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    Prologue 
 
    The class was so boring Riley could barely stay awake, much less get involved in the topic. This was her third semester. The boredom was intensifying every term. Her grades were okay, but as each class droned by, she knew this was not what she should do with her life. Portland State was near her home, cheaper than private alternatives, and had a broad range of classes. At least that’s what her dad preached at her all the time. He did not mention how boring it would be. 
 
    This was calculus. She seemed to understand it, at least enough to pass the tests with minimal studying. Still, she classified calculus in the ‘nice to know’ category, not the important ‘need to know’. She would never be an engineer or programmer. Calculating the volume of a sphere? OMG! 
 
    Riley had resisted going to college right out of high school, needing a break. Her Dad got her a job at a small manufacturer; apparently, he knew the owner. It was a back office job, shuffling paper all day. She quit after three months. So, she tried something completely different, got an outdoor job with Washington County holding start/stop signs for road crews. Did that for three years. Again, got bored. 
 
    Finally, she tried school. Started at Portland State, and was deep into her third semester during this calculus class. By this time, she was 22, able to drink and do just about anything else she wanted. When the term was over, in mid-June, she needed a genuine change. 
 
    To make all the rest of these issues worse, she was in a bit of a relationship draught, as well. Her last relationship had been nearly a year before. She now found herself horny all the time and looking for company. Yet, with living at home, it wasn’t easy to meet that need. 
 
    A visit to California seemed just the answer. She had saved up enough to pay for a portion of the trip but did not want to drive her beat-up old car and planes were still a little out of her reach, at least without having to ask her parents for some cash. She had read an article one time about a couple that hitchhiked around the US, and the adventures they had along the way. Maybe she could do that, she thought. A hitch down the coast would be easy. She could hang around the beaches for a month, then come back. Simple! 
 
    Maybe, if she’s lucky, she’ll get laid there. She had been without a boyfriend for a long time, ever since Maynard moved back East. She was not interested in going there or following him. Maybe California will allow her to explore her carnal side. This was so appealing to her, she called it her ‘debauchery tour’. She was hitching to get laid, she joked to herself. 
 
    She talked to her friend Sally about the idea.  
 
    “You should try it. People will always pick up a beautiful girl,” Sally said. She thought it was a great idea, sure, but when Riley asked if it was safe, Sally suddenly got really quiet. “Depends on how you define safe…” she said. 
 
    “Safe means coming back alive without being beaten or raped,” Riley laughed. “Pretty clear what that means.” 
 
    “Probably not, then. Not sure about being beat up… but for rape, you are pretty exposed…” 
 
    Suddenly, Riley was not so sure. She was not a virgin, but the idea of some strange guy raping her over the back of a car in the middle of nowhere did not appeal. Having said that, a little forced sex might be fun. She had watched some porn recently where men were ‘forcing’ women to do sexual things. They always seemed to resist, but soon were screaming with orgasm after orgasm. These never ceased to get her juices flowing. She thinks she might like rough sex. Maybe she can find some in California. 
 
    Riley ended up hitching anyway, but hid her sex. She would dress in loose jeans, baggy shirts, carry an old backpack, and tuck her mid-back hair into her shirt. They could not tell she was a female until the car had already stopped. This might allow her to avoid the more lecherous types. 
 
    Her parents were NOT happy. They forbid everything about the trip, from hitchhiking to going there without prearranged housing. Riley did not care. They knew they had no control over her. She knew they would not disown her or anything close to that. 
 
    It was more about fear for her safety. She assured them she knew how to take care of herself. After all, she argued, her dad had sent her to those self-defense classes. This was not much solace for a worried set of parents. They went along with her decision, asking only that she check in often, so they knew she was safe. She agreed. 
 
    The time spent prepping was fun. She read a couple of books on hitching, bought an old backpack at a pawnshop, used the suggestions from one book to plan what she needed to take with her. Come early July, she was ready. She stayed until after the 4th, then head south. 
 
    The following weekend, she packed everything up, worked out a potential route, then walked out the door. Her brother, Dan, took her south to the Woodburn Mall, south of the city. She thought this would be a good starting point. 
 
    She stood on the ramp of I-5, thumb out. Here goes… 
 
    Cars went by for a good hour before her first ride arrived.  
 
    “Hey there, sweet cakes. Where you headed?”  
 
    Shit, so much for the disguise, she thought. The driver was an elderly man who had just finished shopping. She thought to herself, well, here goes nothing. “Venice Beach,” she told him, opening the back door, dropping her backpack in, getting in the front seat. 
 
    “I’ll get you as far as Jacksonville. From there, you can take Highway 199 down to the Coast Highway. Probably better hitchhiking potential there than on the Interstate. Too much chance of the cops there.” 
 
    “Thanks,” she said. This wasn’t so bad, she thought. I can do this!
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    1 / Getting to California 
 
    The one surprise of hitching for Riley was how many questions the drivers would ask. How did it come that a young woman was hitching by herself? Where was she from? How old was she? Why not in school? They went on and on. Every new ride brought almost the same questions. 
 
    After the first 3 or 4, Riley developed what she came to call hitchhiker answers, and would often give this pitch as soon as she could squeeze it into the conversation. That way, she could get it out of the way:  
 
    “I am from Portland, grew up in Beaverton, 22 years old, work jobs when I need to, like to explore. Only spent a couple years in college before I figured out it was not for me; I have taken hitchhiking trips every summer just to see what’s out there. My mom and dad are still married, neither beat nor abused me. I am still single and have no kids. Did I cover everything?” The drivers would all act surprised she would divulge so much information at once. Yet, they all wanted to know. 
 
    From Jacksonville, she got a farmer to take her all the way to Crescent City, then headed south on 101. She lost count of the number of rides, but four days had gone by. Most were older men just looking for company. One was a couple who picked her up to act as a buffer. The emotions were so thick during the drive, yet it did not matter that she was there. They fought anyway. She got out at the next opportunity. 
 
    She stayed a day in San Francisco, down on Fisherman’s Wharf, eating some chowder and people watching. After that, it was straight down to LA. This time on State Highway 1. Big Sur was a wonderful place to ride through, though the rides didn’t allow her to stop. She marveled at the beauty of Hearst Castle, stopped for two days in Santa Barbara, and then took rides south into LA. Seven days it took her, from Portland to Venice Beach. 
 
    Venice Beach was an amazing place, not like anything she had ever seen. The weird patchwork of canals, the huge promenade, and all the people! It seemed like every performer, fortune-teller and vendor in California was at the beach. She walked around for hours, just people watching. 
 
    As the sun fell on the ocean to the west, Riley saw how the character of the crowds changed, suddenly becoming aware she needed a place to stay. Several hotels were already full. She ended up at the Venice Beach Hotel. It was kind of dumpy, but they had a room at a reasonably cheap rate. She did not know how long she would stay, but this was cheap enough she could last a couple weeks. 
 
    After she dropped her pack, she went back out onto the street. It was a different place, transformed almost unrecognizably. There were fewer families and beach activities, but more homeless, drug addicts and dealers on open display. This was a side of humanity with which she had little exposure. As she walked up the street, she noticed the hotels that lined the boardwalk seemed more crack dens than places to stay. 
 
    Still, the Beach had a certain charm. There were lots of alternative lifestyles that people were comfortable living. Artists lined the beach, offering everything from Mexican sugar skulls to henna tattoos and beach souvenirs. 
 
    There were several bars nearby, so Riley dropped into one, asking for a beer. A new pretty face attracted guys like kittens to a new ball of twine, and she suddenly felt very exposed in this place. Soon, a circle of guys formed around her. The guys were buying drinks and inviting her to dance. She never felt threatened by anyone, but the sheer volume of attention was getting to her. She gradually backed up to the bar and soon trapped inside the circle of bodies. 
 
    Suddenly, the circle parted, and a new player seemed to take control. “Let’s go dance, get away from this zoo,” grabbing her hand, yanking her to the dance floor. “I’m Billie. What did you do to gather the moths?” 
 
    “Nothing,” she said. “Just walked into the bar.” 
 
    “They saw something in you. New in town, right?” 
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
    “It’s written all over you. The wide-eyed stares, the inability to handle the crowds. Where are you from?” 
 
    “Portland,” she said. “Just got into town.” 
 
    “We could tell,” he chuckled. “I don’t really want to dance. Let’s go sit on the boardwalk, watch some people.” 
 
    “What should I do with my drink?” 
 
    “Give it to me.” He tucked it under his thin jacket, and they walked out together. Just down from the bar was a park bench where he sat, patting the seat next to him for her to join.  
 
    She sat down as he handed the drink back to her, looking at him for the first time. Billie was tall, had dark, dirty hair that hung almost to his shoulders and brown eyes that offset his light brown skin. It amazed her how thin he was. Bone thin. His face, while handsome, was gaunt, with hollow cheeks and dark rings under his eyes. But the sparkle in those eyes was attracting her attention. 
 
    “What brings you to California?” he asked, putting his arm on the bench top above her shoulders.  
 
    “Just wanted to get away, see what was down here. My family didn’t come to California when I was growing up. Thought I would give it a look.” 
 
    “Well, you came to the right place.” He pulled out a joint, lit it. She knew marijuana was legal in California, though shocked he would display consumption so openly. He took a big pull, then handed it to her. She took it in her hand and took a puff herself. She had tried marijuana in Portland. It was legal there too, but she was far from a regular user. She took the smoke into her lungs. The taste was unfamiliar, almost sweet. The impact was amazingly fast. Powerful, she thought, handing it back. He took another draw, then she took her second puff, deeper this time. 
 
    The relaxed, euphoric warmth was now suffusing her. She looked at Billie and felt her heart beating harder, scooting closer to him on the bench. He dropped his arm off the bench, onto her shoulder, pulling her even closer. They shared the joint for several more puffs. 
 
    She could not believe what was happening, wondering if there was something extra in the dope. She was hornier than she could ever remember. She placed her hand on Billie’s leg, mid-thigh, stroking him softly. “What’s in that weed? Potent stuff.” 
 
    “Nothing not already there. Good old-fashioned sativa.” 
 
    “Sativa?” 
 
    “Yep. There are two popular strains of weed, indica and sativa. Indica gives more of a body high, very mellowing. Good for watching TV and listening to music. Sativa, though… much better for sex. The high is mainly in your head. You feel every stroke, every touch. It’s fantastic! There are some good hybrids out there, but I have always preferred sativa, especially with a pretty girl.” 
 
    She completely ignored the girl’s comment. “So, you were planning on sex tonight… Confident, were you?” She giggled. 
 
    “Was I wrong?” He looked down at her. She felt like his eyes were drilling into her very soul. Such a powerful sensation. His hand came up to her chin, lifting it up, his lips touched hers. Her heart was pounding now as she felt the pull of his kiss. He gripped her head firmly, pressing into her, finally releasing when she pushed back on him. 
 
    “I am really feeling the weed,” she said. “Touching you gives me a feeling… like my fingers are tingling…” She giggled again, rubbing her hand up and down his leg. “So strong.” 
 
    “Let’s go see what comes up,” he laughed back, pulling her hand up to his hard shaft poking through his shorts. “This needs some servicing.” 
 
    They got up to walk. “And what kind of servicing do you have in mind?” she asked, her giggling now near out of control. She buried her head in his chest, feeling the warmth of his skin through the thin shirt.  
 
    “Oh, I think we can figure it out.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” she asked. 
 
    “Aren’t you on the beach?” 
 
    “Venice Beach Hotel.”  
 
    “Very close. We can go there. I’m ready.”
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    2 / Loving It! 
 
    The door of her hotel room opened, and it was like a different man walked through. Billie grabbed her roughly by her shirt, closed the door, and pushed her down on the floor. 
 
    “Suck my cock,” he barked, yanking his shorts down. He wore nothing underneath. His stiff rod bounced into free space, inches from her face. His love muscle was not thick, but long. He grabbed one hand around his rod, stroking it, the other hand on the back of her head, pulling her toward its purple head, pulsing with need. 
 
    She had experienced nothing like this before. The forceful way he moved, the control he was taking. Her sex was sopping wet. Maybe it was the dope, she thought. But just as that thought came into her mind, she knew it wasn’t. She was responding to Billie’s aggressiveness. It was feeding her own needs; needs she did not even know existed. She wanted him to take control. She felt it to her very core. Was this the rough sex she had read about? 
 
    He took his cock, popped it against her face several times. She stuck her tongue out and he shoved it in her hungry mouth. This was not a gentle push. He rammed it all the way to the base, his pubic hair touching her nose. She gagged with the sudden sensations at the back of her throat. He could see the bulging as he thrust back and forth. The gaacking sound of her struggle just made him harder. 
 
    Her hands fell to her side, allowing him to fuck her face, giving her entire self over to his control. The feeling of sexual pleasure exploded inside her. This wasn’t a climax, it was something different. A feeling of total release, of relinquishing all power, of giving herself to him. While he continued pumping, she held her head against his hand. She unbuttoned her front, dragging the shirt off her arms. She couldn’t get it off fast enough. 
 
    Flinging her bra to the side, her nipples were so hard they ached. With one hand, she caressed her nipples and began rubbing her clit with the other. She couldn’t believe what was happening. Billie was using her throat, almost abusive, yet she was so turned on she was doing her own abusing. pushing at her clit furiously. 
 
    “Stop,” Billie yelled at her, pulling out of her mouth. “I am not ready for that.” 
 
    Her breathing was shallow, almost panting. She was so close. Yet, she did it, pulled both hands away from her body, placing them back at her sides. 
 
    He grabbed her chin, pulling her eyes up to his. “Take the rest of your clothes off and get on the bed.” 
 
    She didn’t even hesitate or consider the wisdom of this next step, just responded automatically. She was pulling her jeans down, her underwear following, scrambling on the bed, her legs spread. Her pussy was dripping with her desire. The need to be taken was so strong it was overwhelming all her senses.  
 
    Billie was more than willing. He took the rest of his own clothes off, got up on the bed between her legs, slamming into her. She almost hit the headboard as his forceful plunge pushed her back onto the bed. Her back arched with the sudden pleasure, as her legs wrapped around him. 
 
    She came within moments, the pleasure coursing through her core. She had never had an orgasm like that. It took her, thrashed her around, leaving her gasping for breath as he continued to pound into her. 
 
    The next move surprised even herself. She started pulling at his body, her legs wrapped around his legs. “Oh my God… take me… yes…” The words poured out of her. “Harder… harder… use me…” 
 
    Billie was happy to oblige. He pushed her legs back, gripped her hips, flipping her on her stomach, hips pulled up. Shocked at the sudden change, she was only glad he knew what he was doing. She had done it doggy-style once before. She helped position him, then groaned with satisfaction as he drove himself back into her sex. 
 
    This time, there was no holding back. He pistoned into her with all the power he could. She ground back into him with each thrust. Her entire body was on fire with the pleasure. Soon, she came again, the explosion of this one even more powerful than the first. She thrashed underneath him, forcing Billie to grab her hips to hold himself inside. She was totally out of control, her body shaking as the storm inside her became a hurricane. 
 
    Her scream of release must have helped him get that last distance. He yanked himself out, spun her around to a sitting position, furiously pumping on his cock. His spunk flew out, spitting across her face and chest. 
 
    Riley was still struggling to get her breath back, but the feel of cum on her face was electric. It was hot, creamy. She reached up, rubbing it into her skin. She took a finger to scoop a small portion, put it in her mouth. It was bitter, almost salty, not altogether pleasant, yet it was exciting to have it there. 
 
    Maybe she could get used to the taste. She took another finger full into her mouth, savoring the texture with her tongue. No, she would never like the taste. It was just too strong. She did like what came before, though. 
 
    She collapsed back on the bed, continuing to rub the jism into her skin; finally, looking up at Billie. He had this curious look on his face, a mix of admiration and disgust. She had really liked it. He was just surprised at how much. Truth is, he wasn’t sure what to do with someone like this. She could go a lot longer, he knew that. She needed more than he could supply. 
 
    “You are quite the hellcat, aren’t you?” he asked. 
 
    Riley wasn’t sure what that meant. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “You like cock, is all…”  
 
    “That was my first time being taken so forcefully, Billie. So exciting. Want to do it again?” 
 
    “I’m spent for now, my little slut. I may have to bring some help to satisfy you.” He laid down beside her on the bed. 
 
    Slut, Riley thought to herself. She hadn’t heard that word since high school. Even then, never directed at her. What does it mean? Did I like it too much? 
 
    The abrupt surge of emotions brought tears to her eyes. “Did I do something wrong?” she asked, her voice shaking with the emotion. 
 
    “What?” Billie said, with genuine surprise. “Wrong? Are you kidding? I have never had a girl like you… so hot… so ready. You really enjoyed the sex, and the way I did it, especially. You really responded to the rough sex. Some girls don’t like that, but I really do. So, tried it on you…” 
 
    “No one has ever made love to me like that. So strong.” She was stroking his chest. 
 
    “Well, I’m not sure I would call that making love…” He chuckled at the thought. “You can call it fucking, screwing, humping, the horizontal bop, whatever you want. Making love just doesn’t quite do it.” 
 
    She understood what he meant. There was truly little emotion involved here, just raw sex. Pleasure for pleasure’s sake. She had boyfriends before. One she was sure she loved. They had always fucked in such a gentle way her orgasms were soft and mild. 
 
    Nothing like this! These exploded out of her, like being ripped from her body by force, full of fury and violence. She was still struggling to get her heart rate back down to a normal rhythm. She absolutely LOVED cumming like that. 
 
    Her hand reached over to stroke his cock, wanting to have him in her again. He grabbed her hand, pulling it away. “Sorry, Riley. I’m good for only one a night. You wore me out.” 
 
    She must have shown the deep disappointment in her expression because he was suddenly defensive about it. “I’ve never been good for multiple times a night. Maybe I’ll have to find someone that can keep you occupied.” 
 
    “Find someone?” she asked, genuinely surprised again. “What does that mean?” 
 
    “My little tart, you have NEEDS! I will not be enough to satisfy you. Can see that already.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean. Get someone else?” 
 
    “Look, you need more cock than I can supply. I will ask around, see if anyone has what you need. Babe, you need more!” 
 
    “More…” Her face was suddenly red with embarrassment. Now she knew what slut meant. Her desire was so strong, this guy couldn’t satisfy her. In a sudden moment of clarity, she realized one important thing. He was right. The desire in her sex right now was pulsing so strongly, so overpowering, she knew she needed more. Her sex was aching to be touched, to be taken in the forceful way Billie had done.  
 
    Rough sex… Yes, she really wanted more of that!
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    3 / Moving In 
 
    Billie slept with her that night, but they didn’t have more sex, much to Riley’s frustration. She wanted it badly and made no secret of it. She stroked him, cuddled, tried to neck. Billie would have none of it. When he said one-a-night, he meant it. 
 
    One positive thing came out of his stay, Riley thought. He asked her if she wanted to stay at his place for her visit. She agreed immediately. Staying in this hotel would eat all her cash. Some sex was a small price to pay for that. And he was convenient. Only three blocks off the Beach, off Westminster Avenue. 
 
    Turned out, he shared a three-bedroom apartment with two other guys. None were home when she arrived in mid-morning, but she saw some pictures around. They all seemed cute. Her imagination was already relishing the thought of three roommates.  
 
    Riley had never been very adventurous with sex, but after last night, her pussy was still aching for more. She had felt nothing like it, this drive, the desire so strong. Her hand kept gently touching her clit. Twice that morning, she snuck into the bathroom and furiously pounded at her clit. The orgasms were just not the same. No power, no depth. Would she be able to take more than one at a time? Or one right after the other? She had no idea what it would be like, but the aching in her sex shook her. She certainly wanted to try. 
 
    The first roommate came home just after lunch. He worked in a local hospital transporting patients. His name was Mateo. Today, he had ferried three dead people. Not a good day. The scowl on his face was unmistakable. He was about mid-height, maybe five-ten, had dark brown skin, black hair and dark eyes. Latino, she thought to herself. She wondered from where?  
 
    Mateo stopped short when he saw Riley sitting on the living room sofa. She had on her hitchhiker outfit, which did nothing to hide her beauty and figure. 
 
    “Who’s this?” Mateo asked. The question was for Billie, but his attention was all on Riley. 
 
    “This is Riley,” he said. “I picked her up on the beach last night.” 
 
    “What’s she doing HERE?” His scowl was now becoming anger. “We will not take in every stray you want to fuck.” 
 
    “Riley is different,” Billie insisted. “She’ll do anything you want. Won’t you, Riley?” 
 
    “I don’t know about anything…” 
 
    Mateo stared at Riley. “What won’t you do?” 
 
    He suddenly caught her in a tough bind, not wanting to say the wrong thing. She was fairly sure she would do most anything if they forced her the way she wanted. The desire to be taken again was pressing hard on her sex, juices already flowing. She looked up at Mateo. “It depends…” 
 
    “On what?” 
 
    “On who’s asking?” She couldn’t believe she said that. 
 
    The scowl disappeared. A look of control took its place. “Remove your clothes. Stand on the floor, your back toward me. Lean over and place your hands on the back of the sofa. Spread your legs.”  
 
    She looked at him, her glare of anger quickly softening as the idea of doing what he said soaked in. Could she? Should she? She should run for the door before this gets out of hand. Yet the fire in her pussy was fully ablaze. She so wanted to feel what she felt last night, the power of that orgasm, the freedom of giving up control. But stripping naked in front of a total stranger? How far should she go? 
 
    “Well?” Mateo asked. “You going to do it or not? You’re not staying here for free.” 
 
    He turned away from her, ready to walk out of the room, stopping when Riley stood up. Her hands were shaking with the decision, pulling her shirt over her head, then jeans down to the floor. She stood in front of him, bra and panties only. 
 
    Both Billie and Mateo stared at her, their anticipation clear. She reached around to unfasten her bra, slowly allowing it to fall to the pile. Her nipples were hard as pebbles. The panties were not far behind. Her neatly trimmed bush glistened with moisture, dripping on her inner thigh. She turned around, spread her legs, and dropped her arms to touch the sofa, her pussy on full display. Her heart was pounding in her chest. What next? 
 
    Mateo walked up to her, rubbing his crotch against her, his cock already stiff and ready. He pulled down his zipper, freeing his rod, and pushed it into her. She just held herself in place while he plundered her. There was no desire to bring her pleasure or even share the act. He was simply using her available hole for his own release. 
 
    And she didn’t care. She wanted it inside her, wanted the feeling of being used. It seemed the more degrading and humiliating the approach, the better her internal slut liked it. What was wrong with her? She thought, as she pushed back against his thrusts. She did not care. He reached around to roughly grab her breasts, yanking her nipples away from her body. She gasped at the sensation. 
 
    His pumping became more furious. She could feel him swelling inside. He was ready. She supported herself with one arm, then reached up with her hand, twisting her clit, furiously swirling her finger around the bundle of nerves. 
 
    As he grunted his release, she could feel the spunk spray inside, splashing her with pleasure. She almost lost her balance as she came, the pressure of his pounding making her own release even more powerful!  
 
    “See,” Billie said from the side, “that slut will do anything. Gets off on it!” 
 
    “Turn around,” Mateo said to Riley. “Down on your knees. Lick me clean.” 
 
    She had never tasted her own juices before, but wanted to try the white cream again. She turned, kneeled in front of him, then grabbed his softening shaft in her hand. Her tongue reached out to lick up the side before she buried it fully in her mouth, sucking it clean. 
 
    She discovered at that moment she enjoyed this. The entire adventure. Enjoyed the giving in, the taste of the spunk, the great orgasms, even being on her knees for the aftermath. God help her, she thought, but she loved it. In her heart, she suddenly knew. She really WOULD do anything they asked. 
 
    Mateo pulled himself away from her mouth, pushing his tool back in his pants. “You’ll do,” he laughed. “So, you really will do whatever we want?” 
 
    “That’s pretty broad,” Riley said, “but yes. I really enjoy the sex, the rougher the better.” What was she saying? She thought. Fuck. Now I have given them permission to do whatever they want with me. And I am already tingling again. “Yes, I think I will do whatever you want.”  
 
    “This’ll be fun,” he winked at Billie and walked back into his room. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Riley met the second roommate later that evening. She had put her clothes back on and read a book that afternoon. Billie was out of the house. 
 
    Bako was a tall man with the ultra-dark skin of an African, not American, black. He was handsome in a rugged sort of way, but carried himself with a confidence Riley had never seen in a man. He introduced himself. After a brief conversation, she discovered he was a bouncer at a local club. She could tell he was a recent immigrant. He spoke with a slight accent, but his English was better than hers… formal, with perfect diction. He clearly learned this in school. Not slang-drenched native speech. Still, he pulsed with such open sexuality, she almost fell to her knees and begged him to fuck her. 
 
    Instead, she followed him into the kitchen, where he offered to fix drinks. She didn’t really care much for alcohol, but took what he offered, a rum and coke. 
 
    “So, what’s your story?” Bako asked. “Mateo called me. He says you are some kind of hot slut that will do anything. Will you?” 
 
    “Like I told him… it depends.” 
 
    “On what?” 
 
    “On who’s asking…” 
 
    “Babe, from what I hear, there won’t be a lot of asking. Just telling, and that you like it that way. True or not?” 
 
    “Yes, I like it that way. I don’t know why, but the roughness really turns me on.” 
 
    “We can provide plenty of that,” he laughed. He reached into his pocket to grab a joint, lit it, taking a big draw, then handed it to her. She was not sure about smoking and drinking, but took it from him. “Hey, babe, if you’re going to take MY cock, you’re going to need some help.” 
 
    She took her own toke, handing it back to him. “Help?” she said, suddenly nervous. “What kind of help?” 
 
    “The chemical kind,” he laughed. Just so she got the point, he pulled down his zipper and took out his completely flaccid cock. It was the largest she had ever seen. Uncut, and so long, a full seven inches when soft. She could not imagine how big it was at full extension. She licked her lips with anticipation, taking the joint back from him for another hit. Maybe he is right. Some chemical courage will help. 
 
    Bako knew that longing look when he saw it, that telling lick of the lips. “I think we can guarantee a full round of holes being filled for your visit. What do you say about that?” 
 
    “Holes? I have already given blow jobs and had two guys put their penis in me, what…” she stopped. “Oh no. THAT log is not going in my poop shoot. No way. You will rip me apart!” She started backing away from him, genuine fear now showing in her eyes. 
 
    “No need to worry. You can take me back there and will, if ordered, but even if we do, I promise to go slow and allow the other guys to fuck your ass first. That way, it will stretch you for my use. Otherwise, too tight. I am too big for anal virgins.” 
 
    “Stretched?!” she gulped. “That thing will do actual damage. I have never done anal before. I know it will hurt some, especially at the beginning. But that thing?” Tears were forming in her eyes. She was now feeling extremely uncomfortable with her ‘do anything’ strategy. She just hadn’t figured they would go that far. 
 
    Bako walked up to her. His gigantic hands gently caressed her back and shoulders as he hugged her. “Don’t worry. I will be gentle, and if anyone else does it without being gentle as well, they will answer to me. Understood? You will be safe with us.” 
 
    Riley was no longer feeling all that safe, but his words brought a certain calm. The dope was settling in as well. He leaned down, pulling her chin up, then kissed her. She melted into the touch. Such passion, she thought. Her eyes were open to embrace his. The power and control… 
 
    All resistance fell away with that kiss. She would do anything he asked, even through the back door. She knew that now, with certainty. 
 
    He pushed her back from him. “Take your clothes off in front of me, right here, then go up to my bedroom, 2nd on the right. Take the bed covers off and get on. I want your legs spread wide for my inspection when I get up there later. Don’t leave that position until I tell you.” 
 
    That was it. No transition, no further talk. Just do it. Funny thing… Riley didn’t mind. She was so ready to be fucked again. The early start was extremely exciting. 
 
    She stepped back further, removing her clothes. This time, she didn’t bother with underwear. She knew they would not be on long. She left them in a pile on the floor. Bako reached over, roughly grabbed her tits, pulling the nipples. He slapped her on the butt. “Get on up,” he said. “I will be up in a few. You will get all the action you need tonight.”  
 
    Riley rubbed her ass, the sting still tingling, then walked over to the second bedroom on the right. She could tell it was his. The room was full of African art and objects he had clearly brought with him. She pulled the bed cover off, laid down on the bed, her legs spread as instructed. She thought it was going to be right away, but 10 minutes, 20, then 30 went by. She finally fell asleep on the bed.
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    4 / She is the Party 
 
    Voices talking from the kitchen woke her. She was still naked on the bed, but at some point, she must have gotten cold, because a sheet covered her. She did not remember getting up to do that. 
 
    She wasn’t sure what to do. He had said wait for him, yet a quick glance at the wall clock told her that had been almost two hours ago. Yet, the possibility of feeling that gigantic cock inside her was keeping her on the bed. 
 
    The voices were drawing closer. She threw the bedsheet off, spreading her knees obscenely wide, her heels touching near her butt, and put her hands behind her head. Mateo, Bako, and Billie all walked into the room. Shit, she thought. They were going to do her all at once. This was really going to happen. It was all she could do not to move her hands down to her clit, feeding that ache inside. 
 
    “Good,” Bako said, as he walked in first. “You got a little nap, and the sheets provided comfort?” 
 
    “Yes, thank you,” she said, sitting up on the bed. She was naked in front of three men.  
 
     “So, what should we do with this vision, guys?” Mateo asked. They all knew to which vision he referred. 
 
    “I think she needs a little kicker before we get started,” Billie said, pulling out a small tube. She had heard of vaporizers but had never tried one. Billie turned it on, waited a few moments for it to heat, offering it to her. She took several deep draws. She thought it tasted similar to the weed they had smoked at her hotel, passing it to Mateo, who followed suit. Bako waved it away. Not interested. He had already done some downstairs. 
 
    Once he was sure they had passed it around enough, Bako did not hesitate. “Riley, undress each of us. Then kneel on the floor. We want to make use of your mouth to get us started.” 
 
    She crawled to the edge of the bed, stepping off. She felt very odd standing there naked in front of three guys, all fully clothed. It was so kinky, she thought. Even with all the excitement of last night and today, they still held her kinky meter in mild territory. This was going to be way up on the scale! She never had group sex before. Okay, she had watched some porn. She knew what was coming. Still, being in the center of the action differed vastly from watching a movie. 
 
    She started with Billie, unbuttoning, and pealing his shirt away. He was tall, almost as tall as Bako, but he was thin, almost anorexic. When his clothes were off, she could see the needle marks on his arms from drug use.  
 
    She moved on to Mateo. He was shorter, but stocky. He bulged with muscles. She ran her hands across his chest, feeling the heat. His tool was about average, she thought, but this afternoon, he sure knew how to use it. 
 
    Finally, Bako. She took her time. His frame was enormous, every muscle sculpted in the right place. His tool was no exception. He was over halfway full now, sticking out like a soft spear. When she had him undressed, she got down on her knees in front of him, taking his cock in both hands. She needed to use both to hold on. She could barely get the head into her mouth. 
 
    It did not matter; the other guys wanted a turn. They crowded around her, cocks filling her vision. At first, she tried alternating a few sucks on each. This did not get enough stimulation to achieve what she wanted, so spent more time on each. Both Billie and Mateo were quick to grow. Bako took a little more work. Not only could she not get him into her mouth, but his length was such that he needed a lot of stimulation to get him going. 
 
    She was game. She licked and stroked Bako’s length while alternating hands and mouth on the other two. Soon, they were all poking at her, grabbing her breasts. Bako picked her up off the floor and threw her on the bed. They clambered after her. This would not be a long session of sensual pleasure. They intended on a good hard fuck. 
 
    First up was Mateo. He pushed her on her back, jerked her legs wide, pushing himself in. Shocked at the sudden start, her pussy was on fire. She wanted this badly. All that sucking had built the flame to a raging bonfire. Being picked up off the ground and then flung to the bed set her heart pounding. 
 
    As Mateo approached her, she grabbed his cock and found her opening. “Fuck me!” she shouted. “I want you inside me.” He was happy to oblige, slamming himself into her in one savage plunge. She cried out her pleasure, bound him with her legs, pulling him deeper. 
 
    Billie came up beside her, pushing his cock in her face, its angry purple head demanding attention. She wrapped her hand around his long shaft, pulling him into her hungry mouth. The pleasure of being fucked while sucking at the same time was another first for her. She did not know it would feel this good. Mateo’s thrusts were building inside her, toward what was going to be a monster climax. The cock in her mouth just accented the wave. 
 
    She could feel Billie throbbing in her mouth as she ran her tongue along the veined ridges. Maybe it was the dope, she said, in the back of her mind, but she worshiped this cock. It felt so good! The smooth texture of his shaft entering her mouth somehow linked to the feeling of Mateo roughly pushing into her down below. Her body was trembling with the overload of sexual pleasure as she sucked, tasting the pre-cum at its head. 
 
    Bako got on the bed, his weight tilting the action in his direction. She did not let Billie out of her mouth, but her eyes went to Bako, her hand moving up to grip his now enormous, fully enraged shaft. He roughly grabbed her nipples and twisted them savagely. 
 
    That was all it took. The power of the building climax pounded into her. She was twisting, writhing, glorying in it. “Oh my God!” she tried to cry out. All that came was a garbled moan as Billie filled her mouth for his own release. The convulsions of pleasure wracked her body. She lost Bako’s tool in her hand as she gave into the sensations, her body shaking. 
 
    Mateo did not slow for even a moment. He kept pounding into her. These sensations extended the climax, wave after wave of pleasure. The orgasm owned her, tore through her stoned brain, flashing like a fountain of fireworks going off in her core, finally collapsing on the bed. Her breath was quick, ragged, as she panted, trying to recover. 
 
    But this was hard with Billie’s cock in her mouth, and Mateo’s continued thrusting. She finally came back from the overpowering climax, to suck Billie again, pushing back against Mateo, while grabbing Bako’s massive tool in her hand, stroking him roughly. 
 
    “Hey, babe. You may like it rough. I need a softer touch.” Bako said, his words pure silk, while he stroked her breasts, pushing her hand away. She released him at once. “Don’t stop,” he followed, “just don’t rip it off,” laughing as he picked her hand back up, placing it on his shaft. 
 
    Bako pointed at Mateo. “Don’t cum inside her. I don’t want sloppy seconds.” Mateo shook his head. He understood what he meant, just as Billie pushed in desperately. He was now close. 
 
    They both pulled out, furiously stroking their own tools. Riley gasped with the sudden withdrawal. Moments later, the spunk burst out of them both, spraying all over Riley, her face, chest, crotch, stomach. It seemed everywhere. The stripes of jism slashed out at her. 
 
    Riley looked down at the mess, scooping a finger full of cum, mixing the two offerings into a large dollop, then took it up to her mouth, sucking her finger clean. Yes, she liked the taste very much now. 
 
    Bako looked at her, a surprised look on his face. “You are a nasty girl, young Riley. Let’s see you handle some real man-meat.” 
 
    Her eyes fell on his tool. It’s so big, she thought to herself. That is going to rip me apart!
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    5 / Bako Delivers 
 
    She watched him move around between her legs as she continued scooping white cream into her mouth. Her eyes could not seem to move away from that spear extending from his body. While he positioned himself, Billie had walked into the bathroom for a wet rag. He wiped her face and chest clear of cum, not daring to come close to Bako’s body as he went about his task. He knew Bako would react violently to another man touching him. 
 
    Bako wet his head with Riley’s juices, rotating it around the entrance. Riley continued to stare down the length of her body. The shaft was so long he perched it above her belly button. How can I take that monster inside me? She thought! But her sex was pulsing with the need. I want that inside me. Right now! 
 
    He pushed himself inside, just the head at first. The initial spreading horrified her. She felt like she had sat on a zucchini as he slowly pushed himself in, stopping every inch to allow her to adjust to his girth. At first, she felt only the pressure, the painful spread. As her body settled down onto the intruder, she could not stop the gripping, the pulling. Her pussy knew what it wanted. More! She moaned with each inch. Deeper, her body demanded. 
 
    Her craven desire grew with each little advance. He was in further than any cock before, touching parts of her that now demanded more. She cried out, “It’s too big. I can’t take it!” over and over, but her actions told the lie of her cries. She twisted on the pole, pushing it ever deeper, grinding herself onto her tormentor as she panted with the pressure. With one last grunt, she could feel his pubic bone touch. He was all the way in. The fullness was overwhelming her senses, shaking her. 
 
    Bako leaned forward slightly, placing pressure on her clit, and fiercely took his own pleasure. Her first orgasm was not as strong as the one before, but she quickly discovered that was just the start. As he drove into her, she seemed to have little orgasms one after the other, each building on the power of the one before, until she was struggling to breathe from the pressure. She was moaning, whimpering, mewling as the pleasure rippled through her. 
 
    He suddenly yanked himself out, pulling her up on her knees and slammed back inside, this time from behind. A gasp of reentry followed the grunt of his withdrawal. The earlier bonfire was now a blow torch of pleasure, pushing her with each smack into her core. She could feel the ridges of his veins on her vaginal walls as she tightly gripped his rod. 
 
    “You are so tight, babe. So tight!” Bako said. Then he looked down at her as she ground against him. “You like that cock, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes… yes… fuck me, Bako… fuck me hard.” She couldn’t seem to get enough. He slammed in, punching as deep as he could go. 
 
    He reached underneath, furiously circling her clit. All the pressure building from the mini-orgasms finally coalesced as she exploded on his finger, his cock pistoning into her. This orgasm clawed open her mind, peeling away any veneer of resistance, as she gave herself totally to the pleasure. 
 
    She grunted, pushing back against him. “Take me,” she screamed. “Use me… take me… Oh my God.” The orgasm went on and on. 
 
    But he was just getting started. Even after she had collapsed in utter exhaustion, he kept pounding into her. When she had recovered enough, she kept her hips in the air to accept him, allowing herself to truly be used for the first time. She loved this, wanted to be taken this way. Soon, she was pushing back on him again, hungrier, as focused on delivering pleasure as receiving. Yet the pleasure came. 
 
    She gripped his rod with each push, squeezing it, trying to pull the cum out of him. She could feel his reaction, feel the power she was gaining over him. Bako grabbed her hips, furiously driving himself in, until her grip pulled the cum out with ferocious power. He grunted loudly. She could feel the cum splashing against her canal as he pushed himself fully inside. 
 
    Riley was drunk with pleasure, drunk on this feeling of release and her own desire to receive. Her own climax came again, shaking her with its power, as seemingly endless blasts of male essence washed into her. 
 
    Bako pulled out, rolling on his side next to her. She barely moved, her ass still slightly up in the air. Her mind was now addicted to sex as if she had mainlined heroin. Every inch of her body wanted more. She could feel the cum leaking out of her sex. Memories of pleasure shook her, the occasional trembles making her shiver. He must have thought these meant she was cold, because he pulled her into a cuddle position against his immense body. 
 
    But Riley was not cold. She was in a wicked fever of need. She looked up at Mateo. He took her inviting look as an excuse to come to her other side, licking her nipples, kissing her softly at first. 
 
    She glanced around, trying to find Billie, but he was gone. In a cold, calculating way, her sexual brain wrote him off. He was useless for over one a night anyway as she opened her mouth to receive Mateo’s tongue.  
 
    She came out of her trance to feel Bako’s rod stiffen against her rear. Her hand reached around to stroke it, her other doing the same to Mateo’s. Both were now ready to go again, and her pussy was so ready to receive. Riley got up on her knees, engulfing Mateo’s rod in her mouth, her snatch pointing at Bako’s face. 
 
    This went on for two more rounds, the guys switching off who was in her mouth, and who down below. She had so many orgasms; they felt like one continuous wave of pleasure. 
 
    At some point, Bako pushed his huge middle finger into her virgin back opening, after lubing it with her own juices. While she sucked on Mateo, he plunged his digit into her hole. She grunted with the sensation, grinding herself onto his finger. Yet, even in her fevered sexual state, she knew he could hurt her and twisted away, his finger coming out. 
 
    “You have not seen the last for that hole, babe…” Bako laughed, very calm and assured. “Coming soon…” She trembled with his words, but knew he was right. She could not resist if he asked more forcefully; didn’t want to. She had given herself to them completely. He got up behind her, pushing himself in for the final round that night, taking her willing opening for the third time. Mateo joined him, this time all over her face. 
 
    Riley finally collapsed on the bed, spent. She could still feel the sexual need. She knew in her heart she was as hooked on these feelings as any drug, wanted them to go on and on, would do anything to get another fix. But for now, she was exhausted. 
 
    Before she could fall to sleep, Bako pushed her roughly out of the bed. “Go sleep with Billie.” She was a little disoriented, but did as she was told, walking down the hall to find Billie’s room, crawling into bed with him. Mateo had apparently gone to his room already. 
 
    The sexual dreams filled her the fever, replaying the scenes of that night. One time, she woke up and fingered herself to an orgasm, briefly considering going to Mateo’s room to see if he was up for another round, but fell back to sleep before she could find out. Of one thing she was now certain, she could never live without these feelings, never again.
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    6 / Exploring Her New Life 
 
    The next morning, she woke up with everyone gone. It was already past 10. She showered and went out for a walk along the beach, grabbing a coffee and bagel on the way. Riley had always enjoyed people watching and there were few places in the world better for this than Venice Beach. The parade of interesting people was endless. 
 
    Many were just families walking together. Mothers wheeling their infants or toddlers along the Ocean Front Walk on a quiet Tuesday morning. But there were more. One fat guy was taking a walk in a skimpy Speedo swimsuit; his fat bouncing as he walked. Young women would walk together in suits so thin she could see their nipples and camel toe down below. 
 
    She walked by the artists selling their creations, enjoyed the flashing weightlifters at Muscle Beach, the birthplace of the weightlifting movement in the US, finally ending up further down at the world-famous Santa Monica Pier.  
 
    She had seen this so many times in movies and TV that she felt like she had been here before. She took a ride on the Ferris wheel and roller coaster, stood on the edge looking at the ocean and had fish and chips at Big Dean’s. The crowds were already gathering, even though it was only 11. So Riley continued her people watching on a bench. 
 
    By mid-afternoon, she started the walk back. Riley did not have a key to Billie’s apartment, so she waited outside until someone came into the building. She walked in behind them, up the stairs, knocking on the door to his place. Billie answered. It surprised Riley to find two guys there. They were smoking a joint and playing video games. 
 
    “Here she is,” Billie said, “the girl I was telling you about. She’ll do anything.” 
 
    “Anything?” one guy said.  
 
    “I think so…” Billie stammered out. “Won’t you, Riley?” 
 
    She sat down on the love seat across from them, taking the offered joint. After a few puffs, she only offered a soft “yes” in response. She had no idea what they wanted to do, but she knew cock would be one choice. And soon, she hoped. 
 
    “Take your clothes off and give Gerry a blow job,” Billie said. His tone was so matter-of-fact, so normal, that Riley turned red with humiliation. Was she really like that, willing to do this for anyone Billie brought around? She stared at the two guys. 
 
    Gerry was mid-height and was actively rubbing his shaft through his pants. He was probably low 20s with a crop of black hair that hung past his shoulders. He had clearly not washed it in a while. She could see the rod already hardening. The other guy, who never gave his name, had already pulled down his cargo shorts and was openly stroking himself. He was taller, more muscular, like he had just left Muscle Beach. Yet she could already see his tool was small. 
 
    The pulsing need she was feeling below told her the truth. She really WAS like that. Those cocks were just what she wanted. She stood up, looking at the guys as they stroked themselves, and took her clothes off. It was a mundane action, as if she were getting into the shower; nothing to it. 
 
    Billie had told them about her, this girl that would do anything, but they still stared at her in disbelief, like they had won the lottery. This beautiful girl, that they had just met, was going to give them whatever sex they wanted because SHE wanted it. 
 
    By this time, Gerry had his pants off. Riley got between his knees and took him into her mouth. She did not have that much experience, but it amazed her at how different each penis was. Gerry was relatively short and wide. He was already hard before she got to him. Regrettably, he was not clean. His body odor assaulted her senses. She didn’t care. His small size made it easy for her to swallow the entire shaft, burying her face until the pubic hair tickled her nose. 
 
    Billie signaled for the other guy to take part. He got up, pushed the coffee table aside, jerking her hips around and forcefully entered her from behind. The orgasms began shortly after that. They came as often, though she found they were not as powerful as with Bako and Mateo the previous night. 
 
    She loved it, nonetheless. She loved the freedom of doing whatever they wanted. The two spent the entire afternoon taking Riley in every position but one. She would still not allow anyone into her back hole. Billie did not even try to take part. He just watched and smoked another joint. 
 
    When they finished, she was on her knees, cum all over her face from Gerry’s last release. They thanked Billie, not Riley, then dressed and walked out. It confused her they would leave saying nothing to her, but got up, gathering her clothes, walking toward the shower. 
 
    Billie laughed from the living room. “You might as well leave those off. You won’t be wearing them much.” The meaning of the words startled her, yet her pussy was already tingling at the visions of non-stop cock that rolled through her. Maybe she would just leave her clothes off. 
 
    She showered, cleaning the cum off her and tried to wash herself out as best she could down below. Maybe she should buy a douche. She had never done that before, but if she was going to be fucked regularly, she was sure the residue would build up. 
 
    She looked at herself in the mirror. Sexually used, that was for sure. She found pink marks on her ass where Guy #2 had spanked her a few times while pushing into her. Her nipples were red where they twisted them, several times extremely hard, and her pussy lips… swollen and red. 
 
    Not for the first time, she wondered what she had gotten herself into. Why did she love this so much? Wanted more. She was being abused by these guys and she loved it so, needed that fix. Wanted more! 
 
    She came out of the shower naked, walking straight up to Billie in the living room. “Is this what you wanted?” she asked. 
 
    “Looking hot, Riley,” as he reached up to pinch her nipple. She did not complain or protest, just stood there. His smile grew bigger. “Have you always been like this? So free with your body?” 
 
    “Not sure how to answer that,” she said. “I have never been in a situation like this… did not know the pleasure would be this intense… or affect me in this way. Even giving up control, letting you guys boss me around… I don’t know, it really makes me hot. Hard to explain, because it is so new to me.” 
 
    “You have certainly excited my roommates. They have sent multiple texts today, making sure you are still in town. They both want another piece of you tonight.” 
 
    She giggled, thinking how much she wanted that, too. “How about you, Billie? You did not seem such a fan of the group thing.” 
 
    “Bako is too dominant for me. I seem to shrivel when he’s around. And you know I can’t do more than once. Makes me feel weak, less of a manly man!” 
 
    She chuckled at his joke. “We can do it now when they are not here,” she said, walking up to sit next to him on the sofa, stroking his leg. 
 
    “No, I’m good. Don’t have the same sex drive as the roomies.” She suddenly noticed the darkness under his eyes, his hollow cheeks. He was wearing a long sleeve shirt on a hot California afternoon.  
 
    “Can I ask a personal question?” she asked. 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “How long have you been using heroin?” The surprise on his face made her smile.  
 
    “Too long… Tried to quit a couple times. My parents paid for me to rehab a couple of summers ago. Didn’t take.” The shrug of his shoulders told her all she needed to know. He had given up trying to fight it. She had empathy for this, already feeling that about her new sexual obsession. She was not sure she could ever give it up.  
 
    Still, she had to say something. “I’m sorry to hear that. You seem like a nice guy. I hate to have you give yourself to that.” 
 
    “And who’s talking? Miss ‘I’ll drop my pants for anyone that asks’. You are as hooked on cock as I have ever been on Mexican brown. I was there last night, remember… The hunger in your eyes when you looked at Bako’s crank… Shit! I’ll bet you would literally do anything he wants, as long as you get more of that rod inside you.” 
 
    She teared up as she got up from the sofa. The tender moment was over. She ran into the bathroom, locking the door. Billie did not follow her. She knew he was right. It was all she could think about, consumed with desire for more. Wanted Billie to bring more guys around. 
 
    What has happened to her? She thought. She couldn’t remember ever having these sexual thoughts before, this deep desire. Her pussy was aching for it. 
 
    When she finally came out of the bathroom, Billie was in the kitchen fixing a sandwich. “Hey, Riley. I’m sorry,” he said, “didn’t mean to hurt your feelings… you know what you are… no sense in pretending. I’ll help. I know what you need. I’ll keep bringing guys around, take you to some parties. I’ll get you as much cock as you can stand.” 
 
    Her eyes were still puffy from the crying, but his words were soothing somehow. She believed he wanted to help, and her desire leaped at the offer of more. God, she wanted that so much. It had transformed Billie from a guy she had just met into a confidant that had become her pusher, feeding her addiction. 
 
    They ate a sandwich together, while watching an odd movie about kids that saved the world from an alien invasion. By late evening, her nakedness was feeling awkward, so she went into Billie’s room and pulled a t-shirt from his closet. It covered her down to mid-thigh but was still plenty revealing. “Hey,” he joked, “I have a t-shirt just like that,” reaching over to grab her nipples through the thin material. “Bako will like that.” 
 
    The mention of his name sent chills through her. Was it always going to be like that? She thought. Feeling that surge of desire whenever the image of his tremendous tool came to her mind. She sure hoped so. 
 
    About a half-hour before Bako was supposed to return, Billie reached into his backpack, pulling out a baggy full of light blue pills. 
 
    “What’s that?” she asked, a little nervous. 
 
    “These are designer-drugs, made for a special purpose. I got them for you yesterday. These are specially for women, supposed to make the female parts quiver. The guy told me if you are already excited, it will give monster orgasms and make you feel really connected to your partners. Supposed to increase empathy and reduce fear.” 
 
    “I don’t want to get addicted to anything,” she said anxiously. 
 
    “It’s not like that. More like dope or speed. Works while it’s in your system, then gets washed out. Try one. If you like it, I have a bag for you. If you don’t, I’ll give it to Mateo. He likes it for his girlfriend.” 
 
    “He has a girlfriend?” she said, surprised. 
 
    “Several,” Billie laughed. “He doesn’t stick with one very long. You’ll see.” 
 
    She swallowed one moments before Bako and Mateo walked in the door together. They had run into each other on the way back from work. They both saw the outfit Riley was wearing. Mateo whistled. Bako stopped dead in his tracks. “Why are you wearing that?” he said. “I expect to see you naked when I walk in the door. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said, bowing her head in obedience. “It will not happen again,” pulling the shirt over her head. 
 
    Before she was done, Mateo already had his cock out of his pants, pointing it at Riley. “Come here and suck on me. I want to cum on your face.” 
 
    And thus, unfolded the next two weeks of her California life. Every morning, she would explore Venice Beach, spend time in the sun, even tried some beach volleyball. Most afternoons, Billie would bring guys around. These came in ones, twos and onetime four. She would do whatever they wanted, getting nicely fucked as often as they could get it up. One guy even pissed on her in the tub. Gross! She never did that again. Turns out, she had limits after all. Every evening, she would take a pill and service Bako and Mateo. 
 
    Billie was right. The pill gave her mind-blowing orgasms, as if Bako’s huge crank weren’t doing that already. The effect was amazing. She felt calmer, more focused on the sensations. The orgasms were more intense, like they had connected an amplifier to her vagina. 
 
    Bako took full advantage. He fucked her long and hard every night. By the end of a session, they wrung her out, sore all over but on fire for more. Mateo would provide it. Bako mainly wanted to fuck. 
 
    Mateo was more flexible. He wanted all the other parts as well. He ate her, shoved his cock in her mouth, licked and tortured her nipples. Anything he could think of in-between Bako’s use for his needs. Mateo especially liked cumming on her face. She came to enjoy the taste of his cum. He would scoop it up with his fingers and she would lick them clean.
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    7 / Featured at a Hollywood Party 
 
    The second Saturday night, Mateo took her to a party at a beautiful house in Laguna Niguel. The house was on a cliff overlooking the ocean and packed with people. Bako had taken her to a Venice Beach women’s store to buy some clothes for it, but did not attend the party. She had settled on an all-black outfit, with a mid-thigh pencil skirt, button-up blouse made of a thin silky material, and a black set of lingerie underneath. She felt like a real party-goer, though, truthfully; she was hoping to be out of the outfit by the end of the night. 
 
    Some were people she recognized from TV or movies. Billie told her the owner was a movie studio executive. Mateo seemed right at home. He must know somebody that got him invited, she thought. They walked from room to room, smoking joints when offered, marveling at the decor and the beautiful people in each room. One thing struck her… the lack of women. There were only two in the entire house. 
 
    One guy walked up to her. “You must be Riley?” he inquired. “I am your host for the evening. Mateo has told me so much about you. Please come this way. We have a room ready for you.” 
 
    “For me?” What could that even mean? She thought, looking up at Mateo. 
 
    “Come this way, please. You’ll see,” the Host said. 
 
    Riley took a hold of Mateo’s hand, nervously following him. “What did he mean, you told him about me?” as they walked up the stairs. 
 
    “How you like to fuck… what else?” Mateo said. 
 
    They walked up a set of stairs to a room that she thought had to be the Master Bedroom. It had a gorgeous open French door to the ocean, a large 4-poster bed and expensive accessories. It had to be the Master, she thought. 
 
    The Host directed her into the room, toward the bed. “Mateo has told us you like a lot of sexual activity, that you prefer to be mishandled roughly. We would like to provide that for you. We have 16 gentleman and two ladies who want to play with you.” Riley was not sure how to react. She looked at Mateo with a quizzical look. 
 
    “What does this mean?” she asked. 
 
    “Riley,” the Host continued, “many of our guests tonight have come specifically because you would be here. They would like to provide you with all the sexual enjoyment you can handle. If you choose not to take part, that is completely acceptable. We invite you to enjoy the party as our guest. But if you want to play, we have arranged this bed to provide ample room for as many as can get on it. I think we can promise cock until you ask us to stop. Interested?” 
 
    She stared at him a moment, looked briefly at Mateo, then nodded. Yes, she was interested. 
 
    “Excellent,” he said. He touched her back gently, guiding her closer to the bed. She stepped back suddenly when she saw bondage cuffs attached to each bedpost. 
 
    “What are those?” she asked, pointing at the cuffs. 
 
    “We have done this with several young ladies over the years. Some have said they like to be bound while being taken. Helps enhance the orgasms, I have been told. Others prefer to be free. The cuffs are there in case you want them. They are not required. If they make you nervous, we would be glad to remove them from the bed.” 
 
    Her mind was full of images. Of being bound with cocks above and below, of being stoned while bound, of what an orgasm would feel like while unable to move. What would that mean for the sensations? She wondered. She had watched a porn once but had never actually done anything. She walked up to them, stroking one with her hand.  
 
    The Host watched her touching the cuff, smiled. “You are under no obligation, either way, to either do it bound or unbound. The choice is completely yours. We do not want an actual slave, forced against her will. We want someone that wants to feel the sensations of bondage to increase the pleasure. I had them attached just in case you preferred them. Many do… Others prefer being able to move to help with their stimulation. I am indifferent either way.” 
 
    She looked at the Host. “I may want to experiment with it later, but would prefer to start with freedom of movement.” 
 
    “As you wish,” he said. He pushed the cuffs off the bed before walking over to a small jar on a side table. Next to it was a glass of water. “If you would like, I recommend you take this.” He held out a blue pill similar to the ones Billie gave her. “These will definitely enhance your pleasure. The big O will become a great O. Willing?” She said nothing, taking the pill and offered water. 
 
    “Good,” said the Host. “Let’s get started. If you would, please take your clothes off and get on the bed. Any position you choose. I will gather the troops.” 
 
    Mateo helped her remove her clothes, folding them neatly in a pile underneath the bed. Riley got up on the bed, spreading herself into an X, pretending to be bound by the cuffs. She wasn’t sure what to make of the idea, but being spread like that made her want to try it some evening. For now, she got up on her knees in the middle of the bed and waited. 
 
    It wasn’t long. Soon, a train of people came into the room. They had replaced the party garb of earlier bathrobes, gym shorts, and t-shirts or underwear. The two women came in sheer lingerie, which revealed their own assets. 
 
    Everyone circled the bed. “Riley, as agreed, we are here to do what we want with you. The rules are simple. If you say no to anyone, all play stops. Otherwise, we can do with you as we wish. Are the rules clear to you?” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    “No, my dear. We need a verbal agreement. Do you understand the rules and accept them as stated?” 
 
    “Yes, I agree,” she said. 
 
    “We drew straws in the hallway,” the Host said. “Meg and Roger get first dibs. Anyone can join once they get going.” He showed for them to start. “Have fun!” 
 
    Meg scrambled up on the bed, standing next to Riley. “Remove my panties,” Meg said as she yanked off her own top. Riley reached up, pulling them down. Meg then pushed her back onto the bed, turned to face the foot, straddling Riley’s head. She dropped her sex onto Riley’s face, ordering her to ‘lick me’. 
 
    Riley had never stared into a woman’s sex before, much less touched one. But she did not want to stop before they even started. She reached up into Meg’s vertical smile, pulled the lips apart, driving her tongue into the opening. The smell was unfamiliar, pungent, but erotic. She licked from the base to the top. Before she could move up to the clit, Riley felt her own lips being spread as Roger drove his own face into her. 
 
    The two of them attacked her aggressively. Roger speared his tongue into her, pushing two fingers in her sex, then three, while he concentrated on her clit. Meg ground herself onto Riley’s face, seeking a release as the tongue teased her opening. It didn’t take long for Riley to come, nor Meg, who had to drop her arms down to support herself as Riley’s teasing of her clit took her over the edge. Riley’s release was mild, a warm-up for more to come later. She needed a hard cock to rise further. 
 
    Meg crawled off, and then the crowd descended on her. Hands were everywhere, pulling her nipples, slapping her breasts, teasing her clit. She had never experienced so many people all at once. A mouth drove down onto hers, pushing their tongue in, while someone down below hefted her up to impale his cock. Men reached out, guiding her hands to wrap around their cocks. 
 
    The drug was finally kicking in. She could feel every inch of the entry, every touch, every sensation. In fact, this pill must have been purer, of better quality than Billie’s. The high was taking her to another level of sexual sensation. The sensitivity of each touch was pulsing inside her. 
 
    She had a cock replace the mouth at her lips. She now had two hands full, and both holes filled. They were working her hard now. Aggressively thrusting into those holes. She moaned with the pleasure, feeling the rising pulse of her release.  
 
    How I love this! She thought, as the feelings took her. The excitement of being taken this way was what she loved the most.  
 
    It was almost too much, so many hands, so much stimulation. When you add the impact of the drug…  
 
    She moaned, twisting under the onslaught. Just before she went over the top, the guy thrusting into her sex came with a loud grunt. She didn’t even have time to breathe when another cock slammed in to replace him. The mouth was not far behind. He pumped his full load down her throat. 
 
    This pattern went on for another hour, cock after cock. She soon came explosively, the continued stimulation pushing her into more and stronger climaxes. She was floating on a sea of cock, feeling every thrust as a stream. Her climax never seemed to stop as the cocks kept cumming repeatedly. 
 
    At some point, she did not know how long she had been floating in her orgasmic bliss, the Host suggested they take a break. All hands withdrew and Riley sat up, with some aid, her heart and breath still challenged by the action. She got her first chance to look around. The line of hard cocks was multiple deep still. At least eight guys had cum, and more were still stroking their cocks for the next round. 
 
    The Host leaned over to her, handing her a tall glass of wine. “We’d like to change positions. Let a guy underneath so we can fill all three holes. Would that be acceptable? We also could try the bondage. You said you wanted to experiment.” 
 
    She looked up at him, “I’ve never down that before… back there,” she said, nervously, but her pussy and anal opening were pulsing with the need, the idea of more sensual floating. 
 
    “Are you serious? How can someone who loves group sex this much have never tried a real three-way?” He was shaking his head in genuine puzzlement. 
 
    Riley just shrugged her shoulder sheepishly. Until two weeks ago, she didn’t even know she liked group sex. 
 
    “I think you would really like it,” he suggested. “We have some guys with smaller shafts. We can start you on those, to see if you can tolerate them, then go to the larger ones, if you like it. I am told it’s exciting to have both holes filled at once, especially with one in your mouth. The guys would really like that. Want to try?” 
 
    She nodded yes, taking a big swig of wine. Riley, she thought to herself, what are you getting yourself into?

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
    8 / A Real Three-way 
 
    Several of the guys came up to talk during the break. Why are you in California? Have you always wanted to do this group stuff? When did you discover you liked it? The questions came in bunches. She hadn’t really thought through what it all meant. She had never thought about group sex until two weeks before, never even fantasized about it. Discovering she was SO into it was a genuine surprise. And now this, an entire room full of guys just for her.  
 
    The surprise was not that she liked it. That had become obvious after the first week at the apartment. Maybe ‘like’ was too mild a word… loved, had to have, horribly addicted were probably more accurate. She knew this new experience had changed her view of sex forever. 
 
    She liked regular sex, even made it with Billie several times without the other guys there, but the stimulation of multiple cocks had her in its grip. Her desire had gone bone-deep, irresistible. When Mateo had told her about this party, she could no more have declined than chosen not to breathe. 
 
    No, the surprise for her was why these guys would want her all at once. Her pleasure was obvious. Understood that part. But them? She asked one guy. He went on about his wife not really caring for sex much. He was tired of trying to get her interested. Finding a woman who really liked it, well, was worth it, even if he only got one or two chances to cum. And he didn’t want to have an ongoing affair that could destroy his family. This seemed like a safe choice. 
 
    Riley smiled at him. “You have come to the right place,” she said. “I really love it. You can cum in me as often as you like,” touching his arm affectionately. She stroked his cock in front of her. “Looks like we are going to try anal next. Maybe you can have time to try me there. It will be my first, too.” 
 
    “You have never done anal?” he asked. 
 
    “So surprising?” she said. 
 
    “Doing the group thing… Just thought anal would always be a part of that.” 
 
    Another guy asked, “Really, you’ve never done anal?” A buzz went around the room. Everyone was surprised.  
 
    The Host stepped up, announcing to the room, “Yes, it is true. Our guest has never done anal before and she has agreed to let us take her cherry tonight. Meg and I have been talking about how to do this. Ziggy has agreed to take first crack… no pun intended.” The room roared with laughter. “Ziggy, we can all see, is the smallest of us.” A small guy stepped up, waving his cock in his hand, bringing another round of laughter. He was clearly used to being the smallest in the room. 
 
    The Host continued. “He will make it a gentle first time, won’t you, Ziggy?” The man nodded in agreement. “After that,” he looked around at the guys, “we want you to self-regulate. Our guest has agreed to offer open access to all her holes for as long as we like. Meg and I ask only that you pay attention to her discomfort in the rear, so she has a great first experience. Let’s build size gradually before we let William have a chance at her rear!” A guy, presumably William, stepped up, imitating Ziggy’s cock wave, but this time with a gigantic cock even when only half-hard. He wasn’t quite Bako-size, but Riley’s eyes went wide. No way would that fit inside me, she thought. 
 
    “Babe,” William said, “by the time I come around, you will be hungry for this.” Riley giggled. 
 
    “Sounds about right,” the Host said. He looked around the crowd. “Agreed?” All heads nodded yes. The private conversations resumed. 
 
    The naked bodies mesmerized Riley. They included a full range of body types: tall, short, thin, curvy, large cock, small. One woman had clearly artificial breasts which were perfectly shaped c-cups. Riley had never seen fake boobs before, but she knew these must have cost a bundle. The other woman’s breasts were small, seemed to be mostly nipples, but they were rigid, poking out of her body as an announcement of her arousal. 
 
    The drug was now at full strength. Riley started walking around, touching everyone, each sensation of cock, arm, face, back, sending pleasure waves through her. She wove through the bodies, even fondled the breasts. They all returned the favor. 
 
    Some guys would pull her close, kissing her as she passed. Riley would openly allow this, returning the embrace. Her nipples were now hard as pebbles. Everyone was getting excited about this next round… cracking her cherry. When they discussed the evening earlier, no one expected this was even a possibility. 
 
    After she had made her tour, the Host gently touched her arm. “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes, please. All this touching has me very excited.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it. We are going to have our big cock do the below honors first round. William, as you have already seen, would challenge the other opening. The combination of William and Ziggy will be a good start, I think.” Heads nodded all around. Yes, a good start. 
 
    William got up on the bed, positioning himself on his back in the center. His cock was only at half-mast. Riley moved toward the bed, thinking she should get him ready. But the small-breasted woman had other plans. She jumped on the bed, positioned herself between his legs, driving her mouth onto the large tool. 
 
    The Host touched Riley’s arm, whispering in her ear, “Chloe will get him ready for you. I suspect we will exhaust you by the end of the evening. She can take care of the prep, saving you for more fun later.” 
 
    Riley was already fingering her clit, the desire saturating her core, but she understood, nodded acceptance. “I can see how much you want this, how strong your desire is,” the Host said. “You will have plenty of cocks in every opening for the rest of the night. Just be patient.” His gentle patting on her arm made the desire more intense. 
 
    Luckily, William did not take long. Once he was fully hard, the Host gave her a sharp swat on her ass, signaling it was her turn. Riley scrambled onto the bed and speared his rigid shaft deep into her need. A profoundly satisfying groan came out of her throat involuntarily, her back arching with the pleasure. 
 
    The crowd burst with laughter and applause, the sexual anticipation rising sharply. They had done this many times with other women, but none had brought the genuine joy of desire as much as Riley. She loved doing this, and the audience could not help being swept up in her enthusiasm. 
 
    As she developed a rhythm with William, moving to stimulate her clit while he touched deep inside, another cock came up to her mouth. She pushed herself up to a full sitting position, rocking on the tool below while both hands came up to worship the cock near her face. She swallowed it as far back as it would go, grabbing his balls, pulling on the scrotum. ‘Oh yes,’ the guy moaned. ‘Love that.’ 
 
    This was what she had come for. The combination of cocks and the drug sending her ever higher. It did not take long for her to cum, and cum hard. The climax took her to another place, as the sexual excitement tossed her around. 
 
    Before either guy could find their own release, a hand gently pushed on her back. The cock in her mouth pulled back for a moment. This was it, she thought. I am going to take a cock inside my ass. She leaned forward. William took her in his arms, whispering, “just relax, babe. Ziggy will be gentle. When he goes inside, push back on him like you are trying to keep him out. This will allow him to go in easier.” 
 
    A cold drop of liquid touched the top of her backside, dripping to coat her anus. Ziggy used his finger to push the lube inside. There was one finger, then two, followed by three. Riley tightened with the light pain of each new insertion, but she quickly got used to the stretch. 
 
    The sensations were growing more intense with each new finger. Feeling the gigantic cock in one hole while the fingers stimulated the other, multiplied the pleasure for her. She had no idea it would be like that. She started pushing back against Ziggy’s fingers. 
 
    “I think she’s ready,” Ziggy announced to the room, moving up to position his hard cock at her opening. Riley tensed a little when she felt the much-larger head push against her opening, but by this time, she was on fire. She wanted that in her! Once the head was through, she pushed back against him hard, allowing him to go in fully. She grunted with the impact. 
 
    Her body was now alive with sensations. One cock in her sex, the other in her back opening. The two cocks started into a rhythm of movement, together for a while, but soon changing to alternating. As one went in, the other came out. She had felt nothing like this. The pleasure was consuming her. She could feel them touching each other across a thin divide. 
 
    The man who had pulled back from her mouth kneeled beside her again, offering himself. She hungrily swallowed him in. This was it, her first real three-way! The earlier pain had given way to indescribable pleasure. Her orgasm was so strong it tossed her around like a rag doll in a hurricane. She simply absorbed it; a firework fountain flared in her core. The drug amplifying the feelings even more. 
 
    She had felt nothing like this before. The gentle floating orgasms of before had become a river rapid, the torrent swelling inside her. All resistance to the pleasure taking over ripped away, leaving her fully in its embrace. All three cocks asserted their dominance over her. She gave into them gladly, feverishly, wanting more. Oh, the pleasure! 
 
    Ziggy could not take anymore. Riley felt the splash of his cum coat her anal canal, cumming again. The mouth guy dumped his load inside her throat soon after. William was still pumping as Ziggy pulled out and another cock came in to replace him. This one was larger. She felt the stretch as he went in, but welcomed the larger size now. She was fully into her floating pleasure. This just added more. 
 
    A steady flow of three cocks filled her for well over an hour. The orgasms came one after the other. As each new cock replaced old, she gave herself to the fresh entry. No one tried to engage her hands. The Host wanted her to be enthralled with the cocks inside. And she was. She could feel each one, cataloged how each felt, the pleasure they could provide. 
 
    Riley was floating in the stream of orgasms once again, allowing them to wash through her. Except for an occasional switch of the guy on the bottom, Riley had three cocks in her continuously. She forgot where she was, what she was doing, even why. She had BECOME the climaxes, become the stream itself. The river rapid of pleasure tore at her, tossed her around like the raft she had become, out of control, buffeted as each fresh sensation smashed into her. 
 
    Eventually, exhaustion set in. She wanted more, but her body simply could not go on any longer. She had gone through all the guys, many of them twice, and was deep into a third round for some when she just collapsed on the guy underneath. Her breathing was coming in brief gasps. She felt like she had just run a 10K, or maybe a marathon. The Host signaled for the two guys in her holes to finish. A few strong thrusts later, they pulled out as well. 
 
    The Host helped her off the last guy underneath. Her knees were stiff from the fixed position and constantly bouncing. He eased her to the edge of the bed. “Four guys want to cum again,” he whispered in her ear. She looked over at them, stroking themselves aggressively. “Can they cum on you?” 
 
    “Please do,” she said, reaching out for them.  
 
    The Host pushed her hand away. “No need,” he said. “Just enjoy their offerings. You have brought plenty of pleasure to everyone already.” 
 
    Riley laid back, looking at the cocks that moved right next to her. It didn’t take long. Stripes of white spunk flew across her face, chest, breasts, and abdomen as each came. She just watched their faces and the crowd. 
 
    After the last grunt, the crowd closed in around her. Washrags and towels washed her thoroughly, the movement teasing her, tickling, which brought laughter and giggling. Cum seemed to have gotten into every crevasse. The milling bodies were laughing, joking with each other, recalling the fun of the evening. But everyone wanted to touch Riley once again. So many washrags were touching her, Riley felt like she had just taken a shower! 
 
    When they were done, the Host stepped up, helping Riley rise from the bed. One man came forward with a hairbrush, gently stroking her hair back into place. The gentleness of the strokes was so sensual to her. She reached back to touch the man, thanking him. 
 
    They had placed the clothes she brought in a beautiful new leather bag and handed her a dress of such quality she wondered at the cost. They made it of a silky material with a plunging neckline, in a dark blue color, hanging to mid-thigh. The Host helped her slip it over her shoulders as the crowd applauded.  
 
    Riley was a little embarrassed, but felt the same. Could she ever top this night in her entire life? She wondered.
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    9 / Too Good to Last 
 
    After the joy of the Hollywood Party, going back to the mundane existence of Venice Beach was a major letdown for Riley. She came back to the apartment, slept in Billie’s bed, though, as always, without sexual contact. 
 
    Sunday, she spent exploring Venice Beach by herself. This time, her exploration seemed familiar, like she was walking around her own neighborhood. She spent time on Muscle Beach, asking some lifters to show her their techniques. She sat on the beach reading a book, played some beach volleyball, tried to skateboard at the Skate Park (only once, to disastrous results) and watched the parade of beach lovers on a park bench. It was a fantastic way to enjoy the beautiful California sunshine. 
 
    She grabbed a quick lunch at Boardwalk Tacos, then walked south to see the beautiful boats at Marina del Rey. These boats were not all that large, but she had never been on one before. While she walked, a guy came up to her. “Riley, right?” 
 
    She recognized him right away. Billie had brought him to the apartment one of the first days in town. “Hi, there. You live around here?” 
 
    “Yes, my folks park their boat at the Marina.” 
 
    “Nice,” she said. “You go sailing a lot?” 
 
    “My Dad loves it, but I find it boring. Too much time just sitting around watching water flow by.” 
 
    “… but it’s in the middle of the ocean, right? Isn’t that cool?” 
 
    “I guess. Once you’ve seen a little ocean, you’ve seen it all.” 
 
    “What about whales and dolphins? It would be so cool to see them swimming around the boats.” 
 
    “Yeh, that’s cool. Sometimes it feels like they are chasing the boat.” 
 
    Her eyes opened wide. She would love to see that. 
 
    “Want to see the boat?” 
 
    “Sure!” she said, excitedly. “I’ve never been sailing before.” 
 
    “I can’t take you out on the water, but we can go on the boat.” 
 
    “That’s cool.” 
 
    They walked down to the slip. The boat turned out to be a beautiful catamaran with three cabins, kitchen, even a little living room area. He pointed to the small sofa for sitting, then he suddenly attacked. He launched himself at her, grabbing her breasts and pulling her to him. He forced her mouth onto hers. 
 
    She was so sore from the previous night that she did not want to do this. She pushed back at him. “No, not now. You said you would show me the boat.” 
 
    “I thought you would do whatever we wanted? You did the other day.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I know what you want,” she said, as she forced him back. “I’m just too sore today. Maybe tomorrow. Come by the apartment.” 
 
    “No, I want it now,” he said, jerking at her shirt, ripping its edge. This she knew how to handle. Rough sex was one thing. Rape was another. She had taken self-defense classes in school, and her father sent her to several more. As he approached her, she stepped sideways, driving her heel into the side of his knee. He went down hard, screaming, grabbing his leg. 
 
    “No, means no, you ass.” She walked around the cabin looking for something heavy, finding a cooking pan in the cabinet. She walked up to him, holding the pan above her head, then cracked him across the side of his. He shook for a moment, then collapsed. 
 
    He woke a few minutes later, tied up with sailing rope. Riley was playing with a knife she had found in the kitchen.  
 
    “Now,” she said, “are we going to talk, or do I have to cut things?” 
 
    “Talk, talk. I’ll be good.” 
 
    “Why’d you do that?” She looked at him, genuine surprise in her eyes. “Typically, I would WANT you to, but I was up late last night, came away pretty sore. I needed a break. That means no to sex today. You didn’t understand that?” 
 
    His look of concern was turning to her message. He was finally getting it. He had fucked up. 
 
    “I would have come here every day so you could fuck me if you would have only asked. Now, I’m thinking of leaving you here tied up.” His eyes widened. 
 
    “Please don’t,” he implored. “If my dad finds me, I will be in real trouble.” 
 
    She sat next to him on the sofa. “Can we start again, then?” She was using the knife, pretending to clean her fingernails, trying to maintain a scary pose. He was no longer buying it. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said, his head hanging low. “You were just so willing before. I thought that was why you wanted to come to the boat.” 
 
    “It was… kinda. But I said no,” she said, “Let’s start over, okay?” 
 
    “Let’s do. Start over, I mean.” He reached his hand out as best he could through the ropes. “Ty, my name is Ty.” 
 
    “Riley,” she said, “I like that,” returning his offered fingers, stretched through the rope. She helped untie him, and they sat on the sofa. 
 
    “Man, you pack a mean pan,” he said, rubbing his head. 
 
    “Sorry, I hit you so hard, but you deserved it.” 
 
    “I did. I’m sorry. Will you ever be willing to come back here?” 
 
    “Not sure. You’re going to have to clear that with Billie, and I can tell you, Bako will not be happy when he finds out what happened.” 
 
    “Please don’t tell Bako. He’ll rip my arms off!” 
 
    “Let’s leave it at that,” she said. She looked around the luxurious boat, no longer sure she ever wanted to see it again. “I’m leaving.” 
 
    She walked down the gangway, shaking her head. Suddenly, everything that had been going on the last few weeks was coming into clear focus. She had loved the sex and loved the roughness of it. Even loved the way she allowed them to force her to do what they wanted. It was all a mirage. She knew that now. When real rape was on the line, she recoiled from it and pushed Ty away. No, she didn’t want that. She had a lot to think about as she walked back to the apartment. 
 
    By this time, Billie had given her a key so she could get in. When she arrived, no one was there. She took a hot shower, went to lie down in Billie’s bed, and cried, falling asleep as the tears cascaded down her face. 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
    The next morning, the long sleep had allowed her to recover from the action of Saturday night, but the shock of the boat lingered. Billie had apparently not come back that night. She walked into the kitchen to find Bako and Mateo talking to each other over coffee.  
 
    “There’s the lazy bum, sleeping the day away,” Mateo laughed. It was only 9 o’clock. “Where you been? I looked for you yesterday afternoon.” 
 
    She told him about walking around. Her visit to the Marina. Leaving out the unpleasantness of Ty’s surprise. She was not sure what they would do to him if they found out. 
 
    “I’ve got the day off today. Want to go explore with me?” Mateo asked. 
 
    “Sure,” she said. “But I should warn you, I have seen a lot of the city.” 
 
    “You haven’t seen this.” 
 
    After finishing her coffee and eating some breakfast, Riley and Mateo went walking, this time away from the water. It turned out to be a long walk, 35 minutes or more. He mainly wanted to talk about the Hollywood Party. After the initial introductions, he left. He apparently knew the studio exec through a doctor at the hospital. It surprised Mateo to hear the enthusiasm, how much Riley loved it. 
 
    They walked around a corner and she stopped in her tracks. An incredible sculpture of colorful tiles, mosaic designs, and clay captured her attention. 
 
    “This is it,” Mateo said, “the Mosaic Tile House. These artists have been working on this house since the mid-90s.” 
 
    They covered every inch of the house with tiles and mosaic glass. Astonishing. The goofy humor of so many of the designs sparked her imagination. Even the walkways were full of color and style. They spent over an hour looking at all the work. The artist was in a studio teaching classes on mosaics and ceramics. They stood and watched the class for a moment. 
 
    This is where they lost Riley. The designs were fun and colorful, but the work to make them happen? Slow, tedious, repetitive. She knew right there. She would never be that patient. Fun to look at, though. 
 
    On the way back to the apartment, they talked about the sex and what it meant to her. He seemed genuinely interested. Was he developing feelings for her? She wondered. No, that wasn’t it. The very next thing, he said that he and Bako wanted to take her together tonight. Bako inside and he in her ass. Was she willing? 
 
    Inside, she was crying a little, disappointed. Who would love a slut like her? She thought. 
 
    As they turned the corner to the apartment, Mateo said he had to run an errand. See her this evening, he said. She had tried hard to hide her disappointment at his lack of feelings for her, but understood anyway. He had lots of girlfriends; Billie had said. She wasn’t even one of them. 
 
    When she walked in the door, Billie was there with three new friends. She walked in, sat on the love seat, took a toke of the joint they were passing around and started talking to them. Before she could even react, the three were on her, tearing her clothes off, pushing her back in the chair. This was where she belonged, she thought. She no longer felt the same enthusiasm for the act. The orgasms came, as always, but she couldn’t seem to capture the highs of earlier Billie sessions. 
 
    Billie’s friends were seldom experienced. There was a lot of fumbling of zippers and difficulty in finding the right position. In one sense, this was fun because their own joy of newness made the cocks always hard and explosive with release. But now, the reality of what she had become was setting in. After the high of Saturday, the boat experience and the disappointment of Mateo’s dismissal, she was struggling to find that joy herself. 
 
    Yet, they all had their turns, and she came multiple times. It was the same, but somehow broken. 
 
    Later that night, Bako and Mateo almost returned her to the joy. She got seriously stoned on both dope and the little blue pill. They used her something fierce. They abused every hole. And she loved it. 
 
    The first highlight of the evening was Bako lying on his back. She worked his tremendous tool inside her, then Mateo came in from behind to try the other hole. She was on fire with stimulation, came multiple times, and loved the feel of them both shooting off inside her. 
 
    But that was just the beginning. After that first session, they took a long shower together, then Mateo fucked her mouth while Bako took his own turn at her rear opening. It was hard at first. His sheer girth stretched her more than ever before, but his size filled her cavity as well. 
 
    The pain at the start gave way to ecstasy as she sucked on Mateo while pushing back hard against Bako. She floated in the stream of pleasure she had loved on Saturday night, giving herself over to the sensations. Bako finally came inside while Mateo emptied himself all over her face, feeding her his cum with his finger. She relished every drop. 
 
    After they were done with her, Bako went to sleep, but Mateo took her into his room. They made love twice more during the night. She finally fell asleep in his arms.
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    10 / One Final Weekend 
 
    After that, she simply gave herself over to the sex. The rest of the week, she even stopped walking around Venice Beach in the morning. She smoked dope, took blue pills, and allowed everyone free entry. Billie quickly saw the signs. The stream of guys became almost constant during the day. When one group left, another seemed ready to replace them. She floated in the stream of orgasms almost continuously.  
 
    By Friday, one group took all three holes while the last guy yanked at her nipples. Another group tied her to Billie’s bed in a full X position and fucked her in a train. She did not know how many times she came, or they did. She had been floating the stream the whole time. For the first time, she had an almost out-of-body experience. She was there on the bed, feeling the sensations, but somehow was above looking down.  
 
    That afternoon, Riley’s brother, Dan, called her on FaceTime to see what she was doing. It was not the first time, but he usually called in the morning when she was walking along the beach. This time, the group that tied her to the bed had just left. She was ragged with exhaustion. They had done some terrible damage to her nipples and breasts; pulling, yanking, squeezing. Whoever wasn’t pounding into her was twisting her nipples or shoving their cock in her mouth. She had no idea why the nipple pulling made her sex pulse so strongly, but it was genuinely painful now and her eyes were dark and puffy from the tears… and the constant cumming! 
 
    She hurriedly pulled a top on, tried to straighten her hair, wiping her eyes, but in her movement, she accidentally hit the Accept button. The shock on his face was dramatic.  
 
    “What’s going on?” he demanded. “You look like shit.” 
 
    “I’m fine,” she said, “just got drunk last night. Still feeling the effects.” 
 
    “Hey, sis, I’ve been drunk before, even seen you drunk. That’s not what you look like. What’s really going on?” 
 
    She did not know what to say. Billie walked into the image as he walked to the kitchen. He only had gym shorts on, didn’t even notice the phone was active. 
 
    “Who’s that? I thought you were staying at a hotel.” Dan’s worried look shocked Riley back to reality. What will he think? She thought to herself. 
 
    “Just a friend.” 
 
    “Are you okay?” Dan asked, this time more forcefully. “You look like you have been on a multi-day bender.” If he only knew, she thought. 
 
    “I’m fine, Dan. Been having fun. How you doing?” She was trying to deflect his concerns, but failed miserably. When the rain of questions did not stop, she cut him off. “Just leave me alone. I’m having fun.” Then hung up. 
 
    She couldn’t believe she did that. Of all her siblings, she liked Dan the best. They had been close since childhood. He was two years older and, even in high school, had always looked after her. Cutting him off like that was just a glaring announcement that something WAS wrong. 
 
    Still, she was glad he did not call back. She couldn’t deal with the family drama right now. Worse, she realized something terrible. She didn’t care. She got a joint from Billie’s stash, smoked almost all of it herself, then sunk onto the sofa, taking her top back off. Her nipples hurt too much for the cloth to rub on them. 
 
    “Those guys really did a job on my nipples, Billie. What was that about?” 
 
    He came up to examine them, clinically pushing them around as he got really close to them. She winced with each movement. They were indeed red. Bruising was already forming on the edges. 
 
    “You sure seemed to like it,” he said. “Xavier told me you moaned deeply every time they did it.” 
 
    “I enjoyed the feelings, especially being bound while cumming. THAT was sure great, but did they have to be so rough?” 
 
    “Riley, sometimes you just need to say no. They would have stopped.” 
 
    “I don’t like saying no. It feels weird.” 
 
    Billie just laughed. “You are the only woman in existence that thinks that way.” 
 
    The joint had started its work. Her head falling back on the sofa. Billie helped her to lie down on her side, trying to keep her nipples from touching anything, then covered her with a light blanket. She needs a break; he thought. Riley went straight to sleep. 
 
    She was woken early that evening by Mateo and Bako, shaking her on the sofa. 
 
    “You look like shit, babe. What happened?” Bako demanded to know, anger clear on his face. 
 
    She sat up, the blanket falling off her shoulders. Her now clearly bruised nipples ached as the breasts moved. “I had a rough day.” 
 
    “I can see that,” Mateo said. “Who did that to your tits?” 
 
    “They just got a little rough this afternoon. I should have said something to them…” 
 
    “You never tell them to stop, you stupid bitch.” Mateo screamed at her, clearly shaken. “You need to take care of yourself.” 
 
    “I know… I know…” was all she could get out, as she started to cry. She didn’t know how, she suddenly realized. She was so deep into her need now, never wanted it to stop. She needed cock, and a lot of it. 
 
    Riley got up from the sofa, pushed herself against Mateo, rubbing his cock with one hand, reaching over to rub Bako’s tool with the other. “Do you really want me to stop?” 
 
    His shaft was already hard. “Maybe later,” he said. “Tonight, Bako and I have special plans. Can you put clothes on over those?” 
 
    “I think so… What are we going to do?”  
 
    “We’re going out,” Bako said. “Put on something nice.” 
 
    She nodded in acceptance. She walked back to Billie’s room, took a quick shower, brushed her hair. Tried to use makeup to cover the growing circles under her eyes. She looked at the closet. There were only two outfits hanging there. The black outfit she had worn to the Hollywood party and the dress they had given her as a parting gift. She chose the dress. It looked great, but she also liked the soft material that did not require a bra. When she came out of the room, they both looked at her, then at each other. 
 
    “Oh, babe, you look beautiful. Some dress.” Bako said.  
 
    Mateo shook his head in agreement. “We are going to take you to The Rooftop, in Beverly Hills. They have excellent tapas and great people watching. We should see some celebrities there for sure.” 
 
    Riley sat on one of the high stools in the kitchen while they got ready. She did not know where Billie was. Mateo and Bako came out of their own rooms dressed to kill. Elegant wool suits with leather shoes, expensive shirts, and ties. She did not know they even owned anything like that. 
 
    This was their first actual date in the three weeks she had been there. Bako ordered an Uber, and she sat between them in the back seat, rubbing their legs as they talked about nothing at all. Just talked. The place was elegant, food was excellent. She tried the Tagliatelle with Mushroom Bolognese. It just melted in her mouth. When combined with the magnificent views of Beverly Hills and the suddenly very tender company, she was having the best night since the Saturday night Hollywood party. 
 
    One awkward moment happened when two guys came up to Riley. Riley, so good to see you, they said. Introduced her to their wives. She shook their hands, introduced her friends. She could hear them, as they walked away, telling the wives that Riley was an actress in a movie they were developing. Mateo and Bako had both known where she had gone that Saturday night. After all, Mateo had arranged the whole thing. 
 
    The roaring laughter from their table as the Hollywood types walked away caused one of them to turn around to look at them. He had a wry grin of understanding. 
 
    There was no sex that night, though she slept with Mateo. She was simply too sore to do anything. They cuddled all night and even kissed in the morning. 
 
    But the next day, both Mateo and Bako were off work and Billie was away. The sex was almost nonstop. They fucked her in every room, in every position and every hole. They barely took a break for snacks. She smoked and took blue pills all day. The stream of orgasms started early and seldom slowed. Bako’s ability to last a long time and Mateo’s interest in other activities made it a fun time for all.  
 
    The highlight was late, when Bako was on his back, Riley riding him with Mateo in her rear. Mateo reached up and offered a small spoon of a white powder. They told her to sniff it, so she did. Soon, they were in a rhythm that rode higher and higher. 
 
    The resulting orgasm exploded in her core. She twisted and thrashed on the cocks, clinching both inside her. She was being overwhelmed as the waves of pleasure consumed her. Nothing had ever felt like this. She became the orgasm, became the waves. She screamed as she came and came. The pussy flames joined her rear in spasms, creating a massive orgasm that would not stop. 
 
    Finally, Bako pushed in one large thrust, smashing a heavy load of male jism into her. The pressure brought Mateo his own release. They all collapsed on the bed, Riley squeezing between them.  
 
    Her heart was racing as she came down from the power of her climax. Moments later, she was asleep.
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    11 / The Fun Ends 
 
    The next day, she woke up in Mateo’s bed. He was snoring softly beside her. She did not remember coming in there, assumed they had carried her in. Not surprised. Bako did not like to have her sleep with him. She languished in the feelings of warmth and connection with Mateo, cuddling as close as she could. Memories of pleasure from last night bathed her in its glow. 
 
    Unfortunately, Mateo’s alarm went off early. He had to work that day. He woke, reached over to kiss her, then got up to shower. She got up with him, hopping into the shower right behind. She soaped him under the water, paying careful attention to his cock. He was hard, but in a hurry. 
 
    She kneeled in front of him, taking him deep in her mouth, sucking with abandon. It did not take long. At the last moment, he pulled out and came all over her face. As always, he dipped his finger in the cream repeatedly, feeding it to her. She lapped at his finger to get every drop. This had become their thing, their unique action that she only did with him. 
 
    He got out, dressed, then split. She was standing at the kitchen counter, drinking coffee, when Bako came out. He had some errands to run. They chatted briefly, but then he left. By this time, it was mid-morning. She reached into Billie’s stash, smoked a quick joint, and took a blue pill. She wanted to be ready in case Billie brought his usual visitors. She took her clothes off, settling down to watch a movie. 
 
    She did not have long to wait. Billie walked in, three guys in tow. They saw her there, stoned and ready, dropping on her with hands flashing. She just allowed them to do what they wanted. Soon, they had moved to Billie’s room, and she was blowing one cock while on top of another. One was in her pussy, the other slamming into her ass. She was relishing the feelings of release building. 
 
    Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. She was too involved to notice, but Billie did. He was not taking part, of course, seldom did. He even had his clothes on. The guys did not even slow as the guy in her pussy came with a loud grunt. 
 
    Billie apparently did not get there soon enough. This time, the knocks were harder, a fist slamming against the door. 
 
    “I’m coming,” Billie yelled out, “Jesus.” 
 
    As soon as he unlatched the door, a fist slammed into it, swinging the door wide and sending Billie sprawling on the floor. 
 
    “Where is she?” an outraged brother Dan stood in the doorway. He took a step closer to Billie, who just pointed to the hallway. Dan was not a huge guy, but big enough. Billie was not up for any form of physical confrontation. Dan rushed down the hall, looking in each door. When he came to Billie’s room, he stopped dead in his tracks. There she was. Cocks were firmly planted in every hole and she was obviously enjoying it. Her moans and whimpers were unmistakable. 
 
    “My God, Riley, what are you doing?” Dan screamed. 
 
    Riley was so stoned and into the pleasure she did not understand what was happening at first, but when all movement suddenly stopped and the cock dropped out of her mouth, her head turned toward the door, eyes only half open. It took a moment for her to recognize who it was. Dan’s presence was so unexpected she had to concentrate on making the connection. Then she shrieked! 
 
    The guy in her rear was so close, he didn’t want to stop, rapidly pumping into her again. Dan ran across the room, using a forearm to smash into his head. The cock flew out of Riley’s rear just as he started to cum, strings of spunk flying all over the room as the guy went hard into the dresser on the other side of the bed. The guy underneath Riley knew what was coming, so pushed her off, trying to put her between him and the enraged man coming toward him. 
 
    “Dan…” Riley said weakly. She was still trying to figure out what was going on. Weeks of dope and pills had dulled her senses. She knew who he was, but could not place him in this room. 
 
    The three guys were reaching for their clothes while scrambling for the door. They were trying to distance themselves from someone that clearly was taking ownership of Riley. None wanted anything to do with this large man willing to do violence. 
 
    Moments later, they were alone in the room. Riley was still lying on the bed. He could see spunk leaking out of her vaginal lips. It would have been leaking out of both holes if that guy had stayed in a moment or two longer. Her face was red with embarrassment as she looked up at her brother staring down. 
 
    “Dan… what are you doing here?” she said, weakly. She was so stoned; she didn’t even try to cover herself. Tears were forming in her eyes. 
 
    “Jesus, Riley,” Dan said, the anguish now showing in his voice. “What have you gotten yourself into?” He had picked up a blanket from the floor, covering her with it. 
 
    Riley rolled over on her side, tucking the blanket around her, then started to cry for real. The sudden change, the embarrassment, all the feelings that had built up over the last four weeks, came out in a sadness she had never felt before. The sobs tore through her as she shook on the bed. 
 
    Dan sat next to her. “Oh, Riley…” He scooped her in his arms, crying with her. 
 
    He knew she was in trouble after the video call, but was shocked at how bad it was. He had gotten into his car immediately and headed for California, using her phone locator. He didn’t know what apartment in the building though, so waited in front until he recognized Billie from the phone. He followed the four guys into the building, watching them until he knew which unit they were in. He wasn’t sure what was happening, but he waited for her to come out. When she didn’t, he went in. 
 
    Now that he was holding her sobbing in his arms, he wondered whether he should have waited; waited for them to leave, waited for her to finish what she was doing. He knew the image of all those cocks pounding into her at once would never leave his brain. And that guy continuing to pump so he could finish was also likely to stay with him. Burned in his memory forever. 
 
    Dan stroked her hair. ‘It will be okay,’ he said. He was here now and would take her home. After the crying slowed, she shook her head, agreeing to come with him. He helped her up, the blanket still wrapped around her. She grabbed her clothes, stuffed all her belongings in her backpack and leather bag, walked in the bathroom to put on some clothes, then left. Billie had run out the door as soon as Dan walked past him. She touched the doorjamb on the way out, memories of both pleasure and pain flooding her, then shut the door behind. She knew she would never be back.

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
    Epilogue 
 
    The trip back to Portland was a little tense, but not because of Dan. He was nothing but supportive and caring. She confessed most of what had happened, except for the Hollywood party. She kept that as her one secret. By the time they got back home, she was laughing and making sarcastic remarks like he remembered. The truth was something quite different. 
 
    She knew she had gone too far, descended too deep into her desires. She knew that. The combination of sex and drugs had seduced her. Riley was thankful that Dan recognized her addiction and came to her rescue, though she didn’t really regret anything she had done. 
 
    In fact, she would have stayed much longer if Dan hadn’t come to Venice Beach to take her back to Portland. Her drug use was escalating at the end. She knew now that she would have inevitably gone for heavier drugs before it was over. 
 
    For several weeks, she withdrew into herself, hardly leaving her apartment. Dan visited a few times, but even those visits dropped off. She went back to her job at the bar. She would go to work, come home, watch porn, and masturbate. All she could think about was sex. Over time, she slowly came out of the trance. Her sexual obsession slowed to occasional porn. 
 
    The funny part is that she never tried to find something like that in Portland. It’s a big city. She was sure there were people doing the same activity, but she never pursued it. Instinctively, she knew she didn’t want to push it too hard. Too much of a good thing, as they say, is probably too much.  
 
    Besides, for two years after the trip, every few months, the Host would call Riley and ask if she wanted a return session with the Hollywood group. She always did. They would send a plane for her, a limo would pick her up at the private airport and she would spend the entire weekend at the mansion getting fucked every way possible, returning by plane late Sunday evening. 
 
    She thought this was enough to satisfy her needs. But by mid-winter after Venice Beach, she was thinking another hitchhiking trip was in order. Her wanderlust had returned. She figured, since her first hitchhiking experience was so good, maybe she should do more. Dan would not be happy, but she knew she needed a change. 
 
    Maybe she should do one every year, she thought. She could hitchhike to a new location, find someone, or hopefully someone’s, to fuck her silly, and then come back to her normal boring life after it is over. This way, she could have the debauchery she wants in small quantities, like the old roller coaster analogy. Dropping a hundred feet from a cliff would not be good, but dropping 100 feet in a roller coaster would be a lot of fun. By going on a trip with a controlled time span, she could enjoy the sex and still get back before she became too hooked on the experience. Best of both worlds! 
 
    That spring, she began mapping out some potential routes. Maybe she would go to the national parks in Utah, or visit Texas, she thought. She would go to Houston, see the Gulf of Mexico, and maybe even take a quick hop over to New Orleans. She also wanted to see Key West. She had always heard it was a wonderful place, both for the beautiful vistas but also because there is a lot of skin action down there. 
 
    Finally, she wanted to try the northeast. The forest-covered hills of New England should be beautiful. The northeast may not be the best for her, if she wants to go on a sexual bender, but you never know, she thought. Sex comes in many forms. 
 
    Yes, taking a hitchhiking tour of the US seemed a particularly good idea. 
 
      
 
    THE END
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