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        Riley wants to get away from her boring life in Portland. She decides to take a hitchhiking trip to Venice Beach. What she discovers there is a world of sensual pleasure that convinces her this hitchhiking might be something she wants to do every year.
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      The trip to Venice Beach was an eye-opener for me. The lengthy line of men filled my fantasies even this many months later. My first try at a Debauchery Tour was a major success, though I was sure my brother would not agree with my assessment.

      After four weeks of almost constant action, my brother, Dan, had come to Venice Beach to rescue me. As each week has passed since, I’ve wondered what he rescued me from. He had come into the apartment where three guys were filling all my holes. I had already climaxed multiple times that session and was hoping for more. But no. Dan had other plans. He hit one of them after he refused to pull out and then wrapped me in a blanket. Time to leave, he clearly said.

      Dan was right… in one sense, at least. I was out of control at Venice Beach, with no thought for the future. I was addicted to the pleasure as much as any heroin user. The idea of giving that up had filled me with dread. I knew I had descended too deep into my desires. The question is: what to do about it? The sex I loved had seduced me.

      In that sense, I was thankful that Dan recognized my addiction and came to my rescue. I didn’t really regret anything I had done. In fact, I would have stayed much longer if Dan hadn’t come to Venice Beach to take me back to Portland. Still, I loved the experience. Thought about it all the time.

      For several weeks after my return, I withdrew into myself, hardly leaving the apartment. Dan visited a few times, though even those visits dropped off. I went back to my job at the bar. My routine became… well… routine. I would go to work, come home, watch porn, and masturbate. All I could think about was the Venice Beach action. Over time, I slowly came out of the sexual trance, even though I still wanted more.

      By midwinter, I was thinking another hitchhiking trip was in order. My wanderlust had returned. I figured since my first hitchhiking experience was so good, maybe I should do more. Even if Dan wasn’t happy about my choice. I wanted to feel the pleasure again.

      Maybe I should do one every year, I thought. I could hitchhike to a new location, find someone, or hopefully more than one, to fuck me silly, and then come back to my normal boring life after it is over. This way, I could have the debauchery I wanted in small quantities, like the old roller coaster analogy. Dropping a hundred feet from a cliff would not be good, but dropping 100 feet on a roller coaster would be a lot of fun. By going on a trip with a controlled time span, I could enjoy the sex and still get back before I became too hooked on the experience. Best of both worlds, right?

      That spring, I began mapping out some potential routes. Maybe I would go to the national parks in Utah. They have incredible beauty there. Or visit Texas. There was so much to see in that vast state. Houston, Dallas, the Gulf of Mexico, and maybe even take a quick hop over to New Orleans. I also wanted to see Key West. I had always heard it was a wonderful place, both for the beautiful vistas and because there is a lot of skin action down there.

      Finally, I wanted to try the Northeast. The forest-covered hills of New England should be beautiful. The northeast may not be the best for my sexual bender needs, but hey, you never know. Sex comes in many forms.

      Yes, taking a hitchhiking tour of the US seemed a particularly good idea as the summer approached. My sex tingled every time I thought about it.

      First up, I think the national parks in Utah might be nice. I wasn’t sure where I would find the action I needed, but the scenery would be wonderful either way.
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      With the Utah Big 5 national parks now the target, I started planning routes and where I wanted to end up. Zion National Park was the perfect beginning, with its scenic drives, vast rock cliffs and hiking through the Zion Narrows or up to Angels Landing. I planned to spend several days there. With almost equal beauty, Bryce Canyon has the world-famous orange hoodoos with hiking trails across the floor of the canyon. The pictures I had seen were breath-taking.

      The plan I came up with was straightforward. Start at Zion, take Highway 89 to State Route 12 into Bryce Canyon. Then, follow Route 12 up to Capitol Reef National Park, then Highway 24 through Canyonlands and Arches. I figured with the level of traffic through all these parks during the summer, I should not have any trouble catching rides between them.

      Now, how to get from Portland to Zion? The simple answer was heading across I-84, then down to US Highway 93. That might be boring. Instead, I decided on a route using back roads. US Highway 26 out of Portland, down to Bend, and then weaving through Oregon and California down to Reno. I might stay a few days there before heading through central Nevada into St. George, UT, and on to Zion. Straight driving would take about 20 hours. For hitchhiking, I estimated 4-7 days, not including any extended stays… should I find the right opportunities!

      My sex tingled every time I thought about what those new opportunities might be. I had been so lucky in Venice Beach, finding Billie on my first day. Billie had a weird blend of rough control and passive indifference that left me wondering where it would go. He had lovely roommates, though. So nice!

      Bako and Mateo filled me with such pleasure that, even now, I relived it frequently as I masturbated. They filled every hole repeatedly and taught me to love being dominated in the bedroom.

      It was in their often not-so-tender touches I learned the meaning of the phrase ‘free use,’ and how much fun it could be to give up control.

      Billie was good for only one-a-night. He still recognized that I needed more. The trip to Venice Beach became an almost endless stream of sexual adventures. During the day, I would begin the morning exploring the city and beach. Every afternoon, Billie would bring a steady flow of guys to service my needs. Nearly every evening, Mateo and Bako would give me a refresher course on how many orgasms a woman can have in one evening.

      Toward the end of my trip, Mateo arranged for me to be the guest at a party of Hollywood actors and executives. They put me at the center of sexual action, filling every hole for hours. I had never experienced anything like THAT before. Loved it! And they enjoyed me, too. Now, that is real debauchery! I wanted more!
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        * * *

      

      Dan went ballistic when I told him about my Utah plans. My brother had pulled me out of Venice Beach’s version of full immersion debauchery. He was concerned I would not willingly let go if I went in that deep again, that he would lose his sister forever. Like any addict, he argued, I could not tell when I was in too deep.

      He had a point. I was also concerned about getting lost in my lust, even if I wasn’t willing to live without it, either. I wanted to feel the pleasure of a Hollywood weekend experience again. How this would play out in conservative Utah was still unknown to me. Hope springs eternal, right?

      First, I had to get there. I went through my supplies for the backpack… changes of clothes, paper for sign-making, a large Sharpie pen, my cell and charger, extra battery, a small umbrella, and several bottles of water. The arid environment of Utah had me concerned. Twice on the California trip, I had been stuck waiting on the road for a few hours. Not such a problem in northern California, but in Utah? Dehydration was always going to be a challenge.

      On a Monday in early July, I made my sign for Zion, took an Uber to Highway 26 on the edge of town, and stuck my thumb out.
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        * * *

      

      And why wouldn’t they pick me up? Attractive young lady on the road by herself, I was quickly picked up by a southern boy who was on his way back to Alabama. For him, this was the fourth leg of a three-week trip with multiple stops. He was now on his way to Twin Falls with a container unloaded from the ports near Seattle.

      Bailey Johnson was his name. He was late 50s and had a few extra pounds, even though his upper body rippled with muscle. His crew cut, for what hair remained, offset a handsome face with deep brown eyes. He had an infectious laugh and sense of humor that matched mine perfectly. Only a few miles went by before we were laughing and joking with each other. This was going to be a fun ride.

      I had polished up my ‘hitchhiker pitch’ for the trip. Early on the California trip, I had discovered 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 I from? How old was I? Why not in school? Almost always the same ones. So, I developed a standard set of answers I would try to squeeze into the conversation as soon as possible to get them out of the way.

      Bailey began with his first question and, like a learned response, I gave him the pitch:

      “I’m from Portland, grew up in Beaverton, am 23 years old, work jobs when I need to, and like to explore. Only spent a couple of years in college before I figured out it was not for me. I have taken hitchhiking trips every summer just to see what’s out there. My mom and dad are still married; neither beat nor abused me. I am still single and have no kids. Did I cover everything?”

      Lately, my internal dialog always added, ‘and I like to be fucked by multiple guys with big dicks.’ The smile at this inside joke always made the drivers look at me weird. Saying it never quite seemed proper… you think?

      The way the pitch just came out, in a rush, always made the drivers laugh. It helped them get back to talking about the trip, and not about me.

      Bailey did not follow the usual pattern. He had plenty of time. He kept asking more questions. Every time I wanted to get back to talking about the trip, he would start again. He wanted to know more. The school I went to, other trips I had taken, what job I had. I enjoyed the discussion. His responses were often very comical. He didn’t get the message that I was here to get away from my boring life. Talking about it endlessly did not help.

      Luckily, he was on a long haul and willing to deviate from his regular route. We took a side detour to Bend, Oregon, a small tourist town near the ski resorts of the Cascade Mountains. It had a bustling downtown area filled with hikers and families enjoying the beautiful scenery.

      We ate dinner at a great cafe on the edge of the downtown called The Pine Tavern. Bailey had clearly been there before. What a fun place! There were trees growing inside the building! We sat out on the patio that faced Mirror Pond and had a sumptuous meal.

      He had me in stitches with his hilarious takes on the news of the day, his trip north and his son, about my age, who is a complete ‘waste of air.’ Tough thing for your own dad to say, right? Though as his stories got more detailed about what the son did, I understood. The struggle for Bailey was that he could do little about it. Long-haul trucking meant weeks on the road at a time. He missed most of the important dates in their growing-up years. Now that the son was in his late 20s, Bailey felt like a stranger to him and had little influence.

      “Why do you do it? Drive this way,” I asked him.

      “Not sure what else to do,” Bailey said. “I’ve been driving since I got my commercial license when I was 33.”

      “Don’t they have short-haul trucking, too, where you stay closer to home?” I asked.

      “Sure, but they make a lot less money. And… I don’t know… I like life on the road. Have always thought of myself as a bit of a hobo. Long-haul is my way of seeing the country and getting paid for it. After all these years, not sure I want to give it up.”

      “I wouldn’t want to spend so much time sitting on my ass,” I laughed.

      “… and I’ve got the hemorrhoids to prove it!” he responded.

      By this time, we were laughing so loud other patrons were staring at us.

      We finished up, heading back to the truck.

      “I need to sleep before hitting the road again,” he told me. “You are welcome to stay with me…” He looked back at the cab and what was available. The message clear. “…only has one bed in the back. Enough room to sleep two… without privacy.”

      I didn’t detect any sexual motives in that statement, but I was having such a great time, I didn’t care.

      “I’ll stay,” I said. “We seem to travel well together.”

      “That we do,” Bailey responded.

      As if for the first time, as we approached the huge truck, I took a good look at it.

      “Beautiful,” I said.

      “It better be,” he shook his head, “cost me over $200,000, and I have the payment to prove it!”

      “Shit!”

      “This one is only two years old. I have only 150,000 miles on it. Lots of my fellow truckers will put on 100,000 miles a year. I figured, might as well build in some creature comforts.”

      We walked around the front and hopped into the cab. Once again, I felt like I was getting into an RV. This thing had all the comforts of home. It was roomy inside, had everything from a microwave to a big-screen TV, a desk and chair, plus a nearly full-sized bed. Sleeping will be tight here. Maybe that wouldn’t be so bad, I giggled to myself. Bailey would be an excellent way to get the trip started… No, not a bad way at all.

      Bailey pulled out of the parking lot. “There is a truck stop on the edge of town that has parking spaces for tired truckers, even a shower. Let’s go there and see if they have some space.”

      I just nodded in agreement. My mind was already on what might come up. Funny, I had been riding in this same cab for several hours already, yet I had never noticed the bed in the back. It wasn’t quite full-sized, more of an oversized twin. We could both sleep there comfortably, as long as I did not mind frequent touching. I wondered if Bailey wanted to touch me in return. I sure hoped so…

      The truck pulled into the truck stop, finding a spot on the outer edge. Bailey swiveled in his seat, moving back to the bed. I followed, standing right next to him, my hand stroking his arm. We were both standing in the cab with little room to spare. I was comfortable. Bailey obviously not. He was not sure what to do next. For starters, he reached around the side, pulling a cord off a curtain that he spread across the entire front of the sleeping compartment. We were now completely alone.

      I just looked up at him, my hand on his arm. “It’s okay, Bailey,” I said. “I don’t mind.” I meant unspoken, ‘if we slept together.’ That wasn’t the way he took it.

      He gave a gasp of relief. “Good. I didn’t want you to be uncomfortable. This truck has all the modern conveniences,” Bailey said, chuckling. “Easily accommodates us both.” He then disappointed me by reaching up to pull a black strap that was hidden on the back of the cabin. This released a segment of the wall, which slid down to form a top bunk bed. Oh, crap!

      I looked up at him, my eyes locked on his, touching his arm again, this time with a little more intention behind the contact. “Do you really want me to sleep on the top bunk?” My eyes never left his.

      At first, it startled him as the meaning of my words sank in. Then his face changed to a warmth I had not seen before. “I didn’t want to presume…”
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