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 1: Sunday



This better be an emergency
 , Rayne thought as she shuffled out of the bedroom to answer the door. The knocking started loud enough to wake her up and only got louder as the minutes passed. Through blurry eyes, she looked at the clock on the wall just before undoing the lock. It was 10 am, which she supposed wasn’t especially early, but after the night she had, she could’ve used a few more hours. Sawyer had been particularly energetic; she didn’t think he was ever going to stop, and she passed out the second he did.



She opened the door to see Larry, her landlord, standing there. Not too long ago, a visit from Larry meant he wanted money because she was behind on rent. Now, it meant he wanted something else entirely.



“Hi, Rayne,” Larry said.



“Larry,” Rayne said, fighting off the urge to slam the door in his face. “What’s up? Was trying to sleep.”



“I was kinda hoping we could… you know…”



Rayne rolled her eyes. “Larry, it’s only been two days since last time. You should go out and find an actual girlfriend. And you totally could, too… look at you.”



Larry looked great now compared to the first time she’d fucked him. Over the last few weeks, he’d started taking more pride in his appearance, at least on days he paid her a visit. Gone were the smelly muscle shirts and grass-stained jeans. Now he usually sported new polos and sometimes dress slacks when he knocked on her door. She thought he might have even lost a few pounds.



He did tend to use way too much Axe body spray. Which was to say he used Axe body spray in the first place.



“C’mon, Rayne,” he said, begging with his eyes as much as his words.  He stepped inside and closed the door behind him. “One more time, and you’ll be paid up on rent for the next whole year.”



She wondered what he’d say if she told him she may not even need his shitty apartment for another year. Truth be told, she didn’t even need to fuck him in lieu of paying rent. The idea of returning home to LA to sign for the inheritance her grandmother left her was beginning to seem less and less daunting. It’d probably still be a while before she worked up to actually doing it, but surely she wouldn’t still be in West by God Virginia a year from now.



So she didn’t have to do anything with Larry she didn’t want to, even to pay for rent. But one thing that was true about Rayne Thomas that an outside observer might get wrong, given the crazy situations she often was in, was that she never did anything she didn’t wholeheartedly want to.



“We can’t use the bedroom,” Rayne said. “I have… company.”



Larry raised his eyebrows, lowering his voice to ask, “Is it your boyfriend? Sawyer?”



Rayne nodded and lowered her voice, too. “Yes.”



Larry shook his head. “I still can’t believe you’re fucking your boss and getting away with it, even with so many of your coworkers knowing.”



“There are lots of people I probably shouldn’t be fucking, Larry,” she said, tapping a finger on his chest.



He smiled. “I guess that’s true.”



“Besides, he may not be my boss much longer,” Rayne said. “I have a job interview tomorrow.”



“Tired of the glitz and glamor of a discount retail store?” Larry asked.



“More like it’d be nice to be paid a little more than minimum wage,” Rayne said. “And, at some point, I’m gonna get Sawyer in the kind of trouble I won’t be able to get him out of.”



She shivered when she thought about what--who--she did to get him out of the last round of trouble.



“Well, good luck,” Larry said.



“If we do this, we have to be very quiet,” Rayne said, tapping on the collar around her neck. It had the title of her song, “Whore of LA,” written on it and was a recent gift from Sawyer. “Sawyer’s a sound sleeper, but we don’t want to risk waking him up. He’s very jealous.”



Part of the reason she lied was to see if Larry would go away and come back another day. Another reason is she could already feel eyes peering out from behind the almost closed bedroom door and thought a fearful Larry might make for a better show.



“Okay,” he said, still whispering.



“Let me just blow you,” Rayne said. “I might be a bit too loud if you don’t keep my mouth occupied.”



“If that’s what you want,” Larry said.



She dropped to her knees and started undoing his pants.



“And this is still enough for another month’s rent,” she said.



“Sure, sure,” he said.



“I wasn’t asking,” she said, stroking his newly freed cock.



 



---



 



After kissing her forehead in perhaps too tender a way, Larry left. Rayne closed and locked the door and turned around. She carefully kept her mouth shut while smiling as she looked to the bedroom.



The bedroom door opened, and she made her way there.



“Have fun?” Sawyer asked as she walked past him to get back in bed.



She nodded but didn’t say anything.



Sawyer sighed. “What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?”



As he rejoined her in bed, she opened her mouth. A good amount of Larry’s cum remained, coating her tongue and the inside of her cheeks. She played with it for a moment, sticking out her tongue so Sawyer could get a better look before finally swallowing.



“You are such a slut,” he said.



“You like it,” she said, rolling onto her side.



Sawyer settled in next to her, spooning her.



“I do,” he said. “In fact… I think I…”



She didn’t hear the rest of what he said, as she was already drifting off to sleep.









 2: Monday



Rayne had met strip club owners before, but they rarely looked like Kurt. When Rayne had told Sawyer she had an interview at the Syn Pit, he assumed she was applying to be a dancer. She was actually going for their open cashier/hostess position, which probably wouldn’t require any loss of clothing. However, after meeting Kurt, feeling his firm grip crush her hand in such a painfully pleasant way as they shook, and feeling his eyes on her, she suddenly couldn’t think of anything she’d rather do than get out of the dress she was wearing.



Rayne barely paid attention as Kurt asked questions, and later she could barely remember the answers she gave. Her eyes kept darting from his, watching his lips move as he talked, looking at his fingers tapping on his desk and wondering what those fingers would feel like if she invited him to slide them up her dress…



She had no idea why Kurt had the effect he did on her. He was handsome, yes, but it was more than that. Besides, it’s not like someone had to be this close to physical perfection for her to fuck (see: Larry the landlord). Sometimes it was even better if her partners were lacking in the appearances department. But there was something in the way Kurt moved, the way he spoke (even if she couldn’t recall the exact words that came out of that gorgeous mouth of his), the way he looked at her that, when combined with his looks, lit the fire that was always smoldering within her, just below the surface.



“So, do you have any questions for me?” he asked, signaling that the interview was nearly over.



It was the fastest interview Rayne had ever had, or so she thought. She really had no idea how long she’d been sitting there, staring at Kurt’s rugged face, his broad shoulders, his full, soft lips…



“I don’t think so,” Rayne replied. “Other than, when do I start?”



He laughed. “You’re very eager, aren’t you?”



You have no idea.



“We’re looking to fill the position as soon as possible,” he continued. “But I do have several other candidates.”



There was a knock at the door, and before Kurt could say anything, the door opened. A woman who looked to be in her 60s and with a slight limp entered. She wore a conservative pantsuit and seemed to be a bit out of place in the office of a strip club.



“Hi, Legs,” Kurt said.



“Sorry to interrupt,” she said, her gravelly voice making it sound like she wasn’t sorry at all. “Just thought you should know Candy and Brandi called off for tonight.”



Kurt slammed his fist on the desk. “Again? What is it this time?”



“Said their kids’ dad was in an accident, and they had to go see him in the hospital,” Legs said.



Kurt sighed, turning to Rayne to explain. “They’re sisters. Both have kids fathered by the same guy. Kind of a mess.”



Legs laughed. “Just a little bit.”



“Thanks, Legs,” he said. “We’ll have to make due.”



After the old woman left, Rayne shot Kurt a questioning look. “Does she… does she work for you?”



“Legs? Oh, no. She’s part-owner, actually. Twenty-five percent. She does still give occasional lap dances, which are epic if the lights are dim enough. Her name’s Margaret, but she likes to go by her old stage name: Leggie Maggie.”



After assurances that he would call her within the next couple of days to let her know if she got the job, Kurt stood and extended his hand for Rayne to shake again. She held onto him for perhaps a bit too long before turning to leave.



Rayne was so revved up by the time she left Kurt’s office, she wondered if he could smell her arousal. She thought she could. She walked quickly to her car in the parking lot, hoping traffic would cooperate so she could make it home quickly to take care of herself. As she got into her car, however, she realized no one could see her. On her left side, facing the strip club itself, was a monster of a pickup truck (Kurt’s?) that blocked the view of her car from that direction. On the other side was a baby blue Volkswagon bug and, beyond that, a wooded area. There were no other cars and no signs of activity, so she was as alone as she could possibly be.



Rayne reclined her seat back almost all the way and pulled up her dress with her left hand. Her right hand made its way underneath her panties, and she closed her eyes. She spent only a moment enjoying the wetness of her soft folds before starting in on her clit. Pressing against it, she rubbed it in a circular motion, intent on having the fastest orgasm of her life. Heat consumed her, starting at her cunt and radiating outward in every direction. Within moments, her climax was threatening to overtake her.



A tapping on her car window made her open her eyes, her hand still doing its essential work down below.



Kurt was standing there, staring at her. Staring at what her hand was doing. She held her breath and continued massaging her clit, knowing what his eyes were focused on.



He pulled his eyes away from her performance with what looked like great effort and looked her in the eye. “Would you like some help?” he asked, loud enough for her to hear him through the window.



Rayne knew she should say no. Kurt was a potential employer (maybe… if she hadn’t already ruined her chances with her poor interview and public act of indecency), and it’s not like she needed
 another
 boss/employee relationship. Of course, one of her reasons for trying to leave Shaffer’s, namely to avoid corporate punishment against Sawyer, wouldn’t apply to a strip club owned mainly by the boss in question.



A question Rayne frequently asked herself was, “What do I have to lose?” The answer was invariably, “not a damn thing.” Kurt had already seen her getting herself off in his parking lot, which probably put the final nail in the coffin that was her job prospects at the Syn Pit. If she accepted his offer for “help,” though, the least she’d get is sex with the hot guy she’d been fantasizing about for an hour now.



And maybe she’d get the job after all.



Rayne nodded.



Kurt opened her car door and held out his hand to her. She pulled her right hand away from her soaked cunt and placed it in his, rubbing her wet fingers into his palm. He tugged on her hand and she stepped out of the car.



A moment later, she was bent over the tailgate of Kurt’s monster pickup truck with his monster cock pushing into her pussy from behind. He gave her only a moment to get used to the slightly painful but mostly pleasurable stretching before ramming her hard into the bed of his truck.



Rayne was vaguely aware of the sound of approaching footsteps but was too lost in Kurt’s relentless pounding to care.



“I’m going down to Office Depot to pick up some pens,” Leggie Maggie said, walking past them. “Be back in a bit.”



Kurt ignored her. A moment later, the VW bug on the other side of Rayne’s car roared to life and drove off, an unhealthy rattling sound marking its passage.



It wasn’t long before she came, and then he did, erupting inside her. The onslaught of warmth and wetness, combined with how nasty it felt to be filled up by a stranger in a parking lot in broad daylight, brought her close to another climax.



Kurt pulled out of her, and she stood up. She straightened her dress but didn’t bother picking up her panties from the ground to put back on.



“Thanks,” he said. He closed the tailgate and then walked around to his driver’s side door.



“So… did I get the job?” Rayne asked, her voice shaky but playful.



He laughed. “Oh, I’d never hire someone I’d fucked. Sorry.”



Kurt got in his truck and drove off, leaving Rayne standing there with his cum draining down her inner thighs.



“Worth it,” Rayne said, getting into her own car.



 









 3: Tuesday



Rayne told Sawyer about Kurt the following evening as he drove her to meet some of the 6 Days of Drowning guys. He was not impressed.



“Not that I want you to leave Shaffer’s, really,” he said. “I’d miss my office blowjobs. But I get why you’re trying, and I appreciate you trying to keep me safe. The guy sounds like a dick, though.”



“His loss, really,” Rayne said. “He’ll probably never have this again.” She waved her hands in front of her body, moving them from her breasts down to her crotch.



“Probably?” Sawyer said.



Rayne shrugged. “I never say never. I figured you’d know that by now.”



“Oh, I do.”



“If it bothers you, you could always set limits,” Rayne said. “I don’t say that lightly, but I wouldn’t have let you put this collar on me if I wasn’t prepared for that.”



Sawyer smiled. “I know. I’m happy with the way things are. For now, at least.”



Rayne put her left hand on his leg. “I’m happy you’re happy.”



Sawyer parked the car about a block away from their destination: Pies & Pints, a craft pizza and beer restaurant in downtown Charleston. They got out and walked to the restaurant, holding hands the whole way. They got a few curious glances along the way, with Sawyer in his typical business casual polo-and-jeans combo and Rayne in her standard cleavage-revealing tank top, too-short skirt, and “Whore of LA” collar. The weather was unseasonably warm but probably a little too chilly for her to not be covered up a bit more. She didn’t care; despite her years of living in Los Angeles, she’d spent much of her life in Cincinnati, so colder weather didn’t bother her all that much. And covering up was something she only did when she absolutely had to.



Once inside, they quickly found their table. Seated already were two men and a woman. Rayne’s eyes were instantly drawn to the man with dark brown hair, plugs in both ears, and a scruffy beard. Rayne had slept with her share of handsome men in her day, but this guy was something else. He tapped on the top of the table with the fingers of his right hand, and Rayne immediately wondered what else those nimble fingers could do.



The man’s fingers were tapping to the beat of a particular song, but she was so distracted by how attractive he was she didn’t recognize it.



“Rayne, this is my nephew, Colt,” Sawyer said, indicating the gorgeous man with the tapping fingers.



“Nephew,” Rayne whispered, nodding at Colt.



“Girlfriend,” Colt said, smiling.



Sawyer’s nephew’s smile did nothing to detract from the awkward situation developing in Rayne’s panties.



“He’s the drummer,” Sawyer said.



“I bet he is,” Rayne said.



“Not sure that made any sense, but okay,” Sawyer said, laughing.



“I’m Rhys,” the other man, in between Colt and the woman, said. Not unattractive but unassuming, this one had shoulder-length, auburn hair and was maybe a little too thin. “Lead guitarist.”



“Abby,” the woman said. “Dancer and this one’s wife… for now, at least.” She pointed to Rhys, who leaned over and kissed her.



Rayne and Sawyer took their seats. Now that she was over the initial distraction of Colt (
 Sawyer’s nephew,
 she would have to consciously remind herself), she was able to take in Abby. A stunning blonde, she wore a black leather collar around her neck. Unlike Rayne’s, it appeared to be an actual dog collar instead of one made specifically for submissives. Something about that thought made Rayne’s pussy tingle. Rayne looked back and forth between Abby and Rhys, her head spinning. She wondered if they had a nasty basement playroom like Derek and Sarah Keane, the couple whose anniversary she recently helped them celebrate.



“Anyone else coming?” Sawyer asked.



“Tay should be here soon,” Abby said. “My best friend and fellow dancer. No one else from the band, though.”



“You’ll have to meet the rest of us on Thursday,” Colt said to Rayne.



“Thursday?” she asked. “I thought the show was on Friday.”



“It is,” Rhys said. “I think Colt’s inviting you to our party.”



“If you wanna come,” Abby said. “Sometimes our parties get a little… out of control, so if you’d rather not…”



Sawyer laughed. “You don’t know who you’re talking to.”



Rayne playfully slapped Sawyer and asked, “What kind of ‘out of control’ are we talking?”



“The kind where you can only hope to find all of your clothes the next morning,” said a woman from behind Rayne and Sawyer.



Rayne turned to see a pretty girl with black hair, a white tank top that did nothing to hide a couple of delectable nipples poking through, and painted-on jeans. Next to her was a man who looked insanely out of place next to her, wearing an outfit that looked like it might have come out of Sawyer’s closet.



“I’m Taylor,” the woman said. “Tay for short. You’re not my replacement, are you?”



Abby got up and came around the table, throwing her arms around Tay. “Silly girl, no one could replace you.”



Rayne tried to hide her stunned expression as Abby and Tay began kissing each other, their hands roaming over each other’s bodies. The man who’d come in with Tay--who Rayne later learned was Tay’s husband, Toby--stood there awkwardly.



“Hey, Toby, what’s up, man?” Colt said.



“Not much,” Toby said. “How ya been?”



Colt shrugged. “Not too bad. Marie left me again.”



Toby laughed. “She’ll be back.”



“Probably,” Colt said. “But I’m gonna have some fun in the meantime. If you know what I mean.”



Toby glanced at Tay and said, “Yeah, I guess I do.”



Rayne immediately knew Colt had slept with Tay from that little exchange, but when she looked at Colt, he wasn’t looking at the girl still kissing Rhys’s wife. He was looking at Rayne.



“So, you coming?” Colt asked, smiling at her.



“Oh, God, I hope so,” Rayne said, smiling back as she pushed all thoughts of whose nephew he was out of her mind.







 4: Wednesday



When Rayne called off work the next morning, she’d hoped Lennie or another manager would pick up the phone. Anyone but Sawyer would’ve been easy to lie to.



But she had no such luck.



“Everything okay?” he asked when she told him she wouldn’t be coming in for her shift.



“Just an upset stomach,” she lied.



“You sure?” he asked. “You sound weird. You know you can tell me anything, right?”



“I know,” she said. The ability to tell him anything and her desire to do so were two completely different things.



“Even if you have someone new in your bed right now.”



She laughed. “It’s not that. You know I’d tell you
 that
 .”



“Even if it was my nephew?” he asked. “I’m fine with it, just to let you know. I probably wouldn’t want to hear details, but…”



“Colt isn’t here,” she said. “No one is.”



“I just saw the way you two looked at each other last night,” Sawyer said. “And I don’t blame either one of you. He’s always been quite the ladies’ man, and you… well, no one can keep their eyes off of you.”



“Thanks, babe,” she said. “But, again, I’m all by myself. I just don’t feel like coming in today.”



And that was the truth.



Sawyer finally let her go, and she threw her phone toward her nightstand, where it slid across the top and fell to the floor. She didn’t care; she didn’t plan on talking to anyone else today anyway. All she wanted to do was go back to sleep, exchanging one all-encompassing darkness for another.



 



---



 



The darkness from her waking world--which had recently been consuming her less and less but which had made a roaring comeback when she tried to get out of bed that morning--followed her to her dreams.



She was sitting on a steel beam underneath the roadway of the 17th Street bridge, a half-empty bottle of whiskey in her hand. The other half of the bottle was in her stomach. Next to her on her left was Beau, her husband of five years. On her right sat Damien, the lover to end all lovers, the Dom she’d fallen in love with and still to this day didn’t know how she’d live without.



It was only here, in her dreams, that she could bring herself to admit that last fact.



“I knew you couldn’t quit forever,” Beau said.



“You talking about the liquor or
 him
 ?” Rayne asked. Even here, she couldn’t resist getting a dig in.



Damien laughed. A rare occurrence, that.



“You’re such a bitch,” Beau said. “I should push you myself.”



“Like you’d have the balls to hurt me properly,” she said. “Go ahead, leave me sitting here and go back to California. It’s all you’re capable of.”



Beau got up and left, proving her right. She smiled and looked over to Damien, but he was gone, too. She hadn’t noticed him leaving.



She sat there for a long time, slowly sipping the rest of her whiskey. She had her phone in her lap and glanced at it every so often. As if expecting a text from someone. Someone who might provide enough of a distraction to keep her from drifting away into an alcohol-induced slumber. Someone who might inadvertently keep her alive for just one more day…



But the text never came.



She looked around her, thinking someone else should be there, but she couldn’t imagine who.



She was only vaguely aware that she’d dropped the whiskey bottle moments before she slid off the girder, headed for the icy water below.



 



---



 



“Rayne? Wake up, babe.”



Rayne’s eyes barely opened, enough to see the shape of a man sitting on the edge of her bed.



“Damien?” she whispered, but it wasn’t Damien who she’d recently given a key to her apartment.



“Ouch,” Sawyer said.



“Fuck,” Rayne said, burying her face in her pillow. “I’m sorry. I…”



“It’s okay,” Sawyer said. “Have you been asleep all day?”



“I don’t know,” she said. “What time is it?”



“5 pm,” he said. “I brought tacos. You should eat if your stomach’s not too upset.”



“My stomach was never upset,” she said.



“I know. Now, get up so we can talk about what’s really going on.”



Over tacos, she told him everything. She told him about her lifelong battle with depression that almost always manifested in marathon sleeping sessions like today but which sometimes brought her closer to something more dangerous. She told him about how she’d never found a therapist or a medication she’d been comfortable with and preferred facing her demons on her own, despite the piss-poor job she usually did. She even told him about that night before her free-use weekend with him, when she’d almost ended both her sobriety and her life.



“I’m sorry I haven’t said anything before now,” she said.



He smiled. “It’s not like I haven’t seen glimpses here and there. I wouldn’t have thought it was as bad as you’re saying, though.”



“Are you mad at me?” she asked, her voice cracking. Before that moment, she’d never realized how much she didn’t want him to be upset with her. “For lying to you?”



“Not at all,” he said. “You know you can tell me anything, but I have no right to anything you don’t feel comfortable sharing. And… I haven’t exactly been completely open with you either.”



“You have these… thoughts, too, sometimes,” she said. Not a question.



Sawyer nodded. “I bought a gun two years ago,” he said. “And I hate guns. Wouldn’t bother me if the government took them all away like the gun nuts are scared about. But I have one, a little revolver--and a single bullet--just in case...”



“In case it gets to be too much,” Rayne said.



“In case it gets to be too much,” Sawyer repeated.



“That first night, when you mentioned sometimes wanting to pull the trigger…”



“Yeah.”



“Please don’t pull the trigger,” Rayne said, suddenly feeling desperate.



“No current plans to do that,” he said. “What about you, drunk diving off the 17th Street bridge?”



She laughed. “No current plans.”



“Oh,” he said. “Suddenly remembered. I came across something that might brighten your day.”



Sawyer pulled his phone from his pocket, tapped on the screen, and handed it to her. On it was an LA Times article about a particular California restaurant chain shutting down. Rayne couldn’t help giggling as she skimmed the article. Issues with supply orders (thanks to Derek Keane’s canceling of Beau’s contract) exacerbated existing management missteps. Individual restaurant managers had done their best to keep things afloat for weeks now, but Beau had virtually disappeared, leaving them to fend for themselves. Just like him to cut and run, Rayne thought.



“How did you find this?” she asked, handing him his phone back.



“I have a Google alert set up for Beau’s name,” Sawyer said.



“Keeping tabs on my husband, are we?” Rayne asked.



“It’s in my interests to protect what’s mine,” he replied, sending shivers down her spine.



“Yours,” she said. Not a question. She fingered her collar.



“So, you gonna be up to the band’s party tomorrow night?” Sawyer asked. “And the show on Friday?”



“I think so,” she said. “Thank you. This helped a lot.
 You
 helped a lot.”



“I’m glad,” he said.



“What time do you wanna pick me up for the party?”



“Oh, I’m not going,” he said. “If Colt wasn’t there, maybe, but since he will be…”



Rayne sighed. “This is the second time you’ve ditched me for a party,” she said, remembering quite the eventful Halloween night.



“You’ll have more fun without me there. Trust me.”



Rayne rolled her eyes. “We’ll see. But surely, some of the guys will have their significant others there. How wild can it really get?”









 5: Thursday



Rayne had the answer to her question as soon as she walked through the door of Rhys and Abby’s house the following evening. Tay--who wasn’t wearing a shirt or bra--was kneeling between the legs of a bald man sitting on a couch, her mouth sliding up and down on his cock. Abby sat next to the bald man--who Rayne recognized as the band’s lead singer, Maddox--and held the back of Tay’s head, occasionally pushing Tay into Maddox or pulling her away. Rhys sat next to his wife, playing on his phone.



Rayne was aware of a couple of other people in the living room but couldn’t pull her eyes away from the spectacle on the couch.



“You made it!” Colt said, walking over to her.



“Looks like I did,” Rayne said.



“You were warned,” Colt said, holding up a can of beer. “Drink?”



Rayne shook her head. “Sober. Sorry.”



Colt shrugged. “That’s cool. I imagine you don’t need booze to have fun.”



“You imagine correctly. Why don’t you introduce me to everyone and we’ll see what kind of fun we can have.”



Colt put his arm around her and led her around the room. She’d already met Tay, Abby, and Rhys, of course, and Maddox gave the smallest of head nods as Colt told Maddox who she was. Rayne wouldn’t have blamed Maddox for not being talkative, given what was happening with his cock, but she found out later he was just naturally quiet. He rarely made a sound when he wasn’t singing, outside of very specific scenarios.



Colt guided Rayne to the other side of the room, where three men stood. One of them, sporting shoulder-length black hair, mesmerizing green eyes, and tattoos covering both arms, was telling a joke when they approached.



“Kermit the Frog’s fingers!” said the green-eyed man, who then burst out in laughter.



The other two seemed only mildly amused.



The joker was Adler, the band’s rhythm guitarist, and he smiled when Rayne told him she thought his joke was funny. He didn’t question how much of it she’d heard, instead taking her hand and kissing it.



“Thank you,” he said. “It takes a special woman to appreciate my unfathomable wit.”



“It takes a very drunk woman, you mean,” Colt said, “and Rayne ain’t drinking.”



The other two men laughed at that. The one with light brown skin was Lucian, bass guitarist and final member of 6 Days of Drowning. Justin, the other man who hadn’t laughed at Adler’s joke, was Lucian’s boyfriend. He had bright blue eyes and a beard that was as neatly trimmed as Colt’s was shaggy.



Justin surprised Rayne by saying, “Oak and Danna say hi, by the way.”



Oak and Danna were a couple Rayne had met at Vixen’s Cove. Derek and Sarah Keane had taken Rayne to the sex shop and luxury gloryhole destination as part of their anniversary celebration.



“How do you know Oak and Danna?” Rayne asked.



Lucian rolled his eyes and answered for his boyfriend. “They let him take turns tying one of them to a chair while he fucks the other.”



“They said you can come next time,” Justin said.



“Maybe I will,” Lucian said.



“Who knew literally everyone in West Virginia was so kinky?” Rayne asked. “Maybe I was wrong about this state…”



“There was a time when we didn’t have sex parties every other week,” Colt said, “but one night Tay went wild.” He looked over his shoulder to the couch.



Lucian sighed appreciatively. “Yeah, that night was… freeing for a lot of us.”



“Wish I’d been here that night,” Justin said.



“You’ve been here every other time,” Lucian said. “Not like you’re missing out.”



“So, now that you’ve met everyone… you ready to party?” Colt asked.



Rayne answered him by wrapping her arms--and a leg--around him and kissed him through that scruffy beard. On the couch, Maddox let out a loud grunt and said, “Oh, my God!” Tay slapped the arm of the couch with her left hand as she swallowed everything Maddox gave her.



Everyone else in the room applauded, and then the party officially started.



The next hour happened in a blur. Before she knew it, Rayne was on the floor with Colt on top of her, pressing himself against her as she squirmed beneath him. Then he moved downward, pulling off her shorts and fishnets, so her bare, wet pussy was exposed to everyone in the room. She was suddenly aware of Tay and Abby, now both on the floor next to her. As Colt dove between Rayne’s legs, assaulting her cunt with his tongue and that scraggly beard, Lucian and Justin did the same to Tay and Abby, respectively. Adler knelt next to Abby and fed her his cock while Rhys, whose cock was the biggest Rayne had ever seen, did the same to Tay.



The sounds and smells of sex filled the room. Rayne watched Tay and Abby service the cocks in their mouths and suddenly felt hungry for one of her own. She looked up to the couch, where Maddox sat quietly, watching the group on the floor. She wanted to ask him to join them--to join her--but never quite managed to get words out thanks to Colt’s incessant oral attention.



She needn’t have worried. She’d have plenty of cocks in her mouth--including Maddox’s--before the night was over.



Rayne, Tay, and Abby all came at roughly the same time, followed by Rhys and Adler, whose cum sprayed across the three women’s faces. Rayne laughed as most of the spunk ended up on her face and began pooling in her hair.



Colt crawled back up on top of her and kissed her as he shoved his dick inside her. She could smell herself in his beard, taste herself on his tongue. He pumped into her at an agonizingly relaxed pace, giving her time to recover from her first orgasm before edging her ever so slowly toward another.



One of the few things she would never tell Sawyer was that Colt being his nephew only added to the delicious naughtiness of an evening that promised to be filled with a never-ending supply of mischief. Rayne lost herself in him, enjoying every second of a fucking which seemed to take forever but which was over way too soon. She came again, and then he did, filling her up with his seed.



Rayne lay there, satisfied, for what may have been several minutes, while the others pleasured each other in various combinations. She closed her eyes, enjoying the sounds--smacking, laughing, moaning--and then felt a cock pressing against her lips. She opened her eyes to see Maddox kneeling above her and opened her mouth for him. She was determined to make the quiet man be loud one more time.



She succeeded.



When it was over, Rayne had had all of them inside her in one way or another. Her jaw ached from all the cock and pussy she’d tasted, and she felt like she wouldn’t be able to walk for days. She could barely open her eyes because of all the sticky, drying cum on her face.



It was glorious.



Rhys and Abby had retired to their bedroom, where sounds of spanking and begging could be heard even in the living room. The rest of the guys sat on the couch and chairs. Justin was in Lucian’s lap in an oversized recliner.



Tay had ended up with her arm across Rayne’s chest, her hand playing with Rayne’s hair. They kissed for a bit and licked cum off of each other’s faces while Colt and Adler cheered them on. Maddox, true to form, watched the show quietly.



“You should dance with us tomorrow night,” Tay said to Rayne.



Rayne smiled. “It’s been a while since I performed in front of a crowd.”



“You performed pretty well in front of
 this
 crowd,” Adler said, and everyone laughed.



“I wouldn’t want to mess up your routine,” Rayne said.



“We don’t have much of a routine,” Tay said. “Do you look sexy when you dance, and can you make out with Abby and me at completely random times throughout the night? Those are really the only two requirements.”



“I think I can handle that,” Rayne said.



 









 6: Friday



“I can’t believe I let them talk me into this,” Rayne said, her fingers nervously playing with her “Whore of LA” collar.



Sawyer laughed. “How many times have you said that in your lifetime?”



She smacked him. “No one has to talk me into anything. At least not in the area you’re implying.”



They were backstage at Mountain Health Arena in downtown Huntington, where 6 Days of Drowning had just started performing. Tay and Abby were still getting ready to go out and begin their dance routine, and Rayne was contemplating very much not doing that. She’d just looked out to see a bigger crowd than she’d ever been in front of and felt panic set in. It was nowhere near a full house, but it dwarfed any audience Rayne Thomas ever had, either by herself or with the band she led before trying to go solo.



It would be the largest crowd 6 Days would ever play to. Tay had told Rayne there was a running joke with the boys that they were good at packing half the house, and that seemed to hold true tonight. About half the 9000 seats the arena had to offer were occupied as the band started their set.



More than 4000 people had shown up to see the show, which would include Rayne dancing and making out with two other hot girls. Part of her was excited about it, but the rest of her wanted to run screaming and not look back. She wasn’t sure at this point which part was going to win.



Tay and Abby approached them, both wearing matching black sports bras and tight leather shorts. They were a stunning sight, and Rayne suddenly felt inadequate in her tank top and ripped jeans. They hadn’t given her any real guidance on what to wear--“Whatever you’re comfortable with in front of a crowd,” Abby had said--but she felt way overdressed compared to these two.



At least everyone will be looking at them and ignoring me,
 she thought.



“Ready, Rayne?” Tay asked.



Not waiting for an answer, the girls each grabbed one of Rayne’s arms, dragging her to the stage.



The band was finishing up its first song by this point. When the girls got to the front of the stage, Maddox addressed his audience.



“You’re gonna be glad you showed up tonight, Huntington!” he shouted into his mic. “You’ve seen Tay and Abby dance for us before, but tonight they’ve brought a friend!”



Tay and Abby waved to the crowd, which broke out into roaring applause. Tay nudged Rayne with her elbow, and Rayne waved, too, drawing the applause out a bit longer.



6 Days of Drowning launched into their second song of the night, and the girls started dancing.



They split up, Rayne and Abby going to separate ends of the stage while Tay remained in the middle. They danced to the music by themselves for a bit, and then Tay and Abby traded places, Abby taking center stage.



Despite her earlier misgivings, it didn’t take Rayne long to feel comfortable. This was mainly because she was ignoring the fact that thousands of eyes were glued to the stage. She danced for Sawyer, pretending he was watching her on one of the backstage monitors. She wouldn’t blame him if he watched the other two girls instead, but she liked to think he only had eyes for her.



Not logical in the least, of course, given the freedoms he was okay with her enjoying, but there it was.



The band had started off playing a couple of their original songs. By the time they started on their fourth song--a cover of Duran Duran’s “Come Undone”--Rayne and the other two girls had moved toward each other. Maybe it was because the song was one of Rayne’s favorites, or perhaps it was because her libido was under assault by these two goddesses touching her as they danced around her, but whatever the reason, Rayne decided to just let herself go and enjoy it.



Being here, under the lights and surrounded by music, reminded her of something she’d missed more than she realized. She’d long resigned herself to the belief that her music career—such that it was—was behind her. Now, she couldn’t help but think of what might have been.



Of what might yet be.



Maddox’s voice flowed through her, and she felt like the song--released the year she was born--was written for her. She thought about Sawyer again as Maddox asked who she needed, who she loved, as she came undone, but shoved the thought out of her mind. She didn’t want to need Sawyer or anyone else. And love? Where had that ever gotten her? Besides, she’d been coming undone her whole fucking life. No one person could be expected to deal with all that.



So she did what she did best. She took the song’s advice to stay wilder than the wind and embraced Tay and Abby, the three of them making out in front of thousands of cheering onlookers.



 



---



 



Rayne, Tay, and Abby danced and made out for more than an hour as 6 Days of Drowning made their way through original songs and more covers. And then the music stopped, and Maddox approached the front of the stage where the girls continued to move to their own internal rhythm.



“I need a little break,” Maddox said to the crowd. “But the music doesn’t stop when I do. I said you guys were in for a treat tonight, and I meant it. Ladies and gentlemen, all the way from Los Angeles, I give you… Rayne Thomas!”



Rayne’s heart pounded when he handed her the microphone and walked away. She almost dropped it when she realized Rhys and the other guitarists were starting up again. Colt was tapping at his drums with his sticks. It was the same beat as when he’d been tapping on the table the other night at Pies & Pints.



She didn’t recognize it then, but she sure as hell did now.



“You’re playing my song,” she said, her voice shaky.



She didn’t say it into the microphone, so there was no way Colt heard her, but he nodded at her anyway.



The crowd was silent, but that silence was deafening. Tay and Abby had stopped dancing and were staring at her.
 Everyone
 was staring at her. The band drew out the opening sequence of “Whore of LA,” waiting on Rayne to indicate she was ready.



But she wasn’t.



And she never would be.



She let the mic fall out of her hand and walked off-stage, tears in her eyes.



 



---



 



 



“You did this,” Rayne snapped, pointing at Sawyer.



“I did,” Sawyer replied.



“What the fuck were you thinking?” she yelled. “I haven’t been on stage in over a year… haven’t even said those lyrics, much less sang them, in all that time, and you think you can shove a microphone in my hand and I’ll go right back to being the person I was?”



“The person you
 are
 ,” Sawyer said.



“The person I
 am
 is a failure,” Rayne said, her tears stopping but her rage just getting going. “The person I
 am
 is a slutty, suicidal, discount store cashier.”



Sawyer grabbed her collar and pulled her gently to him.



“What you are is mine,” he said, his eyes filled with a rage she’d never seen in him before, a rage that rivaled her own. “What you are is someone I believe in more than I’ve ever believed in anything. And I believe you can do this.”



Simple, sappy words--
 God, he was always so fucking sappy
 --but they did the trick. It was like he reached into her mind and flipped a switch. Her rage dissipated, her tears completely gone now.



And she was ready.



She’d been ready for a long time. She just didn’t know it.



“Thank you,” she said and kissed him before going back out on stage.



The band played her song, and she sang. She sang about a woman living with no regrets in the City of Angels, about fucking and freedom and what it’s like to live in a place where the sun almost always shines.



It was, of course, a song about herself.









 Epilogue: Saturday



The morning sunlight poked through Sawyer’s curtains. Rayne sat, a pillow between her back and the bed’s headboard, watching Sawyer sleep. Despite all the dancing and singing she’d done, and despite hours of celebratory sex with the man who’d given her the collar she wore, she hadn’t been able to sleep.



He’d given her a lot more than the collar, of course, and she felt like her heart might break because she knew she’d never be able to thank him enough.



He stirred.



“Morning,” he said.



“Good morning,” she said.



“How long you been up?” he asked.



“All night,” she said.



“What’s wrong?”



She shook her head. “Absolutely nothing. And maybe everything.”



“That’s… not cryptic at all.”



“I have to go home,” she said.



He laughed. “No, you don’t. We’re both off work until Monday. You can stay here all weekend if you want.”



“I don’t mean my apartment,” she said, and then they were both quiet for a long time.



 



—
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 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
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