himself. She helped by gripping him, spreading the head for some moisture, and then leading him in.  
 
    The low moan that came out of her shocked both. They must have thought she was a hooker Hogan had hired to keep them happy. As she responded to his thrusting, it quickly became obvious this was no hooker. Riley was genuinely enjoying what was happening. 
 
    Mason crawled on the bed as well, his weight taxing the bedsprings. Riley reached around to grip his rod, guiding it to her mouth. Jayden had to shift his position because of Mason’s bulk, moving up on his knees as he pulled Riley up. He could not lay on her and have Mason on the bed at the same time. 
 
    It did not matter anyway. Jayden was so excited he came in her within a few quick strokes. 
 
    “Shit, man,” Mason yelled at him. “You could have at least let her cum once!” He looked down at Riley and the surprised look on her face. “He’s young,” he reassured her. “He’ll be back up in no time and will last longer the second time. Won’t you, Jayden?” 
 
    Jayden looked up at Mason and down to Riley, clearly embarrassed. “Sorry.” 
 
    “Let’s start again,” Mason said, looking down at Riley. “You look like you know what you want. Why don’t you go cowgirl on me and do what you like?” He helped her off the mattress, laid down on his back, then lifted her so her sex was just above his protruding rod. She grabbed a hold, positioned the bulbous head right below her hole, then impaled herself. 
 
    A grunt escaped her lips that brought a smile to both the guys’ faces. She really did like this. Mason was large enough to fill her completely, but not so much that it hurt. Just right, she giggled to herself. She swiftly worked herself up and down his shaft, pushing her clit against his pubis every time she came to the bottom. 
 
    Jayden edged up on his knees between Mason’s legs, pinching her nipples from behind, roughly pulling her breasts away from her body. That was the trigger. She came in a rush, screaming her release as Mason grabbed her hips, plunging her down harder onto his cock. The climax started at her center and seemed to expand instantly to the rest of her body. She was shaking with pleasure as Mason brought her down to his body, holding her gently in his arms.  
 
    “Nice, babe,” Mason said. “I love to watch a woman cum,” as he stroked her hair. She was moaning and whimpering in his arms. “Ready for another round?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Please. Use me as you want.” 
 
    “You see… young Jayden here is already hard. Jayden, reach into that nightstand drawer. Hogan told me he put a bottle of lube in there. I think our little slut here would like to take a real ride, wouldn’t you, Riley?” 
 
    “Yes,” she whimpered, putting her arms around his broad chest. “I would like that very much.” 
 
    “I thought so,” he laughed. Jayden grabbed the lube but was a little confused about what to do with it. “She’s got two holes down there, ya dimwit. I’ve got one…” 
 
    “At the same time?” Jayden said nervously. 
 
    “Yes. They especially designed this position for just this thing. I will pump in the one below. You take the one above. How gentle do we need to be, babe? Not your first time, no?” 
 
    “Just lube it up,” she said. “I am so ready.” 
 
    Jayden did that, spread the lube on himself and used a finger to push it into her back hole. She reached around to pull herself open. Jayden just pushed himself in. No fuss, no muss. Soon they got into a rhythm of alternating in and out. 
 
    Her climax came shortly thereafter, and they kept coming until Mason gave one last surge, releasing what felt like gallons of cum. Moments later, Jayden followed, covering her anal cavity with his own second offering. 
 
    They all collapsed on the bed after that. Mason and Jayden got up, put their clothes on, thanked her for a good time, then left. 
 
    Riley just laid on the bed, as the pleasure of the last hour soaked into her. What a brilliant decision to follow Hogan to Green Creek, she thought to herself! 
 
    Once she was done, she took a quick shower, then stayed in her room. More, she kept saying to herself. I want more! Hogan was more than happy to comply.

  

 
   
    9 / Finding the Flow 
 
    This is pretty much how it went for the next four days. The cowhands would gently knock on her door, she would answer in the nude, then they would fuck her until she could not think straight, or they came, whichever was first. They came in singles, doubles, even one quartet (THAT was great, she thought!) They came three times a day with such regularity that she wondered if Hogan had a sign-up sheet in the lobby. 
 
    It was like a treatment regimen. One session each morning before work began, another just after lunch, and a third after dinner. She would take a shower in between each session and, after the first day, asked Hogan for more sheets, changing the bedclothes after each session as well. 
 
    At 5:30 every evening, she would go down to enjoy a meal with the entire crew in the main dining room. She alternated where she sat, to get to know more of the guys. She wanted to go down naked, but Hogan and the cook would not allow it. The crew and Riley quickly developed a joking manner that often brought Riley near tears with laughter. Their jokes were sexual, but once they discovered she was neither embarrassed by them, nor ashamed, they got even raunchier. In fact, as she responded in kind with her own jokes about each of them, the meals became a source of much fun for the crew as well. 
 
    She would inevitably finish eating first, so would walk around the room, touching each person there, stroking and rubbing as she went. By Thursday, every cowhand in both bunkhouses had at least one opportunity to visit unit #8… if they wanted to… though she had yet to see the famous Ryan of the horse dick. 
 
    On Friday, Riley answered the door in her usual state of undress for her afternoon session. That morning, three hands had given her so many orgasms, it took her breath away. She was eager for another round, but Hogan was standing there. She opened the door, inviting him in. “Good to see you, Hogan. Do I have you to thank for the steady flow of… servicing… I have received since my arrival?” 
 
    “After your first session with Mason, we worked out a schedule. There is actually a sign-up on our Intranet.” 
 
    She burst out laughing. “You have an internal computer network?” she asked, exasperated that they would be so technical on a cattle ranch.  
 
    “I told you we were a high-tech operation. He doesn’t look it, because he is so big and strong, but Mason runs our 4-member IT group. Every hand has a company cell. It’s how we send out assignments and change schedules where needed.” He pulled out his phone and showed Riley. “Babe, you have your own link on the home page,” he laughed, “under the title ‘Ranch Entertainment’. Like that?” 
 
    She looked at the schedule, noting that they fully booked her for the next two weeks! Her pussy fire heated again with the prospect. “Very fun. Thanks for making that possible,” she said. “I have cum more in the last four days than I have in the last 4 years. It has been so great. And, judging from the schedule, the guys have liked it as well.” 
 
    “They have… Now, it’s time to get respectable again. Put your clothes on,” he said. “The boss wants to meet you… and the boss lady. They have heard about the fun we are having and want to meet the lady that has electrified the ranch over the last week.” 
 
    Riley shook her head in acceptance of the compliment, but she did not really understand how her being at the center of so much pleasure could help make things run better. 
 
    Hogan knew. They could have paid any hooker to come out to the ranch to ‘service’ the men. Everyone knew that’s not what Riley was doing. She was having fun. Servicing them, no doubt about that. Yet, doing so in such a way that filled all of them with the joy of human contact and intimacy. 
 
    She was so open about her acceptance of their own desires, and willing to fulfill them all, the guys could not help getting into the spirit of sharing and pleasure she made possible. No one had ever met a woman so willing to run the gamut between gentle lover on one extreme and gangbang porn star on the other. Yes, Hogan thought to himself, she has definitely impacted ‘ranch operations’. 
 
    “Truth is, Riley,” he went on, “we have gotten more done in the last four days and had more fun than any of us can recall. Spirits are high, squabbles reduced, and actual work even increased. They want to meet the miracle worker. What do you have to wear?” 
 
    She pulled out her hitchhiker garb and the nice dress the host of her Hollywood party had given her. She had it in a plastic bag, packed in a way that left it ready to wear. Hogan looked at the choices. “For now, let’s go with the hitching gear,” he suggested. “If they ask you back to the house later, you can surprise them with that lovely dress. I’ll meet you down in the entryway in 15 minutes, okay?” 
 
    “See you then,” she said, as she rushed in for another quick shower and got dressed. Meeting the Millers, she thought to herself. She had done some research on the family. They certainly were prominent in the Texas Panhandle. Hogan had not been kidding when he said they were the largest operation in the area. The ranch had over 400,000 acres across 5 counties, 14,000 head of cattle, over 500 horses, hundreds of producing oil wells and nearly 25,000 acres of farmland under cultivation. They employed nearly 120 people, including 30 cowhands.  
 
    She could not find pictures of Mr. & Mrs. Miller on-line. She imagined everything from an old Texas oil man like JR Ewing… she could not remember the name of the show he was on… to the old codger on The Ranch, a show she enjoyed on Netflix. And Mrs. Miller? Ranch wife with an apron? Or the Panhandle version of Real Housewives of Nashville? She was eager to meet them. 
 
    When she came down the stairs, decked out in her hitchhiker garb of t-shirt, cargo shorts, tall socks, hiking boots and freshly brushed hair, her 24-year-old beauty shown like a morning sunrise on the prairie, catching Hogan completely by surprise. He had seen her naked so often; he had forgotten the fresh-faced young woman he had picked up in Albuquerque only a week before.  
 
    “Wow,” he smiled, putting on his deepest Texas drawl for effect, “you clean up real nice,” extending his arm formally. 
 
    She chuckled, taking his arm. “Why thank you, kind sir. I aim to please.” 
 
    “Let’s take a quick look at the business end of the ranch, before our 3 o’clock appointment in the Main House. If you’re interested, this weekend, I’ll teach you to ride a horse and we can explore the real Green Creek Ranch. It is a beautiful part of Texas.” 
 
    “I’d like that very much. Never been on a horse before.” 
 
    He led her out into the sun. “You might need this,” he said, reaching into the back of his Kawasaki ATV for a cowboy hat. It was much bigger than her head, providing some cover, at least. No wonder these guys are all so dark, she thought to herself. This sun is brutal. 
 
    He drove past Bunkhouse B and began a practiced monologue describing what each building did, trying to give Riley a taste of the scale of the operation. They divided Green Creek into four relatively distinct businesses. Cattle, Horses, Oil and Farming. Each business had a manager, who was a member of the Management Committee of the ranch. Mr. & Mrs. Miller were the co-heads of the MC (as he called it). Hogan oversaw Cattle. 
 
    “You know most of the members of the MC, babe.” He winked at her. “… in the biblical sense, at least. All but Frank Thompson, who runs Farming. He’s in his early 70s and has had little interest in sex for quite a while… or so he says… but he has enjoyed listening to stories about your adventures and is eager to meet you.” 
 
    The large steel buildings, with the bustling activity everywhere, impressed Riley. Most of the guys recognized her as they drove by, waving and smiling. She returned the gestures with smiles of her own. As they would stop in front of a building for Hogan to continue his tour guiding, guys would come up to touch, hug, kiss and talk to them. She was clearly extremely popular with the crew, and she recognized many of the cowhands as they drove by. Most had already come for a visit, or two… 
 
    At one point, a group of guys formed around the ATV, and she asked, pointing to the farm equipment lined up in the back of the buildings. “Why is all the equipment over there painted green? Is that the official color of Green Creek Ranch?” 
 
    The group burst into laughter. She looked a little taken aback. Hogan reached over to touch her shoulder. “You’re not around farms very much, are you?” The laughter died down. Everyone knew she was a city gal. “In the agricultural business,” he explained, “there are few makers of the specialized equipment needed, like combines, tractors, spreaders and the like. To minimize maintenance and training costs, most ranches center on one brand. We are a John Deere shop. Green is the color of all Deere machinery.” 
 
    “I see.” The guys were laughing and poking at her. No one expected her to be an expert rancher, but not know John Deere? Now THAT was funny. 
 
    “Okay… okay…” she finally gave in, her hands held up in surrender, a big smile on her face. “My interests lie somewhere other than farm equipment. Maybe I should give up that other stuff and start studying about tractors. What do you guys think?” 
 
    Protests came from all quarters. No, no. We’re good. We like you where you are. As her smile grew wider, the laughing started again. 
 
    “How come I don’t see any cattle?” she asked. “Thought you had thousands of head.” 
 
    Hogan looked at her with that knowing smile. “Obviously, you haven’t been around many cows. They stink. You don’t want them near the main buildings. Do you see that wind turbine on the horizon there?” pointing far to the south. “That’s the center for Cattle. My office is down there. We want them downwind from the sleeping quarters and Main House, don’t we guys?” Shaking heads and hand motions of holding noses followed. 
 
    “We gotta get. It’s almost 3,” Hogan said. 
 
    “See you later, fellas. Hopefully, you have all gotten on my schedule.” There was an audible gasp from the group. Hogan had told her about the scheduler? Indeed, no one had ever met anyone like Riley before.

  

 
   
    10 / Meeting the Millers 
 
    As they approached the Main House, Riley marveled at its scale. The white adobe structure with its classic Spanish tile roof seemed to sprawl on forever. She had no idea how many thousand square feet it must be, but it was huge! It would soon be the largest house she had ever been inside. 
 
    Hogan seemed to get nervous the closer he got to the building. “The Millers can be intense people,” he said. “Sometimes I go in there, and it’s like we are old friends from high school. The next time, it’s like I have been on report for the last year and they are about ready to fire me. I never know which before I enter.” 
 
    He looked at Riley. “You don’t have to worry. The worst that can happen to you is that I am given orders to drive you off the property. To my knowledge, I don’t think they know about the scheduling arrangement Mason has put together. You are just a new arrival, as far as they are concerned.” 
 
    “It’ll be fine. I will be nice and see how it goes. If things have improved at the ranch as much as you say, they would not want to push me out the door, right?” 
 
    “I guess that is right… With them, you never know. Mrs. Miller is especially brusque. She rubs many of the guys the wrong way. I hope she is on her best behavior for you.” 
 
    “It’ll be fine,” Riley assured him, touching his arm lightly. “If I don’t like what they say, I can always leave. Though leaving the ranch will be awfully hard. It has been a sensual paradise for me!” 
 
    He stopped the ATV, stared at her. “You are something…” he said, shaking his head. He started again, arriving at the front door. “Let’s go.” 
 
    They walked up to the entrance. A servant, who had apparently been waiting for them, opened the door. “Welcome back, Hogan. I see you have brought our guest.” 
 
    “Gerard, this is Riley. She has been staying in one of our bunkhouse units for the last week.” 
 
    “As I have heard,” Gerard said. “Having some fun, are we?” His darkly leering look and formal tone unsettled Riley. Gerard did not seem to notice. “Thank you, Hogan. I will escort her to the main residence.” 
 
    Now it was Hogan’s turn to be startled. “I’m not coming with her?” he said, his tone of surprise clear to Riley. 
 
    Gerard, again, did not seem to notice, nor care. “The Missus said you would not be joining them.” 
 
    “Okay, then.” He turned to Riley. “I will come back to take you…” 
 
    “That will not be needed,” Gerard interrupted him. “Mr. Miller told Mason to cancel Riley’s scheduled appointments for the evening.” Riley cringed a little at that one. They knew about her activities at Green Creek… 
 
    “Okay…” Hogan said again. “Have fun. I’ll see you when I do.” 
 
    She reached up and hugged him, then turned to Gerard. “I’m ready.” 
 
    Gerard was a formal butler, she thought he was called, of some form of British/Scottish descent. His neatly kept, slightly graying hair and thin frame told her he was meticulous with appearance. She liked him instantly, taking his arm as they walked. He startled slightly at her touch but did not react in any other way. 
 
    They walked down a large hall. Riley marveled at the paintings and tapestries that adorned the walls, large sculptures in every open space. This was clearly a wealthy family who had no qualms about showing that wealth. 
 
    She stopped at one sculpture. It had to be a Remington; she thought to herself. The rider was on the horse at such an angle it looked like he was moving. “Is this a Remington?” she asked. 
 
    “Indeed, it is. He did this one in 1903. Such realism, don’t you agree?” 
 
    “Very. You can almost see them moving.” 
 
    With her interest in the art, as they moved through the building, he discussed individual pieces and where they were from. Gerard clearly had a strong interest in the collection and Riley was an apt student to listen. The two were growing closer with each step. 
 
    They finally arrived at a large double door. The dark wood of the door displayed etched patterns of trees and the Green Creek logo. It was almost as beautiful as the rest of the art. Riley marveled at the craftsmanship. 
 
    Gerard knocked on the door twice. A call to enter came from inside. He opened the door, inviting Riley to step forward, though he did not join her in the room. He simply said, “Madame, may I introduce Miss Riley…” then closed the door behind her. She was suddenly alone with two strangers. 
 
    The couple got up from the furniture across the room, approaching her. 
 
    “So good to meet you, my dear,” the woman said. “My name is Jacqueline Miller, and this is my husband, Bill. Welcome to Green Creek.” They both extended their hands to welcome her. She shook them but did not move any further forward. She could see a bedroom just off this area with a four-poster bed and a large mirror at the headboard. 
 
    Mr. Miller appeared to be in his early 50s, but had a full head of graying hair. He was handsome in a Texas rancher sort of way. Tanned skin and deep blue eyes over a frame that could only be called buff, especially at his age. He was a very attractive gentleman. Mrs. Miller was younger than him, though not a half-his-age trophy wife. Maybe late 40s. They moved comfortably with each other, telling Riley they had been together a long time. 
 
    She was also beautiful by any standard measure. Auburn shoulder length hair, blue eyes, flawless skin, and breasts that hung down, clearly natural. She was shapely and obviously as fit as her husband. 
 
    Mr. Miller pointed for her to come over to sit on the sofa. “We understand you are traveling around, trying to get a feel for Texas. Is this correct?” 
 
    “Yes, I take these hitchhiking trips every year. This is my third trip. Two years ago, it was southern California. Last year Utah, this year Texas.” 
 
    “And do all these trips put you into situations where all manner of sexual acts can be done with you?” Mrs. Miller asked. 
 
    Riley caught her breath sharply, looked carefully at the older woman. Then she relaxed. What did she have to lose? she thought. “Yes, that is why I take these trips. On the first one to Venice Beach, I discovered a love for rough sex and group play. I now call these trips my ‘Debauchery Tours’. I let my true sexual self out to play on a Tour but go back to the normal me in Portland… when I’m not on a Tour.” 
 
    “And have you always been successful at finding guys to accommodate you?” Mrs. Miller asked. Her tone was not critical. She seemed genuinely interested. Riley gave them a brief ride through her Utah trip. How some guys were fun, others not so much. “Like life, I suspect. Some things work out, others don’t.” 
 
    “You certainly have lit a fire under this ranch, my dear,” Mr. Miller said. “Several cowboys have told me you were the best sex they had ever had.” 
 
    “And that you will do anything for them,” Mrs. Miller added. “Is this right? You will do anything?” 
 
    “Anything is overly broad, but I guess it’s pretty close. I had someone pee on me one time. He really enjoyed it… did nothing for me. Not interested in that. Otherwise, I am open. I want it to be consensual on both sides. Other than that… not sure how to say this… I have the great fortune of being able to cum quickly and repeatedly. This gives me flexibility to let the guy set the pace and I just go along.” 
 
    “So, you are a submissive?” Mr. Miller asked.  
 
    “Not in how that term is commonly used…” Riley said. “I have done little BDSM play… I go along, but I am regularly active in the going along, so not submissive… no… accommodating and flexible is the way I would describe it. I do not require them to treat me one certain way for me to take part. This allows them to experience our time as open for their own feelings.” 
 
    “Why no pain play?” Mrs. Miller asked. 
 
    “No reason not… just never came up… I wanted lots of…” she paused, not sure how loose her talk should be. 
 
    ‘Go on,’ they both encouraged her. 
 
    “Well… I wanted lots of cock. Having all three holes filled is the pinnacle for me. I would like to do that every time I get a chance.” She shivered, remembering two nights ago when three cowboys took all her holes over and over. They must have taken her for two hours. Exhausted at the end, but so satisfied! Oh yes, she likes that. “They have tied me up a couple times, while cocks had their way with me. That was fun. But the BDSM porn I have watched has been very solitary. One person torturing another. Didn’t appeal to me.” 
 
    “I’ll give you that,” Mrs. Miller said. “BDSM play is more about the buildup and anticipation. The pain helps focus the body on the pleasure. This expands the whole image of what sexual play can be and intensifies the orgasms.” 
 
    “Sounds good. Maybe I should try it sometime.” 
 
    “How about during your visit?” Mr. Miller said, no hint of humor or teasing in his tone. He meant it. 
 
    “What? On the ranch?” 
 
    “Oh no, my dear,” Mrs. Miller said. “In this bedroom.” 
 
    Riley’s face went suddenly flush red. “With you two? You want to play with me?” 
 
    “Is that so hard to believe?” Mrs. Miller asked. “We allowed you to come onto the ranch to service our cowhands. I have been told that even some of our senior managers have tasted your sweet nectar. Why not us?” 
 
    “We can introduce you to a new level of pleasure,” Mr. Miller added, “by showing you how giving up complete control intensifies every aspect of the sexual experience.” 
 
    “What about my cowboys? If you whip me or pinch me, then I will be too sore to take them on. They won’t want to take me roughly if I wince when they touch the stripes across my body. I really love your cowhands… Not sure I want to give that up.” 
 
    “We thought you might say that,” Mr. Miller said. “So here is our plan. We will release you today until Monday morning at 8am. We will make sure that Hogan tells all cowboys they have unlimited access. And we will throw in a little bonus.” He looked at his wife, who grinned, a deep, knowing smile. 
 
    “You see, my dear,” Mrs. Miller started. “On Saturday night, we will offer Ryan. We have asked him not to take part in your schedule until now because he will take you to another level. I have experienced that level… it’s unreal…” Her husband shook his head in agreement, he had clearly seen it with his own eyes. “We have planned a little party here on Saturday night. You will be the featured star. We have lined up many willing cocks dedicated to your pleasure… and mine, of course… with Ryan as the ultimate treat late in the evening. You may have experienced large cocks in the past… I assume a randy girl like you would have… but Ryan is not only huge, but he has the stamina to keep you going and the skill to make you wish it would never end.” 
 
    “On Saturday night,” Mr. Miller added, “we will have you in various stages of bondage throughout the night, so the cocks can have unrestricted access to you. We ask only that you give yourself to them for their… and your… pleasure.” 
 
    “So, what happens on Monday at 8am?” Riley asked. Her nipples were already hard as pebbles as the image of being tied up and used inflamed her sex. 
 
    “Oh yes,” Mr. Miller went on. “After three straight days of non-stop cock, you will offer yourself to us as our sex slave for the next 5 days. You will move into the main house, take your clothes off at the entrance, and remain nude during your entire stay. Inside the house, you will do whatever sexual thing we ask… and we will ask a lot… we will teach you the pleasure of pain, the joy of submission and how high your orgasms can go.” 
 
    Mrs. Miller broke in, “But, if you become uncomfortable during that 5-day period, we will give you a safeword to use. You simply say the word, all activity will cease, and you will leave the ranch. But if you make it through the 5-days without using your safeword, we will allow you to return to the bunkhouse for all the fun you can stand for another reasonable period. How to define reasonable is really up to you.” 
 
    “Do I have to give you an answer right away? This is a major change in my plan. I need to let it sink in first.” 
 
    “My dear,” Mrs. Miller said, “We understand this is a stretch for you. We are only bringing it up after several discussions with the cowboys that have taken you. We believe you are a true submissive that would respond deeply to this kind of play.” 
 
    “You do not have to give us an answer at all, Riley,” Mr. Miller added. “But, on Monday morning at 8am, you will arrive at our door. Remove your clothes once Gerard lets you in. You will immediately get on your knees facing that door, and no matter who is in the room, you will place your forehead on the floor, extend your ass in the air as high as it will go, and reach around to spread your sex open for anyone to see. We will take it from there. If you do not appear at the door at the designated time, we will ask you to leave Green Creek. Your time with us will be over.” 
 
    “Do we have a deal?” Mrs. Miller asked, the apparent desire in her eyes unnerving Riley. 
 
    “This is certainly an interesting offer. I will tell you for sure on Monday morning and look forward to the bondage sessions on Saturday night. That sounds like a lot of fun.” 
 
    “Oh, it is, my dear. It is.” 
 
    Mr. & Mrs. Miller both stood up. The meeting was over. He said, “enjoy your cowboys for the rest of the week and we look forward to seeing you Saturday night. And, of course, on Monday morning, 8 o’clock sharp. You do not want to start your time as a slave with a harsh paddling for being late.” 
 
    “Oh, and by the way,” Mrs. Miller said as they walked to the bedroom door. “Beginning Saturday, and all of next week, you will address us as Master and Mistress. Whenever we ask a question, you answer it with Master or Mistress at the end. Punishment will follow if you don’t do it. Understand?” 
 
    Riley looked her in the eye with that wry grin she loves. “Yes, Mistress, I understand.” 
 
    “And another thing,” Mr. Miller added, “We have reserved Saturday evening on the Ranch Entertainment schedule. I recommend you accept a light load for Saturday afternoon. We plan to put you to the test on Saturday evening. We don’t want you tiring out early in the evening. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Master,” she said. 
 
    “Good.” Mrs. Miller opened the door. Gerard seemed to appear out of nowhere. “Please escort her to the front door. I have arranged for someone to take her back to the bunkhouse.” 
 
    “Very good, Missus.” 
 
    As they walked back through the long hall of the house, Gerard asked if she would accept their offer. Riley was shocked. “You knew it was coming?” 
 
    “Of course, everyone in the household will have free access to you next week. We will get to know each other very well, Miss Riley. Very well, indeed. Before the Missus could make an offer such as that, she had to make sure the staff would take part. We had an all-hands meeting to discuss it.” 
 
    “How many staff are there?” 
 
    “14 household staff. 8 men, 6 women.” 
 
    “I will have to serve the women as well?” 
 
    “Of course. Women have needs just like the men. Needs that a sex slave will be obliged to handle.” 
 
    This was all happening too fast. Her mind was whirling with all the things they could ask and what they meant by all the pain play and paddling if she disobeyed. Caleb had tied her up in Utah. She was good with the bondage play, but pain? She was just not sure that was going to work. Nothing in her 24 years of life, or even the last few of sexual experimentation, had prepared her for this offer. 
 
    “I suppose they do,” she responded to Gerard. 
 
    “Very good, Miss. I look forward to your return. It’s important to understand that everything happens for a reason. For example, the submissive position near the front door signals to your very soul that you have entered a different life. And from what I have heard from the hands, you will love that life. Don’t let your fear of the unknown turn you away.” They approached the front door as he opened it. “See you on Saturday, though I may not get to taste you then. Your 5-days do not start until Monday morning.” 
 
    She walked outside. There was a man sitting on an ATV, presumably her ride. She did not recognize him, but as she got closer, her pulse quickened. She just stared at him. Oh my God, she thought, this may be the most beautiful man I have ever seen. His chiseled chin and large chest, his dark, sun-tanned skin and light brown wavy hair, the piercing blue of his eyes. He exuded sexual energy out of every pore. She struggled to breathe as she came closer to him in the seat. 
 
    As she approached, he pushed his hand out in welcome, “You must be Riley. Mrs. Miller asked me to take you back to the bunkhouse. Good to meet you. My name is Ryan.”

  

 
   
    11 / Prepping for Saturday 
 
    Riley hopped in the ATV but could not take her eyes off this… this… man. She’d heard the phrase once: ‘a man in full’. Now she knew what it meant. Ryan was completely there.  
 
    “Welcome to Green Creek,” Ryan said, “though I guess you have been here all week, right?” 
 
    “Since Sunday night…” It was all she could get out. She needed every ounce of her self-control to stop from ripping this man’s clothes off and slamming his cock inside her. 
 
    He had to know what she was thinking, because he looked at her with those smoldering blue eyes. “Looking forward to Saturday night? I sure am.” He put his hand on her thigh, giving her a gentle squeeze, but leaving it there, massaging. Riley felt like she was going to cum right there. 
 
    “Saturday night?” she asked, having trouble connecting the dots in her scrambled brain. 
 
    “The play party the Millers are organizing. Didn’t she talk to you about it?” 
 
    “Oh yes, sorry. We discussed so many things. That was a serious conversation. The Millers are very intense people, aren’t they?” 
 
    “That they are.” 
 
    “Tell me about the parties,” Riley said. “Have you done them before?” 
 
    “Of course,” he chuckled. “I am typically the lead attraction. I like to arrive about half-way through the night when most of the guys have already shot their loads one or two times. The women just melt into me.” 
 
    “Melt?” 
 
    “I look at the other guys as a warm-up for the ladies. The good Lord has blessed me with a large tool and the stamina to make use of it. Many women don’t even know how many times they can cum in an evening. It’s my job to teach them.” 
 
    “You’re a pretty arrogant one, aren’t you?” 
 
    “No, not arrogant. Experienced.” He shrugged his shoulders to show he did not know where this came from. “I can get hard whenever I want and stay hard for about as long as I want, no matter how tight the canal. It’s a gift.” 
 
    “Can I see it?” Riley asked. 
 
    “Nope. Mrs. Miller told me you might ask that question. She specifically instructed me to say no. You will only find out when they tie you into one of her ingenious bondage devices. The woman is a fiend for that stuff, but really knows how to amplify the pleasure to almost unbearable levels. You’ll see.” 
 
    “How come you never signed up for my schedule on-line?” 
 
    “Mrs. Miller wouldn’t let me, had Mason restrict my username from reserving a spot. She wants to watch me take you for the first time.” 
 
    “How big are you?” 
 
    “Big. I can’t pull it out to show you, but there is no reason you can’t touch it. Go ahead.” 
 
    She reached over to wrap her hand around it. She couldn’t come close. It was truly massive. She thought Bako was big in California. Or even Caleb. She traced her hand up its length. Those guys were no competition. He was hard as stone, at least 10-inches long and so thick she couldn’t get her hand around its girth. This tool will rip me apart, she thought. 
 
    He had to know what she was thinking. “Now you know why I like the other men to take the women first. It stretches them out a bit and puts a load of lubricating cum in the canal. When I enter some women, they scream as if in pain… and I guess some of them might be at first… but the vagina is almost infinitely expandable. Once I get going, they always enjoy it. Always. Like I said, not arrogance, just a gift. I have played plenty of parties and taken lots of women. They all could take me and scream in pleasure by the end.” 
 
    “Okay,” Riley said as they approached the Bunkhouse, patting his cock a couple more times. “I guess I’ll see you tomorrow night.” 
 
    “Yes, you will. Have fun. I saw they loaded your schedule until then. Don’t wear yourself out before the party.” 
 
    She smiled at him with her own version of a wry grin. “I guess you could say that’s MY gift. I never wear out. I cum and cum and cum. I have been in group settings where I take so many cocks that it feels like one continuous orgasm. I call it streaming. And I cannot explain why, but I do not get very sore afterwards.” 
 
    “Riley,” he just laughed, shaking his head, “by the time you get to me, with all the shit Miller will put you through, you will already be streaming. This will be a fun session.” 
 
    She patted his cock one last time, then hopped out. “Looking forward to streaming on that pole. Yes, I am. See you tomorrow.” 
 
    By the time she got up to Unit #8, there were three cowboys standing in front of her door. “Sorry, guys. I was up being introduced to the Millers.” She opened the door to let them in. “Please take your clothes off… right NOW!” She was already pulling her shirt over her head and unfastening her boots. “Guys, you are in luck. I am so horny I need one of your cocks inside me immediately! And I am going to fuck… your… brains… out!” There was a collective whoop from the room as clothes flew in every direction and Riley jumped on the bed, her legs spread wide. 
 
    One guy plunged into her sex, the other in her mouth, the third had his cock in her hand. She was loving the stimulation, but all she could think about was that log and tomorrow night. Maybe she should take tomorrow afternoon off, she thought, as her first climax ripped through her core. Maybe Hogan will teach me to ride. 
 
    She needed more than this. She pushed on the cowboy inside her, so she could get up, signaling for him to lie on his back as she reached for the lube. Riley then mounted his pole and signaled for the guy in her hand to make better use of his stiff rod, spreading her ass cheeks to give him clear passage. She grunted when he was inside her ass and pulled the cock back into her mouth. A deep moan of satisfaction escaped her throat as the three gave her all they had. She needed every stroke, as she screamed in orgasm after orgasm, all the while dreaming of Ryan’s massive rod pushing her higher. 
 
    Luckily, this group of cowboys went the distance for her. They took her for the next two hours. God, she needed that as she came and came.

  

 
   
    12 / Getting Some Advice 
 
    She sent a text as soon as the cowboys left Friday night. This one was to Hogan. Can he teach her to ride tomorrow afternoon and show her the ranch? He texted right back. Glad to. She then sent a text to Mason. Can he cancel the session for Saturday afternoon? Hogan is going to show her how to ride a horse. He texted back as well. Glad to. 
 
    On Saturday morning, a single cowboy came calling. He had reserved a spot all to himself. He was smaller than some of the other guys and wasn’t feeling up to the competition of a group thing; he told her. Riley was happy to oblige. They made tender love for almost an hour. He ate her to climax twice, and she rode him to release a couple of times as well. It turned out to be one of the most sensual sessions she had since she came to the ranch. Slow and tender. After the constant acrobatics of the previous night and the expected activity Saturday night, she was happy for the break. 
 
    Truth is, the decision she faced in only two days was consuming her. The implications and unknowns were too much. She did an online search for submissive, sexual slave and BDSM. The range of possibilities was so wide she felt like she knew less than when she started. 
 
    Could she give up total control and allow someone to paddle her whenever they wanted? Or put her in a closet and leave her there? Or put a blindfold on while they yanked her nipples with clamps? The way Mrs. Miller spoke, she would really like this stuff. Really? She never thought of herself as a pain junky. Cock junky, cum slut, you bet. Pain? She could not imagine. 
 
    She needed to talk to someone, but she didn’t know who. Lots of people know about her sexual… uniqueness? Desires? But to become a sex slave? After fretting about it all morning, she decided to talk with Hogan. He knew the Millers. He could advise her on how far they would go. Would they honor their safeword commitment? Or ignore her needs? She was so ignorant of BDSM rules. She wasn’t even sure how to define those needs. 
 
    By noon, when Hogan was supposed to pick her up, she was a frazzled mess. He knew immediately that something was up when he looked at her. “What’s going on with you?” he asked. 
 
    “Let’s go. We can talk when we are out of ear range.” 
 
    He pushed the pedal down on the ATV as they roared across the parking lot and a small field to the horse barn. Hogan briefly explained how to mount a horse while he fastened the two saddles. He had brought Riley a gentle horse that they usually had children ride. Within 15 minutes, they were deep into the field and heading for a lake she could see. He explained about the three lakes on the ranch. They made their way to a picnic area on the edge of the closest lake. 
 
    “Okay, now what’s up? Nobody within miles.” 
 
    “Shit, Hogan, I don’t even know where to start. The Millers have thrown me a serious curve ball and I’m trying to figure out how to hit it, or even whether I should.” 
 
    She told him about the party that night and about the requirement to become a sex slave to the Millers if she wanted to stay past Monday. “You mentioned you had heard they were into swinging, but it seems much more than that. They are full-out BDSM fans. Mrs. Miller apparently is quite a freaky Mistress with all kinds of bondage experience. She wants me to become one of her slaves. I’m kind of scared, Hogan. Can you help me decide what to do?” 
 
    Hogan was almost as surprised as she was. He told her he knew they were kinky, but did not know they were so deep into it. And for the House staff to be in on it too? Shit… Whether she should go along is not something he can say, he told her, but he knew one thing. The Millers might be kinky, but they were honorable people. He had seen plenty of chances for them to scoot regs or screw a business partner on a deal. They never did. If they say they will do those things, they will do them. 
 
    They got back on the horses and kept on talking. It helped calm her nerves. He knew that Ryan ‘serviced’ Mrs. Miller regularly, but he was more than surprised that Mr. Miller knew about it and apparently watched. Now that’s kinky. He laughed. 
 
    In the end, the best advice he gave was to follow her instincts. She takes more risks than any woman he has ever known; he said. If this is more than she will do, then she should listen to herself. If she is really interested, but it’s just unfamiliar, then she should do it. He was certain the Millers would not hurt her seriously or renege on any deal they make. He also recommended she reserve judgment until she experiences their swing party tonight. If she likes the way they work and how the party progresses, she should consider the week’s commitment. 
 
    After they got back from the ride, she thanked him for the thoughtful advice, went back to her room and slept for a couple of hours. She still hadn’t decided about Monday, but she was going into the evening play with an open mind. She took a long shower, brushed her hair to a sheen, put on some light makeup, pressed her Hollywood dress, and came out of Unit #8 looking like she was ready to play. She did not have shoes for this outfit, so just wore a pair of flip-flops. She was sure they would not be on for long, anyway. She also did not wear a bra or panties. She didn’t have any sexy undies that would go with this dress, so went without. 
 
    The Millers had sent a car for her at 8:30. As she walked down the stairs, catcalls and wolf whistles rained down from the cowboys in the main room. They jumped out of their seats, lining the route to the door. ‘Where are you going?’ 
 
    “Dinner at the Miller’s,” she said, giving no other details. Looking hot, they called! And she felt hot. If she was going to have Ryan inside her this evening, she was MORE than ready! 
 
    

  

 
   
    13 / The Millers at Play 
 
    The car was probably unneeded. She only had a few hundred yards to go, but flip-flops and ranch parking lots are not best of friends. She was glad it came. As the car circled around the front of the house, she could see other cars pulling into the lot on the side, with only men getting out of them. True to her promise, Riley and Mrs. Miller were the only guests of honor. 
 
    When the car stopped, a gentleman opened the door and helped her out. The dress only went down to mid-thigh. As she rotated her legs, a brief gust of wind lifted her dress, exposing fully what was not there. Luckily, no one was standing there except the doorman. Riley wondered if she stayed for the week, whether the doorman would get to know her the way Gerard promised he would. What a dilemma she faced! She wasn’t certain about the pain and BDSM stuff, but her pussy tingled every time she thought of spending a week in total submission to someone else’s sexual desire. 
 
    She walked in at the same time as two men. Both were older, probably 50s, Riley thought, but fit for their age. They had to know she was the star of the night, but treated her with utmost respect, like true Texas gentlemen. She could see three more men coming around the side of the building on their way to the front. 
 
    Not since the Hollywood party in Laguna Niguel had she felt this same mix of pussy-fire and nervousness. The difference this time is that she knew she was going to get fucked tonight… and fucked a lot! 
 
    She also knew that Ryan was going to show up in the evening. And that her party would REALLY begin at that point. 
 
    Gerard was at the front door, greeting guests as they arrived. He looked at her and almost lost his stuffy composure. “Miss Riley… you look… simply ravishing this evening. After the hiking outfit of before, I thought you might show up in cutoffs. That is a lovely dress. But the shoes?” 
 
    “Sorry,” she giggled, “I had room in the backpack to compress the dress, but not the shoes. These are all I have. You think Mrs. Miller would mind if I just took them off, walking around barefoot?” 
 
    “Actually,” he leaned down to her, almost as if sharing a secret, “I think she will have you without clothes at all shortly. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Around a bunch of men about to have their way with me? You bet! Preferred even!” 
 
     “I heard that about you… never wore clothes in your bunkhouse in case someone came by. You are quite the treat. I am seeing why the Missus wants you as her slave.” 
 
    Riley gently touched his arm. “What about you? Do YOU want me as your slave as well?” 
 
    “Most definitely,” he smiled down at her. “Now go. They are expecting you. Throw your sandals in the hall closet and meet the Missus in the Great Hall on the left. You cannot miss it. All the guests are already gathering there.” 
 
    She walked down the hall, admiring the art once again. The crowd noise led her in the right direction. Soon she was walking into the Great Hall, the picture of feminine confidence and sexuality. This she could handle, she thought. The room was now brimming with people, must be 20 or 30 already and there were several still coming into the house. She enjoyed being taken by lots of guys, but wasn’t there a practical limit? Especially with Ryan coming. 
 
    As Riley took a closer look, she was sure all these people were not players. Some were old enough to be her great grandfather. Others were huge or relying on a cane to stand. There must be a certain contingent that just liked to watch. 
 
    Just as she was trying to figure out who was who, Mr. Miller walked up beside her. “Riley, so glad you could come. We’ve got a great crowd for watching tonight, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Big crowd, true… for what?” 
 
    He turned, looked at her straight with fire blazing in his eyes. “You are to address me as Master at all times, my wife as Mistress. Next time you neglect that, I will turn you over my knee right in the middle of the Hall, and paddle your ass until it is bright red. Is that understood?” 
 
    Shaken by the sudden turn in his attitude, she could only say, “Yes… Yes, of course, Master. I forgot. This is my first time. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “We’ll let it go. Do not forget again. These guests will expect me to react to a slight of that nature. Now, for next steps. Mrs. Miller would like for you to join her in our bedroom. Do you remember the room where we met on Thursday?”  
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    “Very good,” he said, swatting her on her ass. “Better go then.” 
 
    Riley hurried down the hall, knocking twice on the door before walking in. 
 
    “Oh, Riley, you are here!” Mrs. Miller was standing in a sexy piece of lacy black lingerie, contemplating what dress to put on. “I sure wish my figure still looked like yours. It did when I was in my 20s, you know.” 
 
    Riley smiled, examining the choice of dresses, picking out a dark blue velvet, handing it to her. “This will offset your auburn hair… Mistress.” 
 
    “You are right, it will. Now, what is that dress you are wearing? It looks fantastic on you.” 
 
    “I received it as a present from a group in California, Mistress.” 
 
    “It is lovely, but I’m afraid it will not do.” She unzipped the back and helped her pull it over Riley’s head. She did not have any underwear on. “Yes, now that is perfect. You are not to wear any form of clothing for the rest of the evening. Is that understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I actually prefer it that way. There is something deeply erotic about walking around nude in front of people who want to fuck you. Don’t you agree, Mistress?” 
 
    “I do indeed. I was a submissive at a party in Minneapolis, many, many years ago. They had me walking nude and bending over to be fingered and my rear slapped whenever they wanted. By the end of the night, I was so wet, the juices were running down my leg.” The happy memory of it made her body shiver. 
 
    “Reach into the top drawer there,” she told Riley. “You will find a set of leather wrist and ankle cuffs and a little blue pill. Take the pill and then please put on the cuffs. When we reenter the Great Hall, you will be in full submissive mode for the rest of the evening. Do you know what that means?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” Riley was listening while she found the cuffs. She had used the blue pills in California and looked forward to what it would do to her orgasms, swallowing it down. They made the cuffs of soft but strong leather, with some form of padding on the inside. She fastened them as she listened.  
 
    “We are not formal about the rules at these parties, like some clubs. For now, you may look guests in the eye and speak to them as you wish. The only actual rule is that you do everything they ask, immediately and joyfully. If they ask you to stand still so they can stick their finger up your sex, you do that. If they pull a cock out of their pants and tell you to suck, you do. There are no exceptions to this rule. They ask for anything, you do it. No limit. If some jerk asked you to lick their butt hole, you do it. Is this understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “This is important because the evening builds on itself. At first, they will pinch your nipples, grab your ass, and get you to bend over so they can finger you. Your willing compliance will encourage them to go further as the evening progresses. Soon, they will bend you over sofa arms or tables and shove their cocks in you. This is the goal. To get you stuffed with cock as often as possible, right?” 
 
    “Oh yes, Mistress. Very much.” 
 
    “I thought so. Your early compliance will make that moment arrive faster. We are expecting around 35 guys tonight. You and I will be the only women there.” She reached into that same drawer and pulled out a collar and leash. “I will lead you around by the leash. Everyone here will know what you are here for. We will not ask them if they want to do something. We will just stop at certain places and make you available. You’ll see. They won’t hesitate. I will also be available to them, but most will not take advantage because of my husband. My reward will come later when the real fucking begins. You and I are going to get seriously fucked tonight. So exciting.” 
 
    Mrs. Miller giggled like a schoolgirl. “Looking forward to that?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I love being fucked by lots of cocks.” She giggled as Mrs. Miller stroked her arm. 
 
    “We will get plenty of that. And then Ryan will arrive for the main event. You have not been fucked until Ryan gives it to you. You have not seen it yet, have you?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good. The shock of it will take your breath away.” She reached up to put the collar around Riley’s neck, adjusting the size to make sure it was tight but not constricting, attaching to the leash. 
 
    As she put her dress over the lingerie, she continued to talk. “I think you are going to be a major hit at this party, my dear. Your arrival so electrified the cowboys that they have been bragging about you to the other ranch hands. These men are mainly the owners of those ranches, but they are just as horny as the cowboys. You’ll see. I have had most of them over the years. Early on, Mr. Miller used to offer me as a party favor. They would tie me to our four-poster bed and fuck me until I screamed with the pleasure. Now, I mainly use Ryan for that. You’ll see. His cock is a freak of nature, but brings such pleasure…” Her face got red as she thought of what was to come. 
 
    Riley just stared at her. Her own thighs were gaining moisture from the juices now flowing in anticipation. She was so ready for this. Maybe this submissive stuff may be worth it, she thought. 
 
    Once she arranged her dress, Mrs. Miller reached behind Riley, fastening her wrist cuffs together and grabbed the leash. “Let’s party.” She reached into Riley’s crotch, surprised at how wet she was. “You really are quite the slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “We are going to have so much fun together!” Mrs. Miller giggled. 
 
    They walked out of the room and approached the Great Hall, where all eyes were following them across the room. Mrs. Miller entered the Hall, the naked, leashed, and cuffed Riley in tow. 
 
    Just as they entered the Hall, everyone grew quiet. Mrs. Miller took this as her queue. “Gentlemen,” she said. “May I present our guest submissive for the night… Riley. She comes to us from Portland and will do anything you ask. And I mean anything.” 
 
    The crowd erupted with applause and laughter, the sexual tension growing thick as guys started grabbing cocks through their pants, some even pulling them out to stroke in anticipation. 
 
    Mrs. Miller pulled on the leash and they went deeper into the room. Riley did not get past the first cluster before hands were all over her, pinching her nipples, penetrating her sex and back opening, grabbing her ass, kissing her fully on the mouth. 
 
    Mrs. Miller progressed slowly through the room. Occasionally, a hand would reach out to fondle her breasts as well, but most of the attention was on the naked submissive trailing behind. 
 
    Riley was almost vibrating. She was so turned on. Each finger thrust and nipple pinch expanded her desire. Her pussy was literally throbbing to be penetrated by something larger than a finger. 
 
    As they reached the end of the room, Riley was standing next to a table. She was panting with her desire. Mr. Miller entered the room, pushed her face down on the table, pulling his cock out and slamming it home. There was a gasp from the room as the real action began, but the cheers arose when Riley came explosively after only the first few thrusts. The stimulation crossing the room had left her right on the edge. Miller’s cock just finished the job. 
 
    Miller slammed into her, smashing his cock in deep, then pulling it out so everyone could watch every thrust. Riley cried out as her climax shook her very core. The binding of the arms seemed to amplify the pressure of the orgasm, pushing it deeper into her body. “Oh my God,” she cried out, her whole body shaking with the pleasure. 
 
    Before he came, Miller stepped back, and the line formed. Cock after cock took Riley on the table. Mrs. Miller reached down to her ankles, fastening them to the legs of the table. She also laid out a bottle of lube for anyone wanting the other hole. Once one man used the lube, many followed as different cocks alternated between her openings. 
 
    Once the train was in full swing, she began to cum repeatedly. Cock after cock drove into her as the streaming orgasms pulsed inside her. Electric pleasure of bound arms and legs caused her to pull against the hold. This pushed her already supercharged pleasure, amplifying it even more. 
 
    Soon, eight or nine cocks had used her. Mrs. Miller undid the ankle cuffs and helped her to rise. “Gentlemen,” she told the room, “we are going to move into the bedroom for our sub to get the proper treatment. Anyone interested in joining us is welcome.” Murmurs of agreement flew through the room.

  

 
   
    14 / Retreat to the Bedroom 
 
    She grabbed Riley’s leash and led her toward the four-poster bed. “Now,” she whispered in her ear, “you are going to discover the genuine joy of submission.” 
 
    When they got closer, the prize awaited. Ryan was lying on the bed, naked, his cock fully engorged as he stroked it. The size of it took her breath away. How could that thing go inside her? No matter, she laughed to herself; she was sure ready to try. 
 
    But Mrs. Miller did not take her to the waiting bed. They moved her to an odd apparatus on the other side of the bed. Her wrists and ankles cuffed full spreadeagle to the frame. She was in a X-position with her front facing the bed. “Surprise,” Mrs. Miller said, pulling up a control unit for the machine. 
 
    Riley’s position changed. She was being pulled up and around, her arms crossing legs. The result was her flat on her back, her pussy and ass fully exposed and her head hanging down on the other side. Mrs. Miller placed a small shelf under her head for support. 
 
    Men in various stages of undress moved into the room, surrounding the bed and Riley in the frame.  
 
    Two men came up to rotate the machine so Riley could see as a now naked Mrs. Miller got up on the bed, holding Ryan’s pulsing log, and lowered herself onto it. The look of early pain as he pushed inward gave way to overwhelming pleasure as he went deeper. Soon, the room could hear a soft squishing sound as he pushed fully inside. She cried out as she rode his cock. 
 
    Riley only saw a few moments of the Ryan action, because a cock moved to her mouth, blocking her view. Another cock penetrated her sex below. She was now spitroasted at both ends. The cries of ecstasy came from the bed, but her cries were not far behind. She could not see who was doing what, just floated in the moment’s pleasure. It did not take long for these two gentlemen to find their release, flooding her two openings with cum.  
 
    Soon, another set was replacing them, and it all started over. This continued through cock after cock. Riley was back to streaming again as her climaxes came one after the other. The drug she had taken made every thrust and wave a point of sheer pleasure. 
 
    She felt like she was floating as the cocks used her. The pleasure of the event further amplified by the bondage which held her in this position. Soon, she let go of all attempts at control and just floated. The power of her orgasms seemed to grow with each new cock. 
 
    The reality of swallowing so much cum became plain, however, when she started coughing as they came. After that, the cock in her mouth would pull out and spray the spunk all over her face and chest. The power grew until she could not hold in the waves and cried out with each climax, pulling on her cuffs to increase the intensity. Someone must have thought she was in pain because all movement stopped. 
 
    “No, no,” she cried out, “don’t stop, please don’t stop.” 
 
    That satisfied the concerned men, and more cocks began their plunging. After a while, the number slowed and finally the last cock satisfied. Riley could finally look at the bed. Ryan’s log still impaled Mrs. Miller, but now Mr. Miller was slamming into her ass and another man was fucking her face. Her own cries of release were coming frequently. 
 
    Gerard came over to her in the machine. He had wet washcloths and towels. She lifted her head, looking down at herself, covered in spunk, almost head to toe. Gerard shifted the head shelf up to allow her more comfort. He scrubbed her in a way he clearly enjoyed, saying, “Miss Riley, I love scrubbing your body of cum.” He took a finger-wipe full and placed it in his mouth. “My role when we have a submissive is to clean the used sex with my tongue, scooping out all the emission I can, then cleaning the submissive thoroughly for whatever the Missus has planned next.” 
 
    Riley looked up at him from her prone position. “You can do that to me any time you like.” No one had ever made such an offer to him. His eyes sparkled with the prospect, but now he had a duty to perform. He pushed the button to move her back to a standing X position. 
 
    She had not realized how awkward a position she had been in until she stood up. Gerard unfastened her arms from the machine. She began stretching in every way to limber her frame. It felt like they had stretched every muscle to the very limit. “My apologies, Miss Riley, but you must remain bound,” as he refastened her wrists behind her back. She just shook her head in acceptance. 
 
    Once her ankles were disconnected as well, she moved over beside the bed to watch. The amazing part of the show was Ryan. Riley did not know how much time had passed, but it was a long time, over an hour at least. Ryan looked like he wasn’t even breaking a sweat and had no intention of cumming. In the meantime, Riley had seen 3 or 4 men cum in Mrs. Miller’s ass and mouth.  
 
    For Mrs. Miller, physical exhaustion set in. She could not continue any longer, lifting off his cock, falling to his side. She cuddled up against him, clearly having done this before.  
 
    As her breath settled back to normal, Mrs. Miller looked up at Riley. “Ready to ride the monster?” 
 
    “Please, Mistress.” 
 
    “Go ahead, then. Get up there. Gerard, help position her. She is not to be disconnected.” 
 
    “Yes, Missus.” Gerard got up on the bed, helping Riley to rise above the cock, then lowered her sex flat across it, whispering in her ear. “Move back and forth on his cock. Each time you go further up, he will eventually catch it and go inside. You’ll see. A young girl needs to work a log like that in carefully.” 
 
    Once she was firmly atop this meat sausage, she started moving her hips back and forth. The sensations sent little shock waves through her, especially as the head rubbed her clit with each pass. As she became comfortable astride his pipe, Gerard gently pushed her down onto Ryan’s chest, who reached his arms around, gripping her tight against him. With the binding of the wrists and now his firm grip holding her close, Riley felt this sudden surrender. She had lost control, and she knew it. She had never felt this sense of freedom before, of total release. 
 
    Gerard reached around, gripping Ryan’s massive cock in his fist and positioned it at her opening. The head was so large, she felt like it touched her total sex all at once. Gerard moved it across her labia a few times to moisten the head, then pushed it into her opening. 
 
    She grunted with the pressure, at once understanding why he liked the other guys to cum inside first. The spunk that remained lubricated her vaginal walls allowing a smooth passage, but nothing had ever stretched her like this before. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Riley cried out, “it’s too big.” He did not stop, continuing the slow advance. “You’re ripping me apart… too much…” but he did not stop. He gripped her harder to his chest. She felt herself try to resist, but then that earlier sense of release became a complete surrender, giving herself totally to his control. Suddenly, her senses sharpened. She felt the very edges of his shaft pushing its way in. She could feel the ridges of his cockhead and the veins along its side. Her pussy was alive with his invasion. 
 
    “Push back against me, try to push it out,” he whispered in her ear. She did that, but it only allowed it to go deeper. She felt it press against the top of her vaginal canal. Surely, she could not take any more. Then a loud squishing noise filled the room as her canal gave under the increasing pressure. She felt a sudden bite of pain, then the most incredible rush of pleasure she had ever experienced. 
 
    Her spine curved as the pleasure shot through her core, pressing against his firm grip. This resistance strengthened the wave of pleasure as she felt his hipbone touching her ass. He was all the way in. Her breathing was coming short and rapid as her body tried to deal with the sensations flooding into her. Then all hell broke loose as he moved. 
 
    At first, it was only a slight movement downward, gathering speed, then a plunge back up into her depths. She gasped as the first climax took her. Nothing had ever felt like that before, as she erupted into one of the most powerful orgasms of her young life. He gripped her tight as she flopped against him, a tsunami crashing against his solid shore. She was now gasping for air as he picked up the pace, ramming himself into her very foundation. 
 
    Riley could no longer stop the sensations, giving herself to the flood. They crashed into her very essence, surging with his assault. She screamed as she came another time, harder than before, deeper. It was as if her whole body was on fire, as she thrashed on his pile driver, taking her very will with it. She was twisting and wreathing with each wave of her climax, feeling the force of his grip with each plunge of his rod.  
 
    She came twice more as he drove himself into her, but her breathing became erratic and labored. The slut may be willing, but the body had its needs. Riley was reaching her limit. 
 
    Ryan decided it was time for a pause. He slowed his pace as she collapsed on top of him, her heart pounding, her breath coming in large gulps. He did not come out, however. Far from it. His cock moved almost constantly, not deep plunges like before, but slight rotations and shifting motions that kept the sensations below tingling and alive. 
 
    Soon, as her breathing slowed, she felt movement on the bed and a cold liquid dripping on her rear opening. She turned her head as much as she could and saw a rancher moving above, lubing his hard cock. 
 
    Riley’s mind almost panicked. That was the hardest orgasm she had ever experienced. If Ryan started up again and added anal as well, she did not think she could take it. Yet, her bondage to him never let up. He was holding her tight, caressing her, talking to her in soft words. 
 
    “Ready to touch the stars now, my Riley,” he whispered. “We are going to take you to places you have never been. Open yourself to us, release completely. We want all of you,” as she felt the wonder of a new shaft entering her tight opening. The rancher came in gently at first, until his cockhead broke through the ring, but then he plummeted into her. Ryan was so big, she could feel his rod pushing against the new intruder, fighting for space. 
 
    They started slow, getting to a rhythm of alternating thrusts. Riley felt the bed move again and someone turned her head to the other side, where another cock pointed toward her face. Another rancher had positioned himself to use her last hole. 
 
    “Are you ready?” Ryan asked. She could feel the rising sexual tension on the bed as they held themselves steady, waiting for her to agree. Riley looked into the eyes of the rancher at her mouth and licked its head, nodding hers yes. She was very ready. 
 
    That was the signal they wanted. The slow rhythm down below sped up as the cock in her mouth pushed forward. She was glad this would not be a gentle threesome. She so loved to be taken, ever since Venice and Bako’s relentless fucking. All three cocks attacked her at once. She groaned with the sudden increase in movement; the bliss rising with each plunge into her every opening. 
 
    Ryan kept his grip to hold her immobile, but otherwise, they seemed to ignore her altogether. This was just the hard fucking she wanted. Three cocks plunged into her, pistoning their own need. She rose higher and higher; her climaxes coming one after the other. Soon, she was streaming them, feeling the intensity of each thrust as she gave herself to the sensations, screaming her pleasure around the cock that filled her throat. 
 
    The guys in her rear and mouth could not last long, pushing in for one last plunge as she felt their seed coat her anal passage and throat. Ryan slowed slightly as they pulled out, but other cocks quickly replaced them. And the process started all over again. 
 
    All the while he assaulted her sex with his incredible tool, Ryan was whispering in her ear. “Let yourself go… feel the pleasure… give yourself to it…” 
 
    The weird part? She did! It was like she was having an out-of-body experience. She felt herself give over to the stream, to join with it, to allow it to take over. Each thrust punched her higher, as she felt each load of cum splash inside like liquid metal scorching her openings. Cum after cum splashed into her as another replaced each cock.

  

 
   
    15 / Recovery 
 
    But, as with all things, this too must end. She labored under all the effort, her breathing getting short and ragged again. Her inner slut wanted to stay in the stream, but the sheen of sweat told everyone that she was near the end. The last cock pulled out of her mouth and ass as they left their own reminders behind. She was a little shaken because she was sure that Ryan had not cum yet. Was this always the way with him, not cumming? 
 
    Ryan gently lifted her off him, onto her knees. Surprised, she saw Gerard, naked, next to her on the bed, laying on his back in a 69 position. His head was right next to Riley’s hips. They disconnected her hands, and they told her to crawl on top of Gerard with her sex right above his mouth. Was this his thing? She thought, licking a freshly fucked pussy? 
 
    She used her hands to support herself, lifting her leg to step across. Ryan then pushed her head down until her face almost touched Gerard’s raging tool, which was pulsing with need. She reached across to grip in, moving it toward her mouth, but a sudden command of ‘stop’ came from Mr. Miller. Sucking him was not the plan. 
 
    Mrs. Miller stepped over Gerard’s body, facing Riley, reached between her legs and impaled Gerard’s shaft in her hungry sex. Then came the surprise. Ryan stepped up between Riley’s legs and drove his log home. A loud laugh escaped his lips. “Now it’s my turn,” he spit out. 
 
    Riley was in an awkward position: her ass up in the air above Gerard’s face, with her head wedged between Gerard and Mrs. Miller. This turned out to be by design.  
 
    Ryan plunged back into Riley’s cunt with all the power he could muster. There was no thought of Riley in this. He was fucking her for release. With each drive inward, Riley’s head would push against Mrs. Miller’s torso, moving Gerard’s cock back and forth inside, creating a whirlwind of sensation for them both as his cock twisted inside, not under his control. 
 
    Ryan’s attack was relentless, stabbing deeply with each thrust, spanking her ass as he got more aggressive. Mrs. Miller forced Riley’s head down to create a stronger push against Gerard, increasing her own stimulation. 
 
    Riley just gave herself to the flow, her climax building as Ryan took control once again. This time, it did not take long. All the humping of the last couple of hours primed him well. His loud grunt told her what was happening before she felt the torrent of cum splash deep inside. Mrs. Miller came at the same time, gripping Riley’s head into Gerard. Her own shook across her total body, the firestorm causing convulsions of wild pleasure. Riley almost passed out. 
 
    When he was done, Ryan pulled out, allowing his cock to flop down onto Gerard’s face. The volume of his spunk was a wonder, dripping out of her swollen lips. Mrs. Miller helped her up so she could position her opening right above his mouth. 
 
    The sensation of his tongue diving deep to scoop out the white cream shook Riley at first, but then she understood what was happening. THIS was what Gerard really enjoyed, what he had told her about. As his tongue scooped load after load into his mouth, Mrs. Miller began rocking on his cock, twisting her hips to increase the stimulation, gripping him inside her. 
 
    Riley twisted her hips gently, encouraging the cream to travel further down, so he could have it all. Gerard lifted his hands to stroke Ryan’s softening rod, pulling every bit of the cum he could get, even licking the head and shaft to get as much as he could. 
 
    Gerard shook as Mrs. Miller repeatedly slammed down on his shaft. He exploded inside her with a grunt and then a sigh of deep release. Riley stopped trying to hold herself above, dropping to smother his face in her goo, smearing whatever remained all over his face, then rolled off him onto her side, stroking Mrs. Miller’s leg with her hand. 
 
    What a night, she thought to herself! This was the Laguna Niguel party on afterburners. She turned to look at Ryan, but he was already gone, so she changed her position to place her head on Gerard’s chest, her hands stroking him and Mrs. Miller. They were doing the same. Mr. Miller joined them on the bed, his stroking joining the movement. There were a group of ranchers still hanging around, most still naked. They all joined on the bed as well. It had been a night to remember for everyone.  
 
    Riley looked up at Mrs. Miller. “What happened to Ryan?” 
 
    “He never hangs around. Not interested in the touchy/feely stuff, I guess.” 
 
    “Too bad,” Riley chuckled gently, “because I sure am. What could be better than the afterglow from sex like THAT?!” She said this as she reached around to stroke whoever was within reach. Those that were too far away reached in to touch her offered hand. 
 
    After a bit, everyone got up, dressed, and said their goodbyes. Mr. & Mrs. Miller brought her dress in, thanked her and asked Gerard to take her back to the Bunkhouse. On the way over, she talked to him about his unique fetish. 
 
    “How did you discover you enjoyed eating cum like that?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m bisexual, you see. I have always loved the feel of a shaft down my throat and very much relish the taste of cum. One time, when I had just finished making love to my girlfriend, I saw the cum leaking out and tried it. She enjoyed the licking, I think, but not nearly as much as I did. When I moved out here to serve the Millers, the parade of submissives they brought through allowed me to indulge this interest. Mrs. Miller watched me do it one time and now she often allows me to take part in her sessions to suck the cum out of the submissive.” 
 
    “That was my first time,” Riley smiled, “but it was fun. In fact… give me your phone.” He reached into his pocket, pulling out a cell. She typed in her name and number. “Send me a text, so I have your number. I have regularly scheduled sessions with the cowboys, as you know.” She reached over to stroke his arm with overt affection. “If you are interested, you could indulge your fantasy with me every time they visit. They usually last about an hour. When they are done, I will send you a text and keep my hip elevated to preserve as much spunk as I can. You can wait outside in your car. You come up the backstairs to #8, the door is always unlocked, and… well… I will spread my legs wide for your enjoyment.” 
 
    “You would… you would do that for me?” 
 
    “Of course, Gerard. I love bringing pleasure. It’s my main thing. I cum so easily that I almost always do, so it’s more fun to focus on bringing pleasure to others.” She thought about it a moment more. “I would very much enjoy doing that for you. It was actually kind of hot,” she giggled. “There will be three of them tomorrow, if you are interested.” 
 
    “You are surely something, my sweet Riley. I do hope you are planning to take them up on the offer to be their submissive for a week. We could have a lot of fun.” 
 
    “I haven’t decided for sure, but I’m actually leaning against. I have already been on this tour for over 3 weeks. I don’t think staying on another week is possible.” 
 
    The disappointment in his eyes was difficult. She went on, “I love the pleasure of sex… and bondage, even… but pain?… just not sure I’m mentally ready for that… That machine was something last night. Does she have other contraptions like that around the house?” 
 
    “Many. Mrs. Miller is a genius when it comes to the application of what she calls ‘pleasure/pain’. Very talented and inventive. She has a machine shop in Dallas that builds them to her custom designs.” 
 
    “Nice to be rich, right?” 
 
    “Indeed. Especially convenient when you have specialized fetish needs that are not broadly available. She has so many of those devices, she could probably start another Green Creek department to sell them on-line.” 
 
    “I plan to tell her I may come back if they pay my way down here. But not next week.” 
 
    “They are quite sticklers for their ‘deals’,” he assured her. “If you do not show at 8am on Monday, you will definitely no longer be welcome on the ranch.” 
 
    “It’ll be okay. I plan to go out with a bang tomorrow, though I may be a little sore after that log of Ryan’s.” 
 
    “He is quite large,” Gerard laughed. “Here’s a deal I will offer. You are under no obligation. I will come back tomorrow morning, well before your first scheduled appointment. I will put you in the shower, scrub you clean, shampoo your hair, and pamper every part of you with the same lotions I use on the Missus after her own sessions. Would that be acceptable?” 
 
    “I would like that very much… let’s plan on it tomorrow,” she said. “Oh, crap, it’s already 1:30 in the morning!” She pulled out her phone, looking at the coming schedule. “My first session is at 10am, so how about 8:30?” 
 
    “8:30 it is.” 
 
    As she got out of the car, she turned to him. “What did you mean she has her own sessions?” 
 
    “Oh, the Missus is quite the pain slut herself. She invented most of these machines for her own use. Mr. Miller will often bring cowboys in from other parts of the state to fuck her until she cannot take another second of it. After they are done, he will take her down to their dungeon, and we can hear her screams throughout the house. She simply loves it.” 
 
    “Wow…” 
 
    “Can I be honest with you about something?”  
 
    “Of course, you never have to ask that again. I expect and want that from you.” The beaming smile on his face told her he seldom got an open-ended statement like that, so she sat back down in the car seat. 
 
    “I know you may not stay for next week, but… in my opinion… you are as much of a pain slut as she is. How many women could go through what you did this evening and not scream from the torture? Tell me the truth, your pussy is really sore, isn’t it? And your butt?” 
 
    Riley rubbed herself down there. Yes, she was sore. Very sore. 
 
    “But you never said a thing, kept cumming and cumming. For people that like the pain, it simply adds to the pleasure. The Missus recognizes her own kind… that’s how she found the other subs that have stayed with us…” 
 
    She patted his hand. “I’ll think about it. Maybe they will have me come back.” 
 
    “I sure hope so,” he called out as she walked toward the Bunkhouse.

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    As soon as she got back to the Bunkhouse, she sent a text to Mason. ‘Sunday may be my last day. Let’s make all sessions groups of 3 or more.’ Surprisingly, considering the hour, he texted right back, ‘got it.’ Moments later, another one arrived, this one from Hogan. Mason must have sent him a note immediately after receiving hers. 
 
    [Hogan]: Going somewhere? 
 
    [Riley]: Too long a conversation for text. Call if you want to discuss. 
 
    It felt like her phone rang before she even hit the button. The conversation was not long. She told him of her decision not to take the Millers up on the sex slave offer, but to leave it open for a later return if they would like. He asked how the house play went. Amazing, was all she said. 
 
    She asked him if he would take her to Amarillo on Monday morning, since she had decided to fly back, not hitch. She spent so little money on this trip; she had plenty. Yes, of course, he had said. See you then. 
 
    True to his word, Gerard showed up the next morning, promptly at 8:30am. He treated her like a spa master. She came away refreshed and ready to play, even had a terrific orgasm while he licked her sex after cleansing. She was still a little sore from the previous night, but it wasn’t too bad, she thought. 
 
    True to Mason’s word, 4 cowboys showed up at her door promptly at 10. They fucked her in every hole for an hour and a half, bringing her to screaming orgasm after orgasm, then she sent the text and Gerard came in to lick her clean and repeat the spa treatment, ready for the next round. 
 
    This process repeated twice more that day, finishing with an especially rough session at 7pm, with Mason and three of his old football-playing buddies from Wichita Falls. They were all as big as he was and cared little for her pleasure, fucking her repeatedly and in every hole… just the way she liked it. 
 
    Afterward, Gerard came in for his clean up, but did something different. He brought her a change of clothes that he had bought in Amarillo for her. He wanted her to travel comfortably on the airplane. 
 
    She came up to the Main House later that evening, asking to speak with the Millers. Gerard took her back to their bedroom suite. She broke the news to them about not being able to stay the next week. They seemed very understanding but confirmed their deal that she could not stay on at Green Creek. 
 
    Riley said she understood the deal, but then told them, while she could not do it this week, she was not opposed to it. She asked if they would pay for her to fly down if she went through with it later. Of course, they said. In fact, they could do her one better. They will fly her home in the Green Creek jet tomorrow and pick her up in the same jet if she comes back. They asked Gerard to escort her to the Green Creek air strip at 8am on Monday morning. The jet will be waiting, and… added Mrs. Miller with a wink… enjoy the ride. 
 
    That last was kind of weird. She had been on business jets before, but Gerard seemed to know what she meant. When Riley arrived at the airstrip, a white Gulfstream G550, with the Green Creek logo painted on the tail, sat on the tarmac. She hugged Gerard, told him how much the last few days with him had meant to her, and got on the plane. 
 
    When she stepped into the main cabin, she understood suddenly what Mrs. Miller meant. Ryan was sitting in a seat, naked, stroking himself, his massive tool ready for her enjoyment. The bed in the plane's rear had electric candles, soft music, and a bottle of champaign on ice. The flight attendant just smiled as she directed her into the cabin. Enjoy the flight, she said.  
 
    THE END
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