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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 holiday season was finally over, and I was relieved. I liked my 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 my first holiday season behind the bar. The people were demanding, though not unreasonable, and the pay was better. In fact, the best thing about the bartender’s job was that I was making enough money to fund my next hitchhiking adventure.

      My first trip was hitchhiking to Venice Beach in California two years ago. The trip turned out vastly different from my original plan. I had gone to California to hang on the beach, do some people watching and, maybe, if I was lucky, get laid. At 22, I was hoping to expand my worldliness in that one area.

      I had heard that Venice was a wild place with lots of interesting people. That did not describe anyone I knew in Portland, so the trip might be a new beginning… I hoped. An opportunity for me to let loose, take some risks, and just have fun.

      What happened, however, was totally unexpected. I met a guy named Billie on my first night in town. He came back to my hotel, and we had the roughest sex I had ever experienced. The surprise was in how my body reacted. I simply loved it! Every ounce of my being was on fire. I had always enjoyed what little sex I had. This… this was something entirely different. I came hard and often. I wanted more, much more.

      And that was just the beginning. On the second day, I moved in with Billie and his two roommates. From that day until I left four weeks later, not a day went by that I wasn’t filled with multiple cocks. The roommates, Bako and Mateo, found in me a willing participant in every fantasy they could muster. Everything from multiple partners to anal sex drove me deeper into the sexual release I now craved.

      The high point was the party on my last weekend in town. Hollywood actors and executives controlled me for the entire evening. ‘Free use,’ they called it. I had to do whatever they wanted. And what they wanted was to fill all three holes at the same time. The orgasms came so often that I thought of it as a stream of constant cumming, floating through one giant climax.

      But it was Bako that drove me crazy! He had a cock the size of a pipe, stamina like no one I had ever known, and the skill to use that incredible tool. Almost every night, he would take me into his bedroom and fuck me until I struggled to catch my breath. Sometimes Mateo would join us to further intensify the sensations.

      This became my daily Venice routine for almost four weeks. Every morning, I would walk around Venice, see the sights, and enjoy the quirky people until just after lunch. I would then go back to the apartment where Billie would offer me to his friends as the ‘free use’ option for the afternoon, doing whatever they wanted. Then Bako and Mateo would take over every evening. I became absolutely addicted to sex and the glorious releases I was experiencing.

      Much later, I 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. I didn’t care. Like any addict, I just needed my next fix. Venice Beach was at that stage for me.

      All good things must end, however. They call it debauchery for a reason! The lack of an emotional connection and an attempted rape left me burned out. The last few Billie sessions took me deeper into this emotional morass.

      My brother, Dan, video-called during that last week. Shocked at the way I looked, he left Portland, came down to Venice Beach, tracked my cell phone and caught me in the middle of a session with cocks in all three holes. He ended up punching a guy who refused to move off me.

      The drive home with Dan was strained, but necessary. He brought realism back into my life. After talking all the way back to Portland, and through reflection since, I’ve concluded that he was right. That behavior could not go on forever. I had already reached a limit at the end of the four weeks. Still, I craved the release. Like an alcoholic who longs for the taste of Scotch on their tongue, I yearned for one more climax.

      Luckily, the Hollywood group supplied a little relief. They paid for me to come back every few months to take me however they wanted. Unfortunately, the rest of my life was too boring for words. I was sure that Portland had swinging groups or kink clubs, though I also knew if I gave in to my desires all the time, it would eventually consume me.

      For the next eight months, I just stewed, masturbated occasionally, and languished in my lifeless existence. During all that boredom, the germ of an idea took root. I could do a trip every year, fuck as much as I wanted, with a fixed time limit, then come home. I saw what I came to call the ‘Debauchery Tour’ as a model for future efforts.

      In my mind, I started comparing it to riding a roller coaster. Dropping 100 feet from a cliff would not be fun. Dropping 100 feet on a roller coaster was a great thrill. By setting a fixed time limit and being careful about where I went, I hoped the tour would allow me to have as much sex as I could get, while keeping the risk at a reasonable level.

      By that summer, I had worked out a plan for an annual trip. I would hitchhike to a destination and try to score along the way. While I was at it, I would see the country, meet some interesting people and, hopefully, get fucked as much as my 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. While I hitchhiked in that direction, I stayed flexible about where I ended up. Eyes on the prize, as they say. The goal was humping, not sightseeing.

      For my second tour, I tried Utah. I intended to visit the national parks that peppered the state and see what happened. After being picked up by a gentle and considerate long-haul trucker named Bailey, from Alabama, I never made it to a park.

      Instead, I stayed with truckers for the whole four weeks. I was soon going from trucker to trucker.

      Did I ever get the free use I wanted that month! One guy even arranged for a gangbang near St. George, where twelve truckers gathered to give me exactly what I wanted. That was so good! The memory of that driver, Caleb, his lovely tool, and the drivers that came to deliver for me always set my sex on fire.

      But like Venice Beach, the three weeks of fun ended with me making one terrible driver pick. A guy named Lucas forced me to ‘service’ him… I guess that’s one form of free use, right? And then abandoned me in a field north of Ogden, after giving me to a group of like-minded truckers. I liked rough sex, took part actively with these guys, and came repeatedly. Still, it left me feeling empty and ashamed of my choices suddenly. By the time Portland was on the horizon again, I swore I would never do anything like that again.

      Now, after the large money haul of the holiday season, and my growing need for sexual release, the free use tour concept was back in my head for a new visit. Surely, I could control the risk by being more careful in my choices, or not being so willing to give in to whoever wanted me.

      Truth was, I so wanted to be at the center of a sea of cock again, that the negatives hardly mattered any longer. I brushed aside these concerns and focused on the how, what, when, and where. I already knew the why. Indeed, I knew exactly why. Texas was now firmly in my sights. There must be some cowboys who could satisfy my needs, right?
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      My brother Dan went ballistic when he found out I was going to do another hitchhiking trip. He had to save me from the first one. And the way I had talked about Utah, he knew the second hadn’t ended well, either.

      “What are you waiting for? Some guy to strangle you and leave you dead on the side of the road?” His tone of fear was unmistakable.

      “That’s not going to happen, Dan,” I assured him. “I have some experience at this now, after two long trips. I can make good choices about who to ride with and how to control the risk.” Left unsaid for me was my growing confidence in being able to select guys that would satisfy the actual reason for the trip.

      Dan might suspect sex was on my mind, though he did not dare bring it up after the time he caught me thrashing in orgasmic bliss in California. That image was now burned into his brain forever. His own sister! Shit…

      My behavior shocked him, yet he was more concerned about my 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 terribly.

      For 2-3 months, he peppered me with these potential outcomes. I would not relent. Since I could not tell him the real reason I was going, the professed ‘wanting to see the country’ excuse just seemed ridiculous.

      And now Texas! For god’s sake. “That’s 1,900 miles away… and that’s just to the western half of the state!” he said. “Even at that, you would have to ride through some of the most desolate land in the country… barren and exposed. They could bury you in some patch of desert,” he added in frustration, “and no one would even know you were gone until the family missed you months later.”

      Eventually, he gave up trying to convince me not to go and began working on the safest routes, and kept sending me websites and books on safe hitchhiking. He knew there was a tremendous risk.

      At 24, I had to admit I was drop-dead gorgeous. I had sandy-brown hair that hung mid-back. My green eyes simply sparkled, and my smile could melt the Arctic. My breasts were ‘perky,’ not large, despite their being bigger than you typically see on a small, slender frame like mine.

      And judging from what he had seen in Venice, he worried I knew how to use those assets to attract the worst kinds of guys. He didn’t know those were exactly the kind I wanted!

      Okay, enough of making me out to be some kind of glamor queen. I told you all that so you would know I recognized the risk. These looks helped me find the free use I was looking for, sure. Unfortunately, it also left me exposed to more practical concerns. I was only mid-five-foot. Knowing a little self-defense would not be enough if things got really rough. There was a genuine risk in what I was doing, no question about that.

      Dan also knew his sister well… too well. He knew dissuading me from this path was impossible. Rather than alienate me altogether, he changed his tack. He encouraged safety and connectivity, made sure I carried a phone all the time, and asked that I check in frequently. He assured me they would call the highway patrol if I didn’t check in every few days.

      I understood his concerns and appreciated that they came from his love for me. But I also knew he had seen the real reason for the trip and was probably resisting, so he would not have to come and save me again. Our relationship would probably not survive another view of me in the middle of all that testosterone.

      I finally agreed to his conditions, all very reasonable, and asked him to take me to the Love’s truck stop on I-84 when it came time to leave.

      By late May, I had mapped out a route to Texas. I would do I-84 to Utah, then weave south to Albuquerque, I-40 to Amarillo and then see what rides I could get. Once in Texas, I was open to wherever the next ride took me.

      The week before I left in early June, on the chance he might be in the area, I called Bailey’s work cell. Bailey was a long-haul trucker from Alabama who introduced me to the truckers last summer. He picked me up near Portland, then took me down through Bend and into Idaho. We ended up sleeping together several times until he had to return and dropped me off to ride with Caleb.

      “Well, this is a surprise. How ya’ doin’, hon?” Bailey answered. I could hear the truck noise in the background.

      “Where are you?” I 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.” I paused for a moment, remembering the tender moments we shared in his truck cabin. “You know the one.” I could hear him chuckling in the background.

      “Yes, I do.”

      “Giving Texas a go this time. I want to 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 hitchhike 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?” I could see his wide grin in my mind. Bailey knew about the Tour. He was my first cock on the last one and knew what I was intending when he dropped me off to ride with Caleb. In our miles together, I talked about my annual trip.

      “For now, I just want to get there. If something happens, well, you know me. I would never turn down an attractive offer. For now, I just want to eat up some miles.”

      “You know, I still occasionally hear chatter about your last one. 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 on 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. Definitely 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?”

      “Planning to leave next Monday from the Troutdale Love’s off I-84.”

      “I know the one. Will 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 my heart. He really was a great guy.

      “Wish you were going to be in the area this trip,” I 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 homestand next week, then we’ll see what the broker has available. Might just find my way through Texas this trip.”

      “I’d like that,” I said. “And not to sleep in the top bunk, either.”

      This brought Bailey to another round of laughter as we both recalled his initial nervousness about this beautiful young woman in his cab. He had to get some sleep, so he pulled down the top bunk to offer me an alternative sleeping arrangement. Then I shocked him by asking if he really wanted me to sleep on the top bunk by myself, the offer unmistakable. I smiled to myself, recalling how quickly he got over his nerves.

      When the laughter died down, “I’ll see what I can find; 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.”
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      Only a few hours went by before Bailey texted me the details for a ride. A driver named Max in a late-model Peterbilt could get me all the way to I-15 in Utah. He may even go as far south as Albuquerque… his broker had not sent him the final details of the trip. If not, he promised to help me get more rides south. Bailey reminded me it gets boiling hot the further south I go. Take water, sunscreen, and a hat. I thanked him.

      Dan took me to the truck stop, wishing me a safe return. “Be careful, okay?” he implored. “Don’t get carried away this time. We want you to come back to us.”

      “I will,” I said, hugging him back. “Don’t worry. Now that I’m tapped into the trucker community, I can go a long way in relative safety.” I naturally left out the part about traveling with a bed in the back, as Dan drove off and I went looking for Max.
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