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The Blurb

This book is about Riga. I know who Riga is and what she stands for. This is for Riga. She represents strength in adversity and courage and love. 
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Above All Why

The writing based on you my muse will be more important than our precious romance for it will simply be timeless.

To my mum. I miss you and we will meet again in my dreams, on Samhain/Halloween and on the other side. Thank you for letting me see the movie film Firefox with Clint Eastwood at your friend’s in 1982. The Soviet guided missile cruiser Riga inspired the title for this book and my character Riga here. You would approve and like her. She has your qualities. I know my situ is difficult here. RIP. Love and light always XXX

Break a leg on this book. - My muse.
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Riga Tank

Riga drove the Main Battle Tank on the training course. She went full throttle and was enjoying it. Taking a sixty-ton vehicle up and down the gradients. A small little friend with a huge grin on her face. The thousand horsepower diesel engine roared like a demon. Everything was in motion. The tank leapt into the air and thudded down after jumping the incline. Dirt dust and diesel exhaust coloured the scene. Engine noise was like a mechanical monster. The wide angle computer display flickered then stabilized. Riga nodded and squinted. A speed run was coming up. She maxed her throttle and pushed the heavy vehicle to the limit. Physics and engineering allowed this. The green painted tank was a living thing. She had no crew it was just her. Now hitting sixty miles per hour. Ten above the rated maximum. With a roar of soil and rocks the tank shot round a wide bend. The tracks squealed and was a vision of movement. The tank bounced and kept going. Riga was sat on a padded spring loaded seat. It gave a good comfy position. The screen before her showed the path ahead with navigation arrows speed compass heading and more. It made night day and was High Definition. She also had armoured glass vision blocks or could elevate her seat and drive with the upper hatch open. In battle you would keep the hatch closed. For parades it was opened with the full crew on display at their positions. On the training course Riga was strapped into her driving seat and loving it. Beasting a heavy tank with a full tank of gas. She would be this way till her fuel was gone. It was cool and the best use of an MBT. It was a shame to destroy them in war. Race and rally instead on the forest course to get to know the machine.
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Riga Bulldozer

Riga slept with a construction worker. By using protection she made sure not to catch an STD or get pregnant. She seduced him to steal his vehicle keys. His vehicle was a bulldozer. She would have some fun with it. It was a beautiful summer's day under turquoise skies. Birds flew overhead singing. It was one of those days where anything was possible. Including cold blooded murder in broad daylight! Riga went to the shopping centre by bulldozer. With a thundering crash she entered by the side wall and pushed through it. Debris and dust littered the orderly scene of people shopping. The heavy vehicle slowly moved and increased speed. The tracks squealed. People stopped stared and pointed. Riga saw this. It spurred her on. She toed the accelerator. The big engine screamed. Riga nodded and raised a fist. She shouted incoherent words for her dead father. Her mind was focused on driving the machine but very unhinged. She pushed the control sticks forward and advanced to a group of shoppers. They just stood there. The dozer bored down on them. It hit them with the forward blade bowling them over. Riga lifted up the blade so their bodies would pass under it. Some were caught under the tracks. One teenager had his legs mangled. He was fastened to the track and slowly dragged round. He waved his arms and screamed No! He was quickly squashed dead like the others. People started to run. Riga moved to the left and bust up a store front. People tried to leave it. She saw them and moved right. Two men were caught. They fell under the blade then tracks. Riga reversed and mowed down more innocent shoppers. They still clutched their purchases to their chests. As if it would save them. A false commercial god replacing real love and caring. Riga shook her head and smashed up more store fronts. Glass and metal and window items clattered down. A security guard with a pistol tried to confront her. He fired two shots. They pinged off the shiny steel dozer blade. In a cloud of blue exhaust Riga murdered him dead. His body was like red jam on the ground. Riga lowered the blade and pushed debris ahead of her. Pieces of bodies, store goods and other crap were there. Jumbled destroyed like her life by events. Riga controlled this event. She drove at max speed six miles per hour and splatted twenty people who either cowered or ran before her. It was horrific and oddly fascinating. Riga was done. She turned left and thundered through another wall and left the centre. It had been a bad day for them. For Riga it was...
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Riga Rocket

It took off in a blast of flames and smoke. Riga was on a space rocket with a difference. She flew it straight up into orbit. This was while she was doing something else. One hand was on the control stick and the other used a big pink dildo! This went inside her pussy. In and out like a perverted perambulator packing a punch! Riga squirmed in her chair. Her special spacesuit was tailored to allow her access to her bits. The rocket climbed higher and higher. Her sexual prowess did likewise. Desire filled her. When the dildo went in she gasped. It was so fucking big! The roaring rocket engine was drowned out by Riga's screams as she came. Her body bucked against the seat straps. She felt small as the g-forces increased. Her orgasm heated up her lower body. It rose upwards and almost knocked her out. Hardly the thing for words. Such were her feelings. Only those who had experienced it knew what it was like. In and out went her dildo. Pussy juice and cum flowed out of the special access hole. Riga gasped one last time as a final climax whizzed through her. Then she passed out. Her head lolled to one size and her tongue was on her moist wet lips. The g-forces evened out and she was weightless. The engine noise ceased and she was in space. Zero gravity! Riga would wake up later. For now she floated in her capsule a small sexy flier in space. One who had just climaxed. Was hers the first orgasm in space? Her pink dildo free floated in the cabin. Three globs of pussy juice orbited it. Oh what sensual joys in orbit! All recorded in High Definition.
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Riga Vienna

Riga drove the passenger bus like a maniac. She was in the zone. The stereo blared out tunes. Old skool 80s cock rock and goth on the decks. It was quality stuff. Like her Japanese built orange coloured bus. It carried thirty passengers altogether and was nippy. She threw it round corners and accelerated away. Standing passengers knew her driving style and hung on. She pumped up the tunes and away they went. In a straight line the bus was quick. Not a racing car but almost. The AC was on and cooled things nicely. Riga sat in a brown leather bucket seat and hummed to the music. Her hair was tied back and she looked cool. Her black shades also added to her aura. The ticket collector was her younger lover. He was 26 and Riga was 43. A nice age differences. The guy knew what he was doing as did she. They’d made love on the bus after shift and he’d almost got her pregnant! What would her 21-year daughter say? He collected the fairs and chatted with the passengers. The music played away and all was fine. Riga and her lover on their mid-size bus in Vienna.
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Riga Selfless

The bus had two emergencies at the same time. Riga was aboard for a short trip over the river bridge. She was going to see her friend. They’d not seen one another in months. It was time for a dinner date. Riga got on at the small station and paid her fare. She sat down by the window and watched the city come to life. People were going to work or to buy the morning papers. She’d checked the news on her phone while having coffee and toast. It promised to be a fine day with no rain. Riga wore her grey ‘Girl Boss’ t shirt. It was a gift from a friend. Her black jeans hugged her short legs and shapely butt. The blue baseball cap was off her sister. As were her Nike trainers. She checked the time. The bus was late due to morning traffic as it wound through the streets. It sped up a little as it reached the bridge. Riga looked out over the water at the river and boats below. She took a quick photo on her phone. It was then the driver shouted and gripped his chest. Then he collapsed onto the steering wheel. Immediately the small gal knew what had happened. She put her phone in her pocket as she got out of her seat and ran forward to the driver’s position. Already the bus was swerving and with a jolt hit a small blue car. Passengers screamed. Riga knew she was too small to lift or move the hundred and ten kilo dying driver from his seat. She grabbed the wheel and yanked it right as another car was hit. The impact jolted Riga and the bus. She invoked God and shook her head. The driver was leant over the wheel and she struggled. She jammed her left foot on the brake pedal. It was difficult as his big feet were in the way. Riga swore and knew her chances were slim, all their chances were, to survive this. What she did now would be live or die. Another car was hit but she held on as the bus slowed. They may get out of this yet! Suddenly, the front left blew out and the bus slewed left. Riga tried turning the wheel. It was no use! The bus was out of control. It thundered over the central reservation seriously jolting them all. Hitting two more cars it smashed into the crash barrier and left the side of the bridge. It fell fifty feet into the water. Riga still held onto the steering wheel as the bus careered to the grey water. Passengers shouted and screamed. Riga called her father’s name before the bus hit the water in a sickening splash. It sank and nobody emerged from the vehicle. Did they all die?
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Riga Props

Riga flew
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