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 Part 1: Rayne’s Free-Use Weekend









 Prologue



This was going to be the night.



Rayne’s feet dangled in the air as she sat on a girder just underneath the roadway of the 17th St. bridge. Next to her was a backpack containing her final companion. It was a liquid, honey brown in color, with which she hadn’t spent any time for almost three years now but had missed terribly. Below her, the Ohio River flowed by, blissfully unaware of her existence. The combination of the river’s soothing black waves and the full moon overhead made for quite the breathtaking sight.



Goddamn this fucking river, having the gall to be so beautiful. Making her want to delay the inevitable for just a few minutes.



A part of her always knew she’d end up here. Well, not
 here
 , exactly. Not sitting precariously on a tiny steel beam above the inky blackness of a strange river that flowed through a nowhere town in a sad state that was on the other side of the country from where she belonged.



If she’d ever imagined she’d end up
 here
 , she would’ve ended things a long time ago.



But, as she unzipped the backpack and pulled out the glass bottle from within, she realized she’d always known it would come down to this. Her last memories obliterated as she faded away, the only feeling in her entire body the beautiful ache of her burning throat. She couldn’t think of a more fitting, peaceful end to what had turned out to be a life devoid of peace, where no matter what she did or who she pleased or what she became to those around her, she could never quite seem to just fucking be happy with who she was.



She realized how dramatic her thoughts were, but she’d never been one to censor her inner monologue, and she wasn’t about to start now.



She twisted the cap off of the whiskey bottle, and the scent wafting up from it made her head spin. She thought she might be tipsy even from the smell, and she could already taste it, feel it blazing down her throat. As long as it had been since she’d had even a sip, it would take only a few shots to get nice and drunk.



And she had a whole bottle.



Even if the elixir itself didn’t do the trick--and it just might--surely the size of the girder she was on and blessed gravity would finish the job. She would descend into that cold, flowing darkness, and no one would ever find her in death, just like no one truly had in life.



She lifted the bottle to her lips, her heart pounding in anticipation. She was so excited to drink, and for what would come after, that she almost ignored the text message sound from her cell phone. She sighed and pulled the phone from her pocket, not knowing why she was bothering, and looked at the screen.



It was Marcia, a new coworker from the dead-end job that had crushed Rayne’s dignity to take but which (barely) paid her bills. Marcia had only started at Shaffer’s Deals, a regional discount store, a week earlier. Rayne’s heart skipped a beat when she saw her name on the screen. Marcia was hella cute, and Rayne had been attracted to her from the moment she first saw her. Rayne thought she was picking up signals that the feeling was mutual, and the text Rayne now stared at only reinforced that.



Hey, a bunch of us are goin to Fat Patty’s. You should cum



At the end of the text, after the intriguingly spelled “cum,” was a heart emoji.



Rayne looked from the phone screen to the bottle of Jack in her other hand and back again. Why the fuck was she even considering it? Was the prospect of hanging out with people she worked with enough to shut down the call of the void yet another day? Not that they were all bad; she’d fucked a couple of them already, and new girl Marcia was one hot piece of ass who Rayne would give almost anything to add to that list. But was one more night of fun really going to stop her from reaching her intended destination now that it was so close?



The answer was in the twisting of the cap onto the bottle and the placing of the bottle back into her backpack. She slowly made her way off of the girder, off of the bridge, and was walking back to her car before she realized how badly she wanted to live.



If only for one more night.



 









 Chapter 1



Poor decisions were frequently made during the weekly $5 all-you-can-drink nights at Fat Patty’s, a local hamburger joint and one of the better fast-casual restaurants the Huntington, WV-area had to offer. Not that that was saying much; Huntington was no LA, a fact of which she was reminded on a daily basis.



Most poor decisions made during these nights of incredibly cheap and incredibly watered-down beer didn’t rise to the level of the one reached by Rayne on the night before she found her face (and other assorted body parts) the target of multiple and quite forceful streams of spunk.



But, considering the other decision she’d finally made on that night, the realization of which was only delayed a bit by Marcia’s text, she figured most people wouldn’t consider her to be an authority figure on clear thinking.



And, as she had been sober for almost three years and didn’t intend on breaking her streak until spending quality time with that bottle of Jack in her backpack (which now resided in the trunk of her car), she couldn’t even blame the decision she’d made at Fat Patty’s that night on their cheap, watered-down beer.



Even though she wasn’t drinking and nearly everyone else was, she didn’t have a horrible time. The food was good, at least, and even though the conversations were mostly about work, it was always entertaining to make fun of stupid, entitled customers and whatever random, crazy shit the corporate office sent down for them to do.



It was especially nice that the store manager, Sawyer, was in attendance with them, taking part in the Shaffer’s Deals-bashing as much as any of them. Everyone thought of him as a Cool Boss, someone who did a good job running his store but who’d never drink the Kool-Aid that so many retail store managers did. He’d even turned a blind eye to Rayne’s dalliances with a few other employees, although, in hindsight, Rayne realized he had ulterior motives in doing so.



This was made clear when he interjected himself into a conversation she’d been having with Marcia about her sometimes public sexual proclivities, including a particular kink of hers.



“Do you actually enjoy being humiliated?” he asked. “Degraded?”



She nodded. “Sure do.”



“Why do you think that is?” he asked.



Rayne looked at him and sipped her Diet Coke. “Don’t do that.”



“Do what?”



“The therapist bullshit. Trying to psychoanalyze me and tease out the traumatic roots of my rough childhood. Pin it all on my ‘Daddy Issues.’”



Sawyer grinned. “Daddy Issues, huh?”



Rayne gave him her best withering smile. “I don’t need a tragic backstory to like someone being dominant with me in bed.”



Sawyer nodded. “So you’re a submissive?”



“You seem so surprised.”



“I’m not,” he said. “I’m more surprised at your willingness to just fuck whoever you feel like, whenever you feel like.”



“I wouldn’t put it that way exactly,” Rayne said, her hand on Marcia’s knee. She’d placed her hand there a few moments before, and when Marcia scooted closer to Rayne, she started inching it ever so slightly upward. “But I guess that’s close enough.”



“And you’re not worried about getting a reputation?”



Rayne had hardly kept her tendency to fuck first and ask questions later from her coworkers at Shaffer’s Deals. Why would she? She believed that life was too short to worry about what others thought (even a normal life, one that didn’t end abruptly with a drunken dive into the Ohio River), especially people she wasn’t going to know for more than a few months. It’s not like cashiering at a discount retail store was her life’s dream. She’d only intended on working there until she could afford to get back to LA. Back to where she would be now if her husband Beau hadn’t royally screwed her over.



She laughed. “A reputation as a woman who knows what she wants and isn’t ashamed of it?” she asked as she moved her hand slowly up Marcia’s leg. “Nothing to be afraid of there.”



“So, you’ll fuck me, then?” Sawyer asked.



This earned some cheers and surprised--but appreciative--hooting from three other coworkers gathered around the table. Rayne had already slept with two of them, and the third--James--was on her “maybe” list. He’d been enthusiastically flirting with her for weeks now, ever since he found out how open she was to fucking her coworkers. She figured she’d get around to him eventually, too, but he was a bit too eager for his own good.



She probably should have been put off by Sawyer’s presumptive, almost entitled attitude, but there was something endearing in his gaze and the way that he didn’t waver or look away. She
 did
 like a man with confidence. Not that he might not need to be taken down just a peg or two.



She made a pitying face and briefly let go of pretty Marcia’s thigh to pat her boss’s hand. “It’s
 very
 cute that you think you can just waltz into domination, hon. But I’m afraid I’m looking for someone who’s done a bit more than scan a Wikipedia article.”



The guys at the table made the appropriate whistles and hoots to indicate that her burn had been a good one, though Sawyer barely blinked. He took a slow, calm sip from his beer and said, “I might know a thing or two more than you think.”



Rayne rolled her eyes. “All guys think they do. Most go too far… some not far enough. And they almost
 all
 forget the most important part. Besides, pretty sure fucking my boss would be frowned upon by the company, right?”



Sawyer shrugged. “Technically, I could be fired for partying with you guys every week. What’s another step or two down that road?”



“Fucking me seems like it might be a lot more than a step or two,” she replied, then added without thinking, “If you do it right.”



What the hell was she doing flirting with this guy? Was she actually entertaining this bullshit?



The slight, insistent throb of her clit told her, yes, in fact, she was. Sawyer was ruggedly handsome and had a sexy, sort-of-southern accent. Maybe not the kinda guy she’d usually go for on paper, but there was also that smirk. Knowing and full of confidence. It intrigued and pissed her off in equal measure. And it wasn’t like he’d be anywhere near the bottom of her conquests in the looks department. Hell, he was better looking than the two guys at the table she’d
 already
 fucked. And the thought that he might be able to humiliate her in all the right ways...



“Hypothetically speaking, let’s say I’m even a little interested,” she said, her hand having returned to Marcia’s leg, now creeping closer and closer to that sweet spot between them. “Why should I fuck you tonight instead of...someone else at this table?”



Marcia giggled at that.



“I wasn’t thinking about tonight,” Sawyer said. “I was thinking about the weekend.”



She blinked. “The whole weekend? What, you want, like, the girlfriend experience? I don’t do girlfriend.”



“Not at all,” Sawyer said. “Do you know what ‘free use’ is?”



Rayne’s heart pounded, as did something down below. It wasn’t definitive proof that he actually knew what he was doing, but it seemed he hadn’t been wrong about knowing a thing or two more than she’d have guessed. “Yes.”



“Well, if you’re as insatiable as you claim, and you enjoy humiliation as much as you say, you should be able to handle a weekend where I do whatever I want with you, right?” he asked. “I’d make it worth your while if you think you can do it.”



Rayne laughed. “Oh, this should be good.”



“A week’s paid vacation,” he said. “For one weekend with you. Doing whatever the fuck I want.”



Her face flushed as the reminder of her predicament hit her like a freight train. It would be almost a year before she was eligible for paid time off. A year of dealing with stupid customers, coworker drama, working whatever different shifts the unyielding corporate machine demanded. She’d never intended on even being in this shitty little town a year from now, much less working at Shaffer’s.



Sawyer wanted her to be his free use whore in exchange for a week’s worth of pay, which was nowhere near as valuable as what she would be giving him, assuming he could deliver. She hated him for even offering it. Better if he’d just asked to fuck her all weekend with no strings attached.



“C’mon,” he said. “What do you have to lose?”



She opened her mouth, intending on a quick, cutting response. Something to shift the precarious balance back into her favor, keenly aware of the way that her coworkers had fallen silent, not even pretending to not be hanging on every syllable of this transaction.



He had a point. She really had nothing to lose. She didn’t even care about the vacation time. It’s not like she’d planned on being around long enough to use it. Hell, before this moment, she hadn’t even planned on being anywhere on Earth come morning. Maybe a fun diversion was all she needed.



Sawyer, smirking, finished his beer, and a waitress appeared at his elbow like she’d been waiting patiently for her cue to bring him a fresh, frosted glass.



Rayne shifted in her seat, that slight tingle now a full, aching throb. She’d never been more turned on in her life. As much as she hated Sawyer for making the offer, she hated herself more because she very clearly wanted to take him up on it. And, when Marcia got a text from someone and announced she had to leave suddenly, any hope of other distraction or relief that evening began to evaporate.



Sure, she could easily go home with James or one of the others, but she thought maybe she could work with what Sawyer was proposing.



Rayne looked Sawyer in the eyes as she drained her cup of diet soda (“pop,” as folks around here called it). She held his gaze as she set the cup down. He only seemed mildly interested in what she was about to say, which of course, turned her on even more.



“So, your place or mine?” she asked, hoping he’d say his. Hers was a mess, like so many other things in her life these days.



 



 









 Chapter 2



Sawyer had been naked when he opened the door for her at his place the next morning. She barely had time to admire his quite impressive cock before his hand was on her throat. He had her on her back, on the floor, as his front door swung closed, and then his free hand reached up into the black leather skirt she was wearing and ripped her panties off of her.



“Do you remember the safeword you picked last night?” he asked.



She nodded, gasping for breath. “Do you?” she managed to squeak out.



She was more or less joking; the safeword had been his idea, not hers. His insistence that she have a safeword touched her and called to mind things she used to do with her lover, Damien, back in LA (one of a couple of reasons her husband had screwed her over and left her stranded in this hellhole of a town), and things Damien used to do to her. She never would’ve guessed her boss at Shaffer’s would be into the sorts of things that would require safewords, but it made her feel better about the whole crazy situation.



“Of course,” he said. “Petty of you to pick my boss’s last name, but it’ll be pretty damn effective if you do say it.”



She laughed. “Good. I’m betting I won’t need it.”



“We’ll see,” he said. “You might not today. But I’m betting maybe tomorrow…”



She raised an eyebrow at that but had no time to consider it further before he had his fingers in her.



She gasped and squirmed against his hand as multiple fingers went in and out of her pussy, and one even played around with her asshole. He was rough, so rough it hurt at times, but she didn’t come close to asking him to stop. Somehow during the assault, he managed to massage her clit at times, bringing her close to the edge but never quite getting there. At the point where she thought,
 this is it
 , he pulled his hand away, leaving her a whimpering, shaky mess.



“Such a needy little whore,” he said, moving to get between her legs.



She gasped when he said it, and she gasped again when he lifted her skirt up so he could slap his cock on her pussy. God help her, she scooted closer to him, trying to force him inside her.



But it’s not like she had to work for it.



He fucked her hard right there on the floor. She reached her hands up, wanting to pull him close as he did, but he smacked them away and squeezed her tits through her shirt. It only lasted a couple of minutes, with him telling her what a dirty slut she was the entire time, and when he climaxed, part of her was almost disappointed that he was done so quickly.



But that was before she knew he would be ready to go again so soon.



They hadn’t talked about where he would come, but if coming inside her had been a real problem with her, she would’ve brought it up. And when he shot load number one into her needy little pussy, it pushed her over the edge--finally--and she came while screaming his name.



“Fuck, that was nice,” he said. It was the first of many complimentary things she would hear from him this weekend.



“It was,” she agreed.



He slid out of her and stood up, looking down at her. Drops of cum fell from his cock and landed on her skirt and legs.



“I don’t remember giving you permission to come,” he said.



She blinked hard. “I’m sorry, I just thought…”



“Well, don’t think,” he snapped. “If you want to come, you need to ask. To beg. I might let you, or I might not, but it’s my decision. Not yours. Do you understand?”



She stared up at him in disbelief. He might have thought she was reluctant to answer, but really she was overcome with excitement. He was more like Damien than she had thought.



“Do you understand?” he repeated, almost yelling this time.



“Yes, sir,” she replied.



“Good girl,” he said, and she felt a twinge in her pussy again as it already wanted more. “And another thing: I don’t want you cleaning yourself up until you get home. By the time I’m done with you, you’re going to be caked with cum and look like the cheap whore you are.”



Her heart pounded. He wanted her to walk out of his apartment and drive home without cleaning up after a weekend of what promised to be rough, degrading sex?
 Insanity
 .



She loved the idea.



She smiled up at him and said, “Yes, sir.”



He lowered his hand to help her to her feet. He told her to take off her clothes, which she did. She stood there for a moment, letting him look her over.



“Let’s watch something until I’m ready again,” he said, turning away from her and walking to one of two recliners facing a large television on the wall. He picked up a remote and turned on the TV. “You’re into horror, right?”



“Nice guess.”



“Seemed a safe bet from the way you dress,” he said. “All black, lots of skulls. Even in your work uniform, you give off a certain… vibe.”



She shrugged. “Yeah. Anything’s good, though. Whatever you want.”



“Horror it is, then,” he said, pulling up Netflix.



Watching a horror movie while sitting naked on a towel in a recliner with her boss’s cum slowly dribbling out of her pussy wasn’t precisely how Rayne pictured this weekend going but all things considered, it was pretty enjoyable. He even had a big salad prepared, which they ate for lunch while watching the movie.



He’d picked
 Chopping Mall
 , a cheesy bit of 80’s camp featuring killer robots stalking teenagers in a shopping center. Rayne had seen it before, but it was nice to have something familiar that she could sink into like a soft, worn blanket. She didn’t have any streaming services back at her threadbare apartment--no way to justify even the meagerest expense--and her ex had long since changed the password on the accounts they’d shared.



She could tell Sawyer wasn’t particularly engaged in the movie and probably was not a huge horror fan himself. Still, he paid attention well enough and even made a few comments throughout. As the credits rolled, he grabbed his cock--now rock hard again--and looked at her.



She nodded.



“Bed,” he said, pointing to the bedroom. “Face down, ass up.”



She did as he said. Nylon straps were dangling from the four bedposts, but those wouldn’t be used until tomorrow.



She saw him grab a bottle of lubricant from the nightstand. She heard him squirting the lube from the bottle and felt the chill as it landed in her ass crack. She felt him massaging it around and into her asshole and squirmed when he slid one finger, then another, inside. After he was satisfied she was slick enough, he pulled his fingers out of her. She heard him squirting more and knew he was working lube onto his cock.



She shivered in anticipation.



He was slow and gentle, much more gentle than he had been when he fucked her the first time. He poked at her anus with his cock, letting it rest on her opening for a few moments before proceeding. She pushed back against him, trying to let him know it was okay to continue, but he was either patient or enjoyed torturing her once he realized how badly she wanted it.



Finally, after what seemed like several minutes, he pushed the head of his cock into her. Once it was in, he stopped moving, letting it stay where it was at.



“You can keep going,” she said, trying not to sound too eager.



“Of course I can,” Sawyer snapped. “I don’t need you to remind me of that.”



Her face flushed at the anger in his voice. She was embarrassed and turned on by it at the same time.



“I’ll stop if you’re not good,” he said, his voice sounding a bit more playful now.



“I’ll be good,” she said.



Despite his threat and earlier hesitation, he pushed further in, filling her up, stretching her out. Once he got more than his head in, he didn’t stop until he was as far in as he could get, and he almost immediately started pumping.



It wasn’t the first cock she’d had in her ass--far from it--but it was bigger than most she’d had, and now that he was actually fucking her, any pretense of gentleness had disappeared. She gripped the pillow tightly as pain fought hard to overwhelm pleasure.



“You filthy slut,” he said. “Letting your boss fuck your ass for a little vacation time. Have you always been this big of a whore?”



“Oh, God, yes!” she replied, and the utterance was not wholly in response to his question.



“I’m guessing this won’t be the first time a guy has come in your ass,” he said.



She laughed. “Not even the first time this week!”



“My God, you’re incredible,” he said.



“Why, thank you, sir,” she said.



“An incredible cum dumpster,” he said, grabbing her hips and pulling her into him as he exploded inside her.



Sawyer’s hot mess filled her anal cavity and began immediately seeping out around his slowly deflating cock. She had tears in her eyes--had probably had them the entire time--but they were there only partially out of discomfort.



He pulled out of her and fell onto the bed next to her. He surprised her by putting his arm around her, and she surprised herself by smiling when he did so. They fell asleep like that, his arm around her and his cum leaking out of her asshole.



 



---



 



He woke her up an hour later by slapping her face with his cock. After the briefest moment of surprise, she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. He glided his rod across her tongue and inside effortlessly.



She was sucking for a few moments when she realized she didn’t taste her own ass on him. It wasn’t something she particularly enjoyed, but she’d experienced it before and wouldn’t have been shocked if she’d have done so again this weekend. The idea that he’d cleaned himself up, something that was kind of on the bare minimum end of expectations, endeared him to her in a strange way.



She tried not to think of all the things about him that endeared him to her, like his ability to call her a cum dumpster in a way that sounded sweet and considerate. Instead, she focused on her technique, which Damien had said was among the best he’d ever experienced. Sawyer seemed to agree because it wasn’t long before he was once again pushed over the edge.



She swallowed the first pulse of cum, but he extracted himself as the rest followed. Blast after blast of hot, sticky fluid hit her face, her hair, her neck. When he was done, she opened her mouth again, offering to clean him off. Instead, he grabbed some of her hair and used it to wipe off his cock.



“Still tired?” he asked.



“Little bit,” she said.



“Go back to sleep for a bit if you want,” he said. “I’m gonna run out and get some things for dinner.”



“Dinner?” she said, stifling a giggle.



“Of course,” he said. “I can’t let you go hungry. You’re gonna need your strength for tomorrow.”



“Can I ask what tomorrow involves?” she asked.



“You can ask,” he said.



She didn’t figure it would do any good, so she didn’t ask. Instead, she closed her eyes and went back to sleep with a smile--and her boss’s cum--on her face.



 









 Chapter 3



Rayne wasn’t sure how long she slept, but she could hear Sawyer making noise in the kitchen when she woke up. As she got out of bed, a myriad of smells--chicken, tomato, garlic--filled the air, and she wondered if her boss cooked as well as he fucked.



She made her way to the kitchen to find Sawyer in front of the stove. She suddenly felt awkward being naked while he was fully clothed and wondered if she should get dressed.



“Ah, you’re awake,” he said. “Dinner’s almost ready.”



“Is that… butter chicken?” she asked, trying to look around him to the stovetop.



He made a noise of assent.



“Didn’t take you for an international chef.”



“No? What’d you take me for?”



Rayne fell silent, leaning against the island countertop that separated them, acutely aware of her nakedness. Of the mostly dried, tacky feel of her skin.



“80’s horror movies and Indian food. Sure you’re not stalking my social media?”



He chuckled. “Just got lucky, I guess.”



She smiled and ran a finger along the grooves of the countertop. “You’ve been doing that a lot today. Getting lucky.”



“Don’t act like you haven’t enjoyed yourself, too.”



“I said nothing of the sort. Going to use the restroom before we eat.”



“Okay,” he said. “No cleaning that pretty face, though, got it?”



She smiled and shook her head. “Yes, sir.”



When she returned, he had plates, silverware, and wine glasses on either side of the small table in the kitchen. The pot of butter chicken sat in the middle of the table. There were also a couple of lit candles on the table. Rayne pondered repeating her admonition from last night about the “girlfriend experience” but decided to let it go.



“It smells great,” she said as he pulled out her chair for her. There was a towel on it to absorb any residual Sawyer that might still be clinging to her.



“Thank you,” he said. “What would you like to drink? I’ve got… Coke, Pepsi, water of course…”



“Water’s fine,” she said.



“And you don’t mind if I have some wine?”



“Knock yourself out,” she said.



Sawyer poured their drinks, and they each helped themselves to generous amounts of food. Rayne was delighted to find that her boss was indeed a good cook in addition to his other talents.



“So, why are you here?” he asked after they’d eaten a bit.



She looked at him for a moment, wondering what he was getting at. She was suddenly conscious of the dried cum on her face and hair and wondered if he thought she looked as ridiculous as she felt. He didn’t seem like it, though. He was looking back at her with such interest and something that might have been compassion that she contemplated telling him about what she’d almost done before going to Fat Patty’s last night. What she was still planning on doing. She wondered if it would kill the mood to tell him she was just using him to have one last round of fun before punching the last time clock she’d ever have to punch.



“You’re kidding, right?” she said instead. “I’m here because you’re giving me a week’s vacation to fuck you.”



His ever-present smirk grew more prominent. “I don’t mean this. I mean West Virginia. Huntington. On your job application, you said your last job was in Los Angeles. Surely you didn’t choose to be here instead of there, so why?”



Her face flushed and, unlike the other times she’d felt humiliation today, she was uncomfortable at the embarrassment.



“Oh, that,” she said, breaking eye contact to stare at her water. “I broke my husband’s heart, so he decided to ruin my life.”



“Hardly seems like a fair trade,” Sawyer said. “Broken hearts heal, but ruined lives are a bit tougher to un-ruin.”



“Yeah, well,
 fair
 was never something he was terribly concerned with,” Rayne said.



“So part of hubby’s plan to ruin your life involved making you live here? Oddly specific punishment.”



She sighed. “I’m not sure how much of this we should get into.”



He shrugged. “Up to you. I’m just curious, is all.”



She drained her glass, and he got up to refill it. When he sat back down, she decided to continue.



“My husband--Beau--owns a chain of restaurants in southern California,” she said. “He had a meeting here in Huntington with the owner of a restaurant supply company based in Charleston. I guess the guy’s trying to go national with his business and is offering good deals to restaurants all over the country to sign with him.”



Sawyer nodded. “Derek Keane. I know him. His wife, Sarah, is from LA like you.”



“Yeah, that’s him,” Rayne said. “But I’m not really from LA. I was actually born in Cincinnati.”



“Not too far from here then,” Sawyer said. “Midwest gal, huh?”



“I guess so,” Rayne said with a resigned sigh.



“So, you came here with your husband for his meeting?”



Rayne nodded. “I woke up the next morning in the hotel room to find him gone. Took all his things and left. Wouldn’t answer calls or texts. Left me with whatever cash I had in my purse at the time, which wasn’t much.”



“No cards?”



“All in his name,” she said. “And canceled. The hotel realized the room hadn’t actually been paid for, and they tried to make me take care of it. I didn’t want to use what cash I had for that, so I blew the front desk clerk so he’d waive the charges.”



Sawyer’s face went from intense interest to intense concern. “I’m so sorry you had to do that.”



“Eh, don’t be,” Rayne said. “The guy had a nice cock and called me a slut when I swallowed. Total win in my book.”



“And you didn’t have enough cash to fly back to LA?”



“Oh, I did,” Rayne said. “Barely. But I didn’t have it in me to face him at that point. Or risk being penniless in a city where the cost of living is over twice what it is here. An hour after sucking off the hotel clerk, I walked into your store and asked for a job application.”



“I assume you plan to go back to LA eventually,” Sawyer said. “Maybe pursue a music career?”



She cocked her head. “I’ve never mentioned that.”



“I Googled you,” Sawyer said. “Found some YouTube videos of your performances.”



He held up his phone so she could see the screen. On it, she danced around on a stage, singing the only song people would probably ever associate with her: “Whore of LA.” It was one of the few things in her life she had ever been proud of.



“I deleted my channel, though,” Rayne said, feeling her face flush again.



“Posted by others, I guess,” Sawyer said. “Seems you have some fans out there in La La Land. You should probably get back to them at some point.”



“Almost everyone there dreams of making it big in music, writing, acting. Almost no one does.”



“I bet you could,” Sawyer said. “Songwriting seems strong, beautiful voice. Gorgeous face, sexy body. The works.”



She laughed. “Please. I know I’m a 10 around these parts, but in LA, I’m a 6 or 7, tops. And, no offense, but I’m not sure a discount store manager knows a lot about what it takes to be a great songwriter.”



Sawyer visibly flinched. It was enough to make Rayne immediately regret what she’d said, which wasn’t typical for her. She usually said the first thing that came to mind and didn’t look back.



“Just like you undoubtedly didn’t dream about being a cashier at a discount store, it’s not my life’s ultimate goal to be where I am, either.”



She raised an eyebrow. Of course, that was true. Who in their right mind would want to be stuck in a retail job forever, no matter the size of their paycheck?



“I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean--”



He smiled at her, and it was a genuine smile instead of his typical smirk. “It’s okay. I don’t talk about my creative side much either.”



“Maybe we should change that,” she said. “Both of us.”



He nodded. “Maybe we should. Sometimes the thought that I might be stuck dealing with difficult employees and stupid customers for the rest of my life makes me want to just pull the trigger.”



He mimicked having a gun to his head with his hand, and Rayne shivered. He seemed to be joking, but her own journey down the dark path that had led her to sitting above the Ohio River had started with jokes to herself and others. Not for the first time, she wondered how many people felt like she did and just never said anything. Most of the time, you never know until it’s too late, of course...



“So, what do you like to do when you take off that cheap plastic name badge?” she asked. “Aside from coaxing co-workers into weekends of debauchery and home cooking, I mean.” She smiled and hoped that it didn’t look as forced as it felt. The need to lighten the mood was overwhelming.



“I write,” he said. “Or, rather, I want to write. I have written. Lately, the words are harder to get out than they used to be.”



“What kind of writing?” she asked.



“Science fiction, mostly,” he said. “I’ve had a few short stories published in small magazines over the years but nothing substantial. I’ve been toying around with a high concept novel idea for a long time that I can’t seem to get off the ground.”



“You have anything I can read?” she asked.



His face turned several shades of red, and she smiled at getting him flustered for once. He poured himself a second glass of wine.



“I, uh… I have a few of my stories printed out in the file drawer of my desk. I guess you could read those if you wanted.”



“I just might.”



“So, what’s your plan for getting back home?” he asked. “Surely you don’t want to be here forever.”



I don’t want to be anywhere forever
 , she almost said. Instead, she said, “I don’t really have one.”



“Can’t afford it on your Shaffer’s salary, I’m sure,” he said.



“Money’s not the issue,” she said. “At least, not anymore. I have a small inheritance waiting for me in LA. My grandmother passed away a month ago. All I gotta do is go sign some papers, and I’d be set for a little while.”



Sawyer blinked. “Then… why are you still here? You should go.”



Rayne sighed. It was great advice and what anyone would have said. But she knew the money would only last so long and would only temporarily alleviate her need for sweet oblivion. If it did at all. She almost came out and said just that; she got the feeling she could tell Sawyer anything at this point, which was scary in and of itself.



“Yeah, probably should. I just… don’t have it in me to deal with it right now. It’s all I can do some mornings to get out of bed.”



He finished off his second glass of wine. As he set the glass back down, he said, “I get that.”



“You have days like that, too, huh?”



He nodded. “More often than not.”



They sat in silence for a few minutes, finishing off their food. Rayne suddenly felt like crying, but she didn’t know if it was from her usual despair or something else, something she could never have imagined feeling while sitting, naked and smelling of cum, across the table from her boss.



“This was nice,” Rayne said, her voice cracking.



“The food, or…”



She managed a smile. “Yeah. All of it.”



“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” he said. “Did you mean what you said last night? About sleeping with so many people? About enjoying the degradation?”



“I fucking love it,” she said. “Sorry if that bothers you.”



He laughed. “Doesn’t bother me at all. I find it… charming? That’s weird to say. I just wanted to make sure before… tomorrow.”



She raised an eyebrow. “Consider me sufficiently intrigued. I don’t suppose you’ll give me any hints?”



“I will not. Are you ready for the rest of this evening?”



 



---



 



The rest of the evening was watching another horror movie, this time while lying in bed. They both fell asleep at slightly different points as the film played. As Rayne drifted off with one of Sawyer’s arms around her, she again thought about what she’d said about the “girlfriend experience” but had no qualms about it now.







 Chapter 4



Sitting at Sawyer’s desk, Rayne had almost finished reading one of his short stories when he woke up.



“I see you found them,” he said.



“Kinda figured you wanted me to,” she said. “You told me right where they were.”



“I guess I did,” he said.



“This is really good. You should keep writing.”



“I’ve never really stopped,” he said. “I just take long breaks in between stories. And paragraphs. And sentences.”



“I want to read the others sometime,” she said.



“That’s fine. But right now, you need to eat breakfast. You’re going to need your strength today.”



She playfully rolled her eyes. “So you keep saying. Don’t make promises you can’t keep.”



“I’d never dream of it.”



After they were done with breakfast, he led her into the bedroom. He had her lie back on the bed so he could secure her wrists and ankles to the bedposts with the nylon straps.



As he finished with the last strap, the doorbell rang.



“Right on time,” he said.



“What?” Rayne asked, feeling a not quite unpleasant wave of panic sweep through her. “Who?”



“You’ll see,” he said. “Or, rather, you won’t.”



He pulled a blindfold out of a drawer in his nightstand. When he went to put it on her, she pulled her head away from him.



“Free use is free use,” he said. “If you can’t handle this, you know how to stop it.”



“How many?” she asked.



“Three,” he said.



She swallowed hard. “Okay, you fucker. Let’s get this over with.” She hoped her tone came across as jovial as she’d intended.



Sawyer touched her pussy, which betrayed how much she was planning on enjoying whatever--whoever--was about to happen to her even if her tone didn’t.



“I knew you’d enjoy this, you little slut,” he said, licking her juices off of his finger. He put the blindfold on her. “And let’s make it interesting. You’ve got your week’s vacation already, regardless of what else happens. Or doesn’t happen. Hell, let’s make it two weeks.”



“Seriously?” she asked. She wouldn’t realize until later that thoughts of not being around to use two weeks of vacation had stopped crossing her mind.



“Seriously. You can be done right now if that’s what you want. Say your safeword, and we end this, and you walk out of here with two weeks to do whatever you want.”



“Do your worst,” she said. “Or your best. I’m not going anywhere.”



She heard him leave the room and return, whispering with others.



“Holy shit,” one of them said, and she recognized the voice. It was James--the co-worker who had laughed along with the others on Friday night when she’d made fun of Sawyer for assuming she’d sleep with him. The co-worker who was on her “maybe” list.



She could only assume the other two were also co-workers, but she never found out for sure.



“You guys weren’t supposed to talk, you know,” Sawyer reminded them. “Part of the fun is her not knowing who you are.”



“Sorry, boss,” James said.



Someone climbed onto the bed, and a moment later, a mystery cock slid without ceremony into her dripping cunt. James said “holy shit” again from somewhere in the distance, so she knew it wasn’t him. As her unseen lover fucked her, someone else straddled her face, and she was treated to the delightful scent of a sopping wet pussy.



The woman pressed what was the sweetest cunt Rayne had ever tasted onto her mouth. It had been a while since Rayne had been with a woman, but she made up for lost time.  She felt like she might suffocate in the best possible way as she greedily lapped away at those luscious pussy lips, savoring the way the mystery woman twitched whenever Rayne’s tongue pressed against her rock-hard clit. Rayne wondered the whole time if it was Marcia.



God, she hoped it was, but she never found out for sure.



Rayne made hopefully-Marcia come just as the mystery guy spilled his seed inside her. Neither of them said a word the whole time, and their gasps and moans did nothing to solve the riddle of their identities. The satisfied pair climbed off of Rayne a few moments later, and Rayne felt someone replace the guy between her legs.



James
 , she knew.



James rubbed her pussy, roughly sticking a finger inside her a time or two. She squirmed against his hand. This went on for what seemed like several minutes. It wasn’t horrible, but it wasn’t getting the job done either. As eager as he’d always seemed, Rayne was surprised James hadn’t started fucking her as soon as he got on the bed.



“Fuck me,” she said.



“What a fucking whore,” he said.



“That’s right, James,” Rayne said. “And now you have me right where you’ve always wanted me.”



“Helpless,” Sawyer said, suddenly reminding Rayne that he’d been watching the whole time. For some reason, this made her pleasurably uncomfortable. “Tied up, spread-eagle, the easiest fuck you’ll ever have.”



Did Sawyer sense Rayne’s frustration with James’s apparent hesitation to just fuck her? Rayne figured she’d try to help things along, too.



“God, yes,” Rayne said. “I’m so fucking easy. What are you waiting for?”



“Okay, then, you nasty slut,” James said. “You asked for it.”



He positioned himself between her legs and rubbed his cock on her. Just like with his fingers, this went on for some time. It didn’t feel bad but did make her want him inside her. Was that his plan? To turn her into a needy little mess? Did he want to hear her beg? She raised up off the bed, trying to encourage him to stick it in.



“C’mon, James, take what you want,” she said. “I want it, too.”



Finally, he began pushing himself inside her. She could tell from the minute he breached her pussy lips that something was wrong. It felt like he was barely in when he started pumping, but he slipped out almost immediately. He stuck it back inside and tried again, but the same thing happened.



He wasn’t hard at all. Hopefully-Marcia and the other guy laughed.



“Goddammit,” he said, making the two mystery people laugh even harder.



“Hey, it’s okay,” Rayne said quietly. “Take your time, or do something else. I’m here all day.”



“Fuck!” James yelled, climbing off of her.



“Come here,” she said, licking her lips. “You want me to suck it?”



“No,” he said. “I’m leaving. Hope you guys have fun with her.”



She was shocked by the vitriol in his voice, as if his performance difficulties were their fault. Her fault.



After James left, Sawyer said, “Well, that could’ve gone better.”



“Yeah,” Rayne said. “I feel bad for him. I’ll try to make it up to him soon.”



“I’m sure he’d love that,” Sawyer said. “You know, these two look like they’re up for more. What do you say, Rayne?”



Rayne made an animated show of tugging at her wrist restraints. “Oh, now I have a say?”



“You always have a say,” Sawyer reminded her. “Your say is the only one that matters.”



“Then I say, bring it on.”



Hopefully-Marcia returned Rayne’s earlier favor by eating her out, lapping up Mystery Guy’s remaining cum along with Rayne’s juices, and bringing Rayne to one of the most intense orgasms of her life. Mystery Guy and Sawyer climbed onto the bed on either side of Rayne’s head and took turns feeding her their cocks. She managed to time things just right and get the guys to their respective brinks together. She stroked Sawyer to his climax, spraying her face and hair with his spunk as she greedily swallowed Mystery Guy’s as it erupted into her mouth. Hopefully-Marcia, still between Rayne’s legs, giggled at what must have been quite the hilariously degrading sight.



Rayne was having the time of her life, and thoughts of not being able to ever do something like this again had vanished into the deepest recesses of her memory.



 



---



 



More orgasms followed until it seemed everyone was spent. After the mystery couple left, Sawyer untied Rayne and removed the blindfold.



He’d pulled the shades and dimmed the lights, presumably to make it easier for her eyes to adjust from the darkness of the blindfold. She squinted up at him as he stood next to the bed. He looked her up and down, his eyes moving along the entire length of her body from head to toe and back up again.



She was a mess. Cum from Sawyer and the mystery guy coated her face and hair. Her ass was wet from the pool of cum still being fed slowly by more dribbling out of her pussy. She could feel stickiness from Hopefully-Marcia’s on her lips, cheeks, and chin.



She should have been embarrassed. That would have been the normal reaction for most people being so closely examined by someone they cared about after being so thoroughly fucked, still lying in and covered with the evidence of said fucking.



She wouldn’t realize for some time that she was thinking about Sawyer as someone she “cared about.”



But the look in his eyes was one she’d only seen a few other times in her life. She’d seen it from Beau, before they’d been married, and from a handful of other lovers who, for one reason or another, never managed to stay in her life for very long after she’d seen it.



It was a look of admiration. Of awe. Of love.



When his gaze made its way back up to hers, they smiled at each other. She opened her legs, using both hands to spread apart her incredibly sore lower lips. He nodded and climbed onto the bed.



He was gentle and slow, much more so than he had to be. Maybe it was because he knew she was sore, but she didn’t think that was it. He moaned several times as he leisurely filled her up, seeming to enjoy the sensation of her warm, wet inner walls encasing each inch of his shaft as if for the first time.



Once he was fully inside, he slowly--almost maddeningly so--fucked her. Her ass pressed against the cold, slimy wetness from earlier with each of his downward thrusts. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him close, and he kissed her face, ignoring or not caring about the mess that was there.



Sweat formed on her forehead and dripped onto her from his. They had both come several times during the group session, and it quickly became apparent that neither of them would have another climax in them for a little bit.



But that was okay. Rayne had had plenty of orgasms in her lifetime, but she’d never had what was happening in that moment.



After a while, he slowed down and then stopped. They smiled at each other, and then they laughed at the same time. He pulled out of her and rolled to the side, his arm around her. He fell asleep soon after.



Wondering what she’d gotten herself into but not overly concerned, she did, too.



 



---



 



After dinner, Sawyer told her he’d changed his mind about letting her get cleaned up. She showered and came out of the bathroom wearing only a black t-shirt he’d left for her, emblazoned with the logo of a band she’d never heard of.



Pointing to the logo as she joined Sawyer in the living room, where he was sitting in his recliner, she said, “6 Days of Drowning?”



Sawyer nodded. “My nephew’s their drummer. They’re kind of a post-grunge band. Plays mostly locally, trying to record an album.”



“They any good?” Rayne asked.



“Not as good as you,” Sawyer said. “But they’re not bad.”



“I’d say flattery will get you everywhere, but I think you’ve already been everywhere, haven’t you?”



He laughed. “And I’d go again, anytime you’ll let me.”



“I’ll see what I can do,” she said. “I guess I should be going, but I need some more clothes to do that.”



“Why don’t you stay here tonight?” he asked. “You’re probably exhausted. We can watch another movie or just hang out. Go to bed--to sleep--whenever you want.”



Thoughts of her date with a bottle of Jack over the Ohio River had crept back into her head as she’d showered, and she hadn’t wholly pushed them away. Now, though...



“I don’t know,” she said, walking over to sit on his lap. “I have to work tomorrow. What if I’m late?”



“I’ll make sure your boss doesn’t give you too hard a time,” he said.



“But what if I want him to?” she asked.



“I’ll see what I can do,” he said, kissing her.







 Chapter 5



Rayne’s feet dangled in the air as she sat on a girder just underneath the roadway of the 17th St. bridge. Next to her was a backpack containing something she wanted more than life itself. Or, at least, something she had wanted more than that. Now she wasn’t so sure.



As the morning sun shone down on the mighty Ohio, memories of her eventful weekend ran through her mind the way the aches and pains from so much excellent abuse made their presence known throughout her body. She’d slept in Sawyer’s arms for almost eight hours but felt she could use at least eight more. To say she didn’t feel like working today was an understatement.



But she was already dressed for work. Blue polo, clean and non-ripped jeans, black shoes. She even had her stupid, plastic name badge on.



She’d obviously been leaning toward not chugging the entire bottle of Jack and letting herself fall off the bridge into the river below, but she hadn’t entirely made up her mind before driving here. Before climbing down to the tiny beam on which she now sat.



She hadn’t even completely made up her mind as she pulled the bottle out of the backpack for the second time.



She held the bottle up, enjoying the way the sunlight glinted off the glass, shining through the whiskey inside. The urge to drink it was almost overwhelming, suicidal ideations or not. What could it hurt to just have a taste?



When she twisted off the cap, it took everything she had not to tip the bottle into her mouth. Memories of the Before Time, waking up with headaches so bad she couldn’t see straight and no recollections of the night before, stopped her. If she was going to kill herself, it wouldn’t matter. If she was going to live, she had to be clear-headed. Able to make decisions that would lead to things like this perfect weekend without worrying about endangering herself. And maybe, just maybe, able to one day get back to LA. To her inheritance. To her “fans,” though few they were.



She would probably never tell Sawyer about what she almost did before agreeing to his crazy idea. And she most assuredly would never tell him how big a part he’d played in pulling her down off the ledge. She’d already crossed too many lines with him, letting him cook for her, letting him hold her tightly, playing with her hair while telling her how beautiful she was. She’d already let him be everything Damien had been and much more, all in the span of two days. But to even hint that he’d saved her miserable life? Fuck that noise.



Sure, he was able to treat her the way she wanted to be treated without neglecting the most important part--the aftercare--but she couldn’t give him that much power. Not yet, anyway.



In her mind, what saved her life was unscrewing the cap of the whiskey bottle and holding it at arm’s length, turning it upside down so its contents spilled out into the river below instead of her mouth. What saved her life was choosing to see where this thing with Sawyer might lead and not the man himself. What saved her life was climbing back up onto the bridge, onto solid ground, and walking back to her car.



She started the car and got it pointed in the direction of Shaffer’s Deals. She thought about the kinds of things she’d gotten into there already and wondered if she’d have even more fun now that her boss had fucked her ass.



She couldn’t wait to find out.







 Part 2: Rayne’s Workplace Violations









 Chapter 6



Then
 .



Damien had three fingers inside Rayne’s sopping wet cunt when her husband called her name from the other room.



“Fuck!” she whispered, probably from hearing Beau’s voice since she hadn’t expected him home for at least three more hours but maybe also because one of Damien’s fingers was currently pressing hard against her clit.



“Rayne?” Beau called again. “Got done with work early. You in the bedroom?”



“Yes!” she cried out as Damien put a finger on either side of her clit and started squeezing, sliding back and forth.



Yes, she was in the bedroom, in the bed she shared with Beau. On sheets that were currently being soaked by her juices like they never were when Beau was in bed with her.



“You okay in there?” her husband asked.



“Yes!” she yelled again. “Just… really tired!”



“Okay,” Beau said. “I’m gonna watch a movie.”



“I’m not stopping,” Damien whispered.



“Okay!” she said to her lover and her husband.



Rayne whimpered when Damien removed his fingers from her pussy. He got up and walked over to the door. He turned the little knob, and she heard it click. No thoughts of what would happen when they finished, how Damien would make it out of the tiny apartment she shared with her husband without being seen, entered her mind.



There was only one thing on her mind. And Damien’s, too.



Damien crawled back onto the bed from the bottom and spread Rayne’s legs open. As his face got closer and closer to her cunt, he said, “You better be quiet. I don’t give a fuck if he hears, but I bet you do.”



And then he made it very difficult to do as he suggested. He lapped at her wet, swollen lips with his tongue, gently teasing her clit. She put her hands on either side of his head and pulled him closer while also grinding into him. A wave of warmth spread through her as she felt her pleasure building. This wasn’t going to take long.



It never did when she had someone who knew what they were doing down there. Someone like Damien.



She somehow had the presence of mind to cover her mouth with one hand as she came. She couldn’t keep from squealing a little, but her hand stifled most of the sound.



“Good job, you filthy slut,” Damien said, confirming her success with one of her favorite pet names. “Now, let’s see how quiet you are with something jammed into your mouth.”



“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.



He straddled her face. She lifted his cock and licked at him, starting with his perineum and moving up along his balls. He sighed as her tongue inched closer to the bottom of his shaft.



Then, it was his turn to try to keep quiet.



She lowered his cock into her mouth and let him fuck her face, balls slapping against her chin as his pace increased. She usually liked to be on her knees when servicing Damien’s cock, but he was in an even more dominant mood this evening than usual, so she resigned herself to let him use her as he saw fit. At his current pace, he’d finish before she knew it, and she’d enjoy the challenge of not choking on a river of his warm, sticky goodness as it shot down her throat.



But, no. He slowed down and actually let her suck on him a bit before pulling out of her mouth. She whimpered, not liking the thought of leaving the job undone.



Of course, he had no intentions of not enjoying himself to the fullest.



“Get up,” he told her. “On all fours.”



She did as he said, rolling over and getting on her hands and knees.



“No,” he said. “The other way. Facing the door.”



“But,” she said, meaning to point out that if she faced the door, it would be more likely for Beau to hear her as Damien fucked her from behind. But of course, he knew that — that was the point — so she didn’t even need him to give her the look he gave her to abandon the argument.



As always, she did what she was told, like the good girl she strived to be.



Damien wasted no time, moving behind her and holding onto her left hip with one hand. She knew where his other hand was even before she felt him guiding his cock into her soaked pussy.



He slammed into her so quickly and so hard she couldn’t help but cry out, and as she did, she knew it was too loud. Before she’d even finished the moan, Beau called her name from the other room.



“Rayne? What’s going on in there?”



As if he didn’t know. As if there was any other possibility but his wife getting plowed by her lover. On their bed.



Damien didn’t stop his pounding, and she couldn’t stop her moaning. Beau couldn’t stop asking her what was going on even as he tried to open the door in vain.



“Dammit, Rayne, open up!” Beau yelled, and Rayne knew she should be ashamed, should tell Damien to stop, should do anything but say what she said.



“Don’t stop please don’t stop I’m so fucking close keep going…”



“Same page, babe,” Damien said through clenched teeth. “I’m not too far off myself.”



Rayne felt her second orgasm approaching, and then Beau managed to get the door open somehow and locked eyes with her, his jaw falling open.



And she came, and it hit her hard and fast and without mercy, and she cried out in pleasure, and the tears she saw forming in her husband’s eyes made it all the more intense.



“What the fuck?” Beau finally found the strength to say. “Him again?”



Damien pulled Rayne close and grunted loudly. She felt the first pulse of his cum blast her insides and screamed, “Yes!” despite her husband watching.



Except her husband had stopped watching and started moving. Faster than she would’ve thought possible, he moved to the bed, pushing at Damien’s shoulders and knocking him backward. Damien’s cock slipped out of Rayne’s cunt and sprayed his seed everywhere.



Beau, never the most coordinated man in the world, fell forward as Damien fell backward, his face ending up within spraying distance of Damien’s cock. Rayne rolled over in time to see her husband’s face being coated with an impressive amount of her lover’s jizz.



It was quite a lot.



Beau scrambled to his feet, crying out in disgust as Damien’s cum ran from his forehead down his face and onto his lips. He was so shocked he couldn’t do anything but stand there and flap his arms like an overgrown child instead of using his hands to wipe the mess off of his face.



Rayne stood up, grabbed her husband’s arms, and pushed them down to his sides. She looked him in the eyes, which he had trouble opening because of all the cum now on them. Looking back, she wouldn’t have been able to tell you why she did what she did next since it only made an awful situation that much worse.



“Let me get that for you,” she said quietly, and she licked her husband’s face until it was dry of everything but his tears.



 



---



 



Now.



In hindsight, Rayne realized she could have handled that better.



She’d had an open marriage arrangement with Beau for some time, and, like many wives in those types of arrangements, she got a lot more outside attention than her husband. Not that he wasn’t attractive in many ways, including both physically and financially. He’d always been a bit awkward around women and rarely seemed to pick up on flirting cues, so his luck with ladies other than Rayne was a bit lacking. On the other hand, Rayne never had to worry about having a lover whenever she felt like it.



Their arrangement had two rules: no fucking in their own bed and no Damien. From the beginning, they’d each had the right to veto their spouse’s lovers. Rayne had never used this power for the few conquests Beau had managed and, despite his growing unease with the number of men and women Rayne had lined up, he only used it once.



After she told him she thought she might be falling in love with Damien. She’d only done so in the spirit of open communication, which Beau claimed to value.



Sitting in Shaffer’s Deals’ parking lot, where she was working because Beau had stranded her in West By God Virginia, her heart ached for Damien. For the things they’d done together. For the things he’d made her feel when she was on her knees, begging him to let her suck his cock. She’d never felt so excited, so free, so loved, as when Damien grabbed her by the neck and held her down while he fucked her.



Until now. Rayne had just spent the weekend with her boss, Sawyer, who was more like Damien than she’d ever have suspected. Sawyer was a bit softer (Damien had never cooked for her and would never have sat through two horror movies he didn’t want to watch just because she liked them) but was still capable of displaying that same gentle savagery she craved and thought she’d never find again.



She’d never fall in love with Sawyer, she knew that. But as long as she was stuck in this awful town, she may as well see where things could go with him.



She sighed. Despite her newfound enthusiasm for living, it still took a lot of mental energy to get out of her car (which she was borrowing long-term from another Shaffer’s employee who she fucked every now and then). But today, she spent less time than usual sitting there, dreading her shift. By the time she made it inside to clock in, she was only ten minutes late.



 









 Chapter 7



Rayne couldn’t keep her eyes from occasionally darting toward the office door. Sawyer was closing today, so he wasn’t due in for a couple of hours. She told herself she was only anxious to see him to see how their workplace dynamic played out now that he had fucked her in each of her holes.



She almost believed herself.



“You charged me too much for that,” the lady on the other side of Rayne’s register counter said.



Rayne looked at the object in question. It was a plush dog toy that looked like an animal no one had ever seen on Earth. The bright yellow tag on it said “Shaffer’s” at the top, above a barcode, and “$2.99” at the bottom. She looked over to her register screen, where the dog toy was the last item listed. The far-right column stated the price was $2.99, matching the tag on the toy.



“It’s supposed to be 99 cents,” the customer said.



Is it really, though?
 thought Rayne. She could page someone for a price check, knowing what the answer would be. She could ask the customer to show her what sign she mistakenly believed applied to the dog toy. Usually, she’d have loved nothing better than to inconvenience the customer who was doing her best to inconvenience her, only to be able to tell the customer it was indeed $2.99 like the tag and the register said it was.



But she was in a good mood today. She shrugged and hit the sequence of buttons on her register keyboard to change the price to 99 cents.



When she scanned the next item, the customer said, “That’s supposed to be 99 cents, too.”



Out of the corner of her eye, Rayne saw James walk in the front door. Another retail wage slave like her, he’d been at Sawyer’s place yesterday along with two other Shaffer’s employees. Sawyer had invited them to participate in their free-use weekend party, where Rayne was the main attraction. The other two (and Sawyer, of course) had had a great time fucking her in various ways, but James had performance difficulties. He’d left upset, even though Rayne tried to get him to stay. It certainly wasn’t the first time she’d been in a group situation where someone had anxiety from others watching, and she figured that was James’s problem.



Before that happened, James had been on Rayne’s “maybe gonna fuck” list of Shaffer’s employees. Now she felt a pressing need to move him to her “definitely gonna bang” list.



“Hey, James,” Rayne greeted him.



James walked on by without saying a word, which was completely unlike him. Any other day, he would’ve been the one to say “hi” first.



The customer slapped the counter to get Rayne’s attention and said, “99 cents!”



Rayne glared at the other woman, picked up the phone, and hit the intercom button. Into the phone handset, she said, “I need a price check at register one, please. Price check at register one.”



 



---



 



Rayne left Marcia to handle the front end so she could go talk to James. Marcia was probably the woman who sat on her face yesterday at Sawyer’s place, but Rayne didn’t know that for sure. Sawyer had sworn the three employees who took part in the festivities to secrecy; the only reason she knew James was the one with the performance problem was that he couldn’t stop saying “Holy shit” at the sight of her blindfolded and tied to their boss’s bed.



When Marcia clocked in and came to the front, Rayne thought she was acting a little different. They’d always been friendly and flirty toward each other (Marcia was on Rayne’s “wanna bang really badly” list), but today Marcia couldn’t stop smiling when she looked at Rayne. The feeling was very much mutual, but Rayne couldn’t get James and his issue out of her mind. She would eventually just come out and ask Marcia how much she liked what happened the day before, but that could wait. She excused herself to go find James.



James was baling cardboard in Receiving when she found him. She walked over to him and said “Hi” again. He continued ignoring her.



“What’s your problem?” she said, grabbing the box he was breaking down out of his hands.



“Nothing,” he said quietly, reaching for the box.



“Bullshit,” she said. “Before yesterday, you were all over me. Flirting. Hinting. Practically begging me to fuck you. Today you won’t even make eye contact with me.”



He didn’t say a word. He turned to a cart full of boxes and started breaking another one down to put in the baler.



“Look, sometimes people can’t… perform when others are around. It’s okay. It happens a lot.”



“I don’t need your pity,” he said.



“It’s not pity,” she said, knocking the new box out of his hands. She grabbed both of his wrists and pressed her midsection into his. “It’s… desire.”



If the bulge that pressed back against her was any indication, James knew exactly what she meant by “desire.”



“What are you doing?” James asked. “There are cameras.”



“Do you know how many times I’ve done what I’m about to do here without getting caught?” she asked. “I know where all the cameras are. And we’re particularly close to one of the best hiding spots in the whole store.”



“Really?” he said, his bulge getting bigger.



Rayne took his hand and led him to the side of the baler, toward the back. There were stacks of boxes filled with the cheap plastic bags used for customer purchases lined up on the wall on either side of the baler. Rayne started moving one stack away from the baler a bit. When James saw what she was doing, he helped her.



She motioned toward the empty space behind the baler. “We go in there, move the boxes back, and lie down. As long as we’re quiet--which I’m going to make very difficult for you in a few seconds--no one knows we’re back there.”



“How many times have you fucked back there?” he asked.



She laughed. “Actual fucking? Only twice. Other things, though… Get in there. Lie down on your back.”



He did as she requested. She moved the stack of boxes back, creating the perfect little room for just the two of them.



Rayne dropped to her knees and undid James’s belt. She pulled down his pants, leaving his boxers to barely contain his erection.



“My, my, my,” she said, running both hands up his bare legs toward her prize. “Looks like you’ve got something there that wants to come out and play.”



“You could say that,” James said, the last word cut off in a gasp as her hands made it to his balls.



“I don’t know why you tried to be difficult earlier,” she said, massaging his balls through his boxers before moving to the base of his shaft. “You play your cards right, and you’ll get more than the blowjob I’m about to give you.”



“Holy shit,” James moaned as she grabbed hold of his shaft and stroked him through his boxers. It seemed to be his favorite phrase.



With one hand still moving his rod, Rayne used her free hand to tug at the top of his underwear. Suddenly, he started twitching, raising his midsection slightly off the ground. He said “Holy shit” once more as he came, a little bit of cum escaping from the opening she’d made from pulling his underwear away from his body.



Yesterday he couldn’t get it up, and today he couldn’t last long enough for her to actually touch the skin of his cock. Rayne shook her head involuntarily but stopped when she saw James looking up at her.



“Bitch,” James snapped, scrambling to pull his pants back up.



“James, wait,” Rayne said. “I didn’t mean--”



“I’m sure you guys all had a great time yesterday, laughing at me, didn’t you?”



“That’s not true,” Rayne said. “I tried to get you to stay. I would’ve done anything you wanted. That was kind of the whole point.”



“Just leave me alone,” he said, standing up.



He shoved the boxes to get them out of his way, and they fell over. A moment later, he was gone, leaving her behind the baler, on her knees and more baffled than ever.



 









 Chapter 8



“He came as soon as you touched him?” Sawyer asked. He was sitting in his chair in his office, facing Rayne with his back to his desk.



“Not quite,” Rayne said, sitting in another chair a few feet away from her boss. “But just about, yeah.”



Sawyer laughed, and Rayne, who’d really been trying not to, did as well.



“I’m sorry,” Sawyer said. “It’s not funny.”



Rayne, who was trying to stop laughing, said, “It was traumatic. For me, anyway.”



That made Sawyer laugh even more.



“Poor kid,” Sawyer said. “He has no idea what he’s missing.”



She raised an eyebrow. “Oh, yeah? You trying to say something about my skills?”



Sawyer rolled his chair toward her and leaned in, close enough to kiss.



“I’ve had no complaints.”



“It’s too bad, really,” she said, running her tongue along her upper lip. “I was in the mood to give the best blowjob I’ve ever given.”



“Is that so?” Sawyer asked. “I almost hate to ask, but… has the mood left?”



She smiled. “It has not.”



“Hypothetically speaking,” he said, moving his gaze away from her eyes and down to her lips, “if there was someone in desperate need of having their cock sucked at this exact moment…”



“Desperate need?” she asked. “I think I’d have to see what I could do to help them out with that.”



“Good girl,” he said. It was the second time he’d said those words to her, and she wondered if he knew just what effect they had.



Her pussy felt like it was on fire.



Sawyer rolled back away from her and spread apart his legs.



“Here?” she asked. She pointed to the corner of the ceiling where a security camera was mounted. “What about that?”



He smiled. “That camera hasn’t worked in years. I’ve put in service requests for it, but no one ever comes to fix it.”



“Perfect,” she said.



Rayne slid off of her chair onto her knees. The tiled floor of the office wouldn’t make for the most comfortable kneeling of her life, but she’d manage. Sawyer put his hands on the arms of his chair, making no effort to help her out with her mission. It was just as well; Rayne loved doing most of the work anyway.



She unbuckled his black leather belt and started to unbutton his pants when an idea occurred to her. She tugged at his belt, pulling it out of its loops. He raised his back from the chair to make it easier for her to get it all the way off of him. Then, she wrapped it around her neck, creating a makeshift collar and leash. She handed him the loose end of it, and he took it with a smile.



“Goddamn,” he said.



She went back to his pants, unbuttoning and unzipping them until she could free the monster within. Already fully erect, Sawyer wasn’t as big as Damien--no one she’d ever been with had been--but he was hardly a slacker in the size department. She felt herself salivating at the sight of it as she wrapped her fingers around it.



Sawyer pulled her toward him with the belt, the pressure from the tightness around her neck sending a shockwave of thrills through her whole body. He put his free hand on the back of her head, his fingers gently twining themselves in her hair. Within seconds, thanks to the pull of both belt and hand, her lips were pressed against the head of his cock.



She hadn’t needed the urging provided by said belt and hand, but she certainly enjoyed it. Her panties had been damp before she even came to see Sawyer in his office, and now that she was about to take him into her mouth, they were so wet she almost wished she’d thought to bring another pair to change into.



Almost. The truth was, she loved being wet. She loved the chill produced in her panties by her pooling juices and the sensation as that chill met the heat of her often desperate cunt.



Rayne licked Sawyer’s head, starting with the tender underside and working her way up to the tip. She savored the bit of precum he’d already produced. As she swirled her tongue around the tip of his cock, Sawyer moaned. Rayne giggled.



As she bobbed up and down on his shaft, Rayne furiously rubbed herself. She was intent on getting herself off as she did him. Over the weekend, he’d told her she wasn’t allowed to come without his permission, and she was curious if he intended on making that a permanent rule. If so, he didn’t say anything about it.



Of course, he was pretty distracted, what with more and more of his shaft disappearing into Rayne’s mouth and even into her throat.



“You are so beautiful,” Sawyer whispered, barely loud enough to hear.



She came then, pushed over the edge by tenderness from a man who seemed to be able to flip between savagery and gentleness on a whim. She was surprised at how much she liked--needed--that tenderness, which she’d gotten from so few lovers over the years. For all his strengths, her beloved Damien had rarely shown her the kinds of mercies Sawyer had since Friday night.



Tears formed at the edges of her eyes, but she would’ve told anyone who saw them they were from gagging on her boss’s cock.



Sawyer came shortly after she did, filling her mouth with something that, to her, was sweeter than honey.









 Chapter 9



“Attention Shaffer’s associates: Rayne to the office, please. Rayne to the office.”



Rayne shivered at the sound of Sawyer’s voice over the intercom, but it was somewhat unexpected. He’d told her he was off today. She wondered if he wanted another office blowjob like the one she gave him the other day.



She put down the box of off-brand toys she’d been stocking and smiled. Rayne’s relationship with her boss hadn’t exactly started out in a traditional way, but she couldn’t deny it had brought a lot of joy to the often miserable existence she’d created for herself. She was smiling the whole way to the office; she didn’t stop smiling even when she passed by James, shooting her a nasty look from the register area. It was the same look he’d given her when she’d left Sawyer’s office after the blowjob, like he knew what she was up to.



Her pussy tingled at the idea that he--that everyone--knew what she was up to.



As she approached the office, she pulled her phone from her pocket and sent Sawyer a quick text:
 So you think I’ll come running whenever you want a blowjob? Well you’re fuckin right



Rayne knocked on the door, ready to drop to her knees as soon as she was in the room. But instead of Sawyer greeting her with his beautiful smirk, it was Sawyer’s boss, Ronald. The sour smell that always seemed to accompany the Shaffer’s district manager (
 why was he always sweaty?
 ) hit Rayne’s nose as she looked past the fat bastard to see Sawyer sitting in his office chair. He was wearing a t-shirt and jeans instead of his Shaffer’s uniform shirt and dress slacks. He looked pensive. Afraid.



“Come on in, Rayne,” Ronald said.



She did so, and he closed the door behind her.



“Sawyer, can you tell your team we are not to be disturbed?” Ronald asked.



Sawyer nodded and picked up his walkie-talkie. Into it, he called out to his Assistant Manager. “Hey, Lennie, Ronald and I need the office for the next hour or so. Can you make sure we’re not disturbed?”



“Sure thing,” Lennie said over the radio.



“What’s going on?” Rayne asked, tapping at her phone screen as if she was disinterested.



“What’s going on, Rayne,” Ronald said before Sawyer could answer, “is that I have become aware of some… improprieties on the part of certain people at this location.”



James, that motherfucker…
 Resisting the urge to rush out of the office to give him a piece of her mind, Rayne said, “Someone call HR or something?”



“No,” Ronald said. “They called me personally. Said they knew an HR investigation would take some time, and this was a matter that had to be swiftly dealt with. And I agree.”



Looking Sawyer in the eye, she said, “I know exactly who it was.”



Ronald shrugged. “You probably do, but of course, retaliation against a reporting associate is against policy. Besides, I also have video proof of a certain indiscretion from just a couple of days ago.”



Rayne’s eyes shot up to the security camera above them. “I didn’t think this one worked.”



“It didn’t,” Sawyer said, “but I didn’t know why. Apparently, it was something in the network connection which recently cleared up on its own.”



Rayne swallowed hard. She’d been careful to keep her workplace shenanigans away from the rest of the cameras in the store. “How long has it been working?”



“Long enough,” Ronald said, “to see how talented you are with your mouth.”



Rayne glanced at Ronald long enough to see him staring at her mouth. She shivered again, and not in a good way this time.



“So, are we fired, or what?” she asked, again looking at Sawyer. She thought she might be sick if she had to look at Ronald’s creepy eyes much longer.



“I have… another option,” Ronald said.



“Why don’t I like the sound of that?” Rayne asked.



Ronald put a chunky hand on Rayne’s shoulder. She would’ve pulled away from his touch, but she knew she was in for more than just a creepy shoulder rub.



“I just want the same thing you give him,” Ronald said. “And you both get to keep your jobs.”



Sawyer stood up.



“Forget it,” he said. “I quit. And you don’t need this job, Rayne, not really. Not badly enough to do what this fat fuck wants.”



He was right, of course. She had an inheritance waiting on her back in California, just as soon as she could work up enough courage to be anywhere near her husband again. She didn’t have to do anything with Sawyer’s awful boss she didn’t want to.



“I’ll do it,” Rayne said, setting her phone down on top of a file cabinet next to the door. “You can leave the room, Sawyer. I’ll be just fine.”



“Oh, no,” Ronald said. “He stays. I have a feeling he might like to watch.”



James must have mentioned the weekend free-for-all in his phone call,
 Rayne thought.



Sawyer looked at Rayne, a thousand questions flashing in his eyes. She winked at him and smiled.



As Sawyer sat back down, Ronald grabbed her shoulder again. He spun her around to face him and then shoved her to her knees. She saw that he’d somehow had time to do her the courtesy of taking out his cock.



“Suck it,” he snapped.



“Yeah,” she said. “I know how this works.”



And that was true. If Rayne was nothing else, she was an excellent cocksucker.



She supposed the cock in front of her wasn’t completely horrible. She’d seen worse. Had had worse in her mouth and other orifices. This one was a nice enough length, although if she was going to be fucked with it (
 God, would it come to that this afternoon?
 ), she’d prefer a bit longer. It was nice and thick, though, with bulging purple veins that would provide a nice texture for her tongue to glide over.



She opened her mouth and prepared herself to give the asshole the blowjob of his life, but he was impatient. He grabbed both sides of her head and pulled her to him, thrusting forward when he did so. She gagged as the tip of his cock hit her throat. She tried to wriggle her head out of his grip so she could pull back a little.



“Come on, now, you little bitch,” Ronald said as he held her steady, pumping in and out of her mouth. “I know how much you like it rough. We’re only getting started.”



Ronald was right about her liking it rough, and she almost felt ashamed to realize her pussy was dripping wet. Sucking off this awful man wouldn’t have been her first choice of things to do today, but she’d always been turned on by doing things beneath her. By doing people beneath her. His calling her a “little bitch” was icing on the cake.



She really wasn’t doing much, just letting him hold her head in place while he thrust in and out. Even her highly sought-after tongue work was useless in the face of Ronald’s vicious pounding of her skull. As more and more precum built up in her mouth, she realized he wouldn’t last much longer and prepared to swallow his load.



But he had other ideas.



He suddenly stopped and pulled out of her mouth, smacking the side of her face with his sloppy cock.



“Pants off, now,” he said.



“Ronald, no,” Sawyer said. “That’s too far.”



“Let’s let Rayne decide that,” Ronald said.



Rayne stood up and unbuttoned her pants. “It’s fine, Sawyer. Let’s give the bastard what he wants.”



She kicked off her shoes and slid her jeans and panties off. Ronald took her by the shoulders, turned her around, and bent her over Sawyer’s desk, right next to her boss.



“Such a fucking whore,” Ronald said, rubbing his cock over her wet, swollen pussy lips. “And not even a whore. Just a useless, filthy slut who’ll let anyone do anything to her.”



“That’s right,” Rayne said. “Even a disgusting middle management type like yourself. You gonna fuck me or just stand around talking about it all day?”



Ronald laughed, then parted her slick folds as he stuck his cock inside her. His thickness stretched Rayne out in a not entirely unpleasing way, and she cried out in pleasure despite the situation.



She also slid her hand to Sawyer, who took it and held it tightly as Ronald had his way with her.



If Ronald had been rough when skull-fucking her, he was downright violent with his fucking. He pounded into her so hard they shook Sawyer’s desk. A pencil cup fell over, spilling out pens and scissors onto the desktop. Rayne’s free hand slid across the desk, taking paperwork and a file folder with it as she tried in vain to find traction. She squeezed Sawyer’s hand for all it was worth as pain fought with pleasure in her warm, leaky cunt.



It was hardly the worst sex she’d ever had. Usually, old, fat guys like Ronald were way less energetic.



The bastard gripped her hips so tightly it hurt, burying himself inside her and holding still. With a comically loud grunt, he said, “Here it comes, you fucking slut.”



Rayne laughed, feeling the blast of warmth that announced the pouring of Ronald’s spunk into her. “No need to sweet talk me now, Ronald,” she said.



“Goddamn,” Ronald said, letting his cock soften inside her. “No wonder you have everyone who works here lined up for a turn.”



“Glad you enjoyed yourself,” she said, squeezing Sawyer’s hand.



Ronald let himself slip out of her pussy. His cum oozed out of her, running down her leg and dripping onto the floor below.



Zipping his pants back up, Ronald said, “No more of that, by the way. If I hear of you so much as touching another employee--or manager--inappropriately, the two of you are done. That includes on company premises or elsewhere.”



“Not sure you can control what happens away from here,” Sawyer pointed out.



“Try me, you son of a bitch,” Ronald said. “Take a good look at your little whore’s cunt, Sawyer. It’s the last you’ll see of it if you want to hang on to your pathetic job.”



And with that, he turned to leave, Rayne still leaning across Sawyer’s desk with Ronald’s cum seeping out of her.



“Have a nice rest of your day, guys,” he said as he went out the door.



 









 Chapter 10



Several days passed, during which Rayne only saw Sawyer at work and acted professionally every time. A couple of other employees--ones she had previously had some fun with behind the baler and in a few other select locations--came around hinting for a bit of workplace adventure, but she turned them down.



It was the roughest few days of her entire Shaffer’s Deals career, but there was no way around it. She had to be sure what she’d set into motion the day she let Ronald fuck her would work, or else that bastard wouldn’t get what was coming to him.



She was stocking toothpaste when she heard Sawyer’s voice over the intercom: “Attention Shaffer’s associates: Rayne to the office, please. Rayne to the office.”



She suddenly became unsteady on her feet, an irrational fear that Ronald would be lying in wait for her again rushing over her. She had good reason to suspect Ronald would never be a problem again, but once the idea took hold of her mind, it was hard to dismiss it.



When she knocked on the office door, she hoped against hope it would be Sawyer greeting her with his crooked smile. Anything but Ronald, really, would calm her rapidly beating heart.



It wasn’t Sawyer who opened the door.



Thankfully, it wasn’t Ronald either. Standing there with a sympathetic smile on her face was a short, thin woman with shoulder-length dirty blond hair. She was quite pretty, in a girl-next-door sort of way, with light brown eyes, perfect teeth, and smallish breasts. Rayne had a sudden thought that she wouldn’t exactly kick this mystery woman out of bed but shut down that line of thinking. Her libido had gotten her into enough trouble lately.



“Hi, Rayne,” the woman said, extending a hand to shake. “I’m Anne. It’s so nice to meet you.”



Rayne looked beyond Anne to Sawyer, who sat in his chair and smiled at her. She took Anne’s hand and said, “You, too. What’s this about?”



Sawyer, looking like he might be bursting at the seams, spoke up. “Anne’s my new boss.”



Rayne looked at Sawyer and then back at Anne, raising an eyebrow. “Is that so?”



“It is,” Anne said. “Have a seat, Rayne.”



Rayne sat in the only other chair in the office while Anne remained standing.



“I’m here to let you know that the corporate office feels awful about what you had to go through the other day,” Anne said. “But they are so thankful that you came forward, and that you were able to supply such a damning recording of Ronald’s impropriety against you. That took a lot of bravery, and the company owes you a debt of gratitude.”



Rayne wasn’t sure if she should put on a show of tears to seem like the brave little victim Anne was making her out to be. She decided against it, but did use a reserved, quiet tone she thought was appropriate to the conversation.



“I appreciate that,” she said. “I just didn’t want him to get away with it or to hurt other people.”



Anne nodded. “We’ve had accusations against Ronald before, but none that stuck as this one will.”



“I’m glad I could help,” Rayne said.



“And, just to be clear, you don’t intend on pressing charges?” Anne asked. “Against the company, I mean?”



“As long as Ronald never steps into another Shaffer’s store, no,” Rayne said.



“Done,” Anne said. “And if you decide to file a police report against Ronald himself, the company will stand behind you every step of the way.”



“I have no intentions of that,” Rayne said. “I’m just glad he’s gone.”



“So am I,” Anne said. “I broke new ground at my last company by overcoming a culture of toxic masculinity, and I’m honored to take the place of someone as awful as Ronald here.”



“And I look forward to working with you,” Sawyer said.



“The feeling is mutual,” Anne said, gathering her laptop bag to leave. “And… one more thing. I am the most open-minded person you’ll ever meet when it comes to fulfilling your sexual needs. But maybe try to keep a lower profile. Okay?”



Rayne and Sawyer both assured her they would, and as soon as the door closed, they both burst out laughing.



“I knew you were up to something with your phone the other day,” he said. “But any recording would’ve shown you consenting. What did you send them?”



“I sent them the recording,” Rayne said. “After I… doctored it a bit.”



“Doctored?”



“I was a struggling musician who had to record her own shit,” Rayne said. “I know a thing or two about audio editing.”



“So, you framed him?” Sawyer asked.



“Don’t tell me you feel sorry for him,” Rayne said. “He deserved what he got.”



“Not saying he didn’t,” Sawyer said. “Just remind me to never get on your bad side.”



“I’m not sure that’s possible,” Rayne said, getting up out of her seat.



She unzipped her pants and slid them and her panties off.



“What are you doing?” he asked. “What about the camera?”



“You mean that camera?” she asked, pointing up to it.



Sawyer looked up to see a piece of paper, folded several times and taped over the camera’s lens.



“When did you do that?” he asked.



She smiled as she leaned over his desk, in the same position she’d been with Ronald. “Earlier, when you let me in here to do training on the computer. I was going to come in here and convince you to give me something.”



“And what would that be?” he asked.



“You know good and well what it is,” she said, reaching behind her and parting her already soaked pussy lips for him.



 









 Chapter 11



Rayne made her way through Fat Patty’s, the local bar and grill where she’d made her fateful deal with Sawyer two weeks earlier. She spotted Sawyer sitting at a table in the back. She started to pull out a chair facing him but stopped when she noticed four menus on the table.



“Come here,” he said, sliding out the chair next to him and patting the seat. “My friends will be here soon.”



“Friends?” she asked. “I thought it was just us.”



He smiled. “Wanted to surprise you.”



They chatted for a few minutes, Sawyer sipping at some beer while Rayne enjoyed some Diet Coke. Sawyer suddenly turned his attention away from her.



“Here they are,” he said.



Rayne turned to see a tall, handsome man wearing a suit and tie, but her eyes were immediately drawn away from him to the stunning woman at his side. Nearly as tall as the man with a lean body and long, luxurious red hair, the woman took Rayne’s breath away. She wore a skin-tight leather mini-dress that accentuated her every perfect curve. Around her neck was a black leather collar with a silver ring at the front. Rayne felt woefully underdressed in her ripped jeans and the 6 Days of Drowning band t-shirt still on loan from Sawyer.



“Goddamn,” she muttered.



Sawyer laughed. “Yeah, she has that effect on people.”



Sawyer and Rayne both stood up, and Sawyer held out his hand to shake the other man’s hand. “Glad you guys could make it. Rayne, this is Derek Keane and his lovely wife, Sarah. And this--” as he said this, Sawyer put his arm around Rayne-- “is my best employee and… a bit more than that, Rayne Thomas.”



Sawyer had mentioned these two during her free-use weekend, although she had been aware of Derek before that. Derek was the owner of a restaurant supply company that her husband, Beau, came to West Virginia to set up a deal with. Derek’s company was able to undercut the company that had supplied Beau’s California-based restaurant chain for years. After signing his paperwork with Derek, Beau abandoned Rayne in West Virginia with no money and a crushed spirit. She was only now beginning to regain enough confidence to return to LA and face her husband, thanks in no small part to the man with his arm around her.



“Nice to meet you,” Derek said, shaking Rayne’s hand.



Despite his wife’s breathtaking appearance, something in Derek’s deep voice commanded Rayne’s attention. Her pussy, which had started tingling at the sight of Sarah, was now on fire.



Sarah held out her hand for Rayne to take. Rayne took it, keenly aware of how much she was suddenly sweating.



“Sawyer says you’re an LA gal like me,” Sarah said.



“Yeah,” Rayne said, her voice cracking.



Sarah smiled, and Rayne’s heart thumped in her chest. “How’d two insanely hot big-city girls get stuck with these backwoods guys?”



She thinks I’m hot
 , Rayne thought, her face flushing at the absurdity of the thought. What was she, a lovestruck teenager?



They all took their seats, Rayne almost missing the chair as she did so. Sawyer caught her by the shoulder and helped steady her, laughing.



“You okay there, Rayne?” he asked, his question only fueling her embarrassment.



“I’m fine,” she said, convincing no one.



After the waiter came and took their order, Derek crossed his fingers and held his hands up to his chin as if contemplating something.



“Sawyer told me what your husband did,” Derek said. “I’m sorry for whatever role I had in what he did to you.”



“Thank you,” Rayne said, “but it’s not your fault. It’s mostly my husband’s and at least a little bit my own.”



“Be that as it may, I’ve decided I don’t want to do business with someone who behaves the way he did,” Derek said. “Our contract was to go into effect this week, but I’ve canceled it, effective immediately. He probably won’t even receive his first shipment from my company now.”



Rayne was suddenly light-headed. “One of the last things he said to me was that he’d already canceled his contract with his former supplier. It was going to run out as soon as you guys took over.”



“So he might have to scramble to get supplies?” Sawyer asked, nearly laughing. “To run his business?”



Derek nodded. “Oh, he’ll be screwed for a bit. Now, I’ll have to pay him a token amount for backing out of the contract, but I’m not worried about that.”



“He
 could
 sue for breach of contract,” Sarah said.



“That he could,” Derek agreed. “But I can settle out of court. No biggie. Worth it to stick it to a scumbag like that.”



“Hopefully, that’s all he’ll do,” Rayne said. “He has some pretty shady connections.”



“Criminal connections, you mean?” Derek asked. When Rayne nodded, he said, “I can take care of myself.”



Sarah patted Derek’s arm. “And if you can’t, I can take care of you.”



“I don’t know what to say,” Rayne said. “I can imagine the look on Beau’s face when he realizes he’s fucked.”



They all had a laugh at that.



“Thank you,” Rayne said. “Sincerely.”



“My pleasure,” Derek said.



The waiter brought their food, and they dug in, casually chatting about various topics as they did.



“Isn’t your anniversary coming up?” Sawyer asked the couple.



“It is,” Derek replied.



“A month from today, as a matter of fact,” Sarah said. “You’ve got a great memory, Sawyer.”



“Got any big plans?” Sawyer asked.



The couple looked at each other.



“Not really,” Derek said.



“Not yet,” Sarah said.



Sawyer looked confused. “Huh. I thought you guys always did something big and crazy for your special occasions.”



Derek and Sarah looked at each other nervously and then to Rayne.



“Relax,” Sawyer said. “You’re not going to scare her off if she finds out what sort of stuff you two are into, trust me.”



Rayne drained her glass of Diet Coke and looked across the table at the beautiful redhead staring back at her. Sarah had her finger through the silver ring on her collar, playing with it.



“Why don’t you tell me what you two are into, Sarah?” Rayne asked.









 Part 3: Giving Rayne What She Needs









 Chapter 12



Rayne opened the door because Larry wouldn’t stop pounding on it.



Larry, her landlord, wouldn’t stop pounding on Rayne’s door because she was late on rent. Three months late, actually. She’d managed to sweet-talk her way out of paying for a couple of months now, batting her eyelashes as she promised him next month for sure she’d be able to pay him.



The look on his face told her no amount of eyelash-batting was going to keep her from being homeless this time. She almost laughed at the thought since Larry looked like a homeless man himself. Unkempt, barely-there Just-For-Men-Medium-Brown hair topped a sweaty forehead. A stained used-to-be-white muscle shirt barely covered his beer belly. And she shuddered when she thought about the shriveled-up cock that must be hiding behind those nasty jeans he never seemed to change out of.



“Larry!” Rayne said, feigning all the enthusiasm she could, which was even more challenging than usual since he smelled like he’d just finished mowing grass. The pleasant smell of fresh-cut grass waged war with Larry’s old man B.O., and the grass was losing miserably. “How are you?”



“Let’s cut the shit, Rayne,” he snapped. “If you don’t have three months’ rent in my hands in 30 seconds, you’re gonna have to find a new place to live.”



“If you can give me just one more month, I’m sure — ”



“Not gonna work this time, Rayne,” he said. “I’m not running a charity here.”



She sighed. She wasn’t going to be able to talk her way out of this, so she was in deep shit. She had only meager savings, and what she did have was ostensibly to help her get back to LA and an inheritance that was waiting on her there. Sure, she’d been seeing her boss Sawyer for a while now, but she wasn’t sure how he’d react to any suggestions of shacking up. Actually, she was pretty sure he’d be okay with it, so the hesitation was entirely on her end. Besides, they needed to be careful about being too blatant about their relationship. They’d risked both their jobs enough with their workplace violations.



Of course, it’s not like that crappy job was even allowing her to afford rent.



She put her head in her hands and started crying. It was primarily fake crying, but not entirely. She didn’t even want to stay here, either in Larry’s shitty apartment or this shitty little town. Until very recently, she hadn’t even wanted to remain among the land of the living. She was just starting to gather the courage to get back to LA, but she didn’t see that happening all that soon.



“C’mon, now,” Larry said, sounding slightly more sympathetic. “There’s no need for that. It’s not like you didn’t know this day was coming. If there was any other option, that’d be one thing. But I need my money.”



And suddenly, an answer occurred to Rayne, one that had been the solution to so many problems in her life. Of course, it also ended up leading to many issues, too, but she never had any qualms about leaving those up to her future self to deal with.



“Larry,” she said soothingly, forcing herself to touch his dirty, sweaty muscle shirt, “what other needs do you have?”



Larry’s eyes were filled with confusion when he looked down at her hand, but after a moment, he lifted his gaze to meet hers, and that confusion fell away, replaced by a desperate understanding.



“Rayne,” he said, almost a whisper, “I really don’t think you want to find out.”



She swallowed hard, her heart beating. She was aware of the dampness forming in her panties and felt her face flush with that realization. She pulled on his muscle shirt to urge him inside and closed the door behind him.



“Try me,” she said, and she kissed him.



She had only a moment to think that kissing him wasn’t nearly as disgusting as she might have imagined before his left hand was up her shirt, and then under her bra, and then his fingers were squeezing the nipple of her right breast while his right hand went down to massage her now sopping wet cunt through her jeans.



“If you don’t really want to pay your rent this way, you need to say so now,” he said, and in the back of her mind, she had no small amount of hesitation, spurred on by the rather impressive underarm odor she could smell now that he was so close, but her mind wasn't exactly in charge of things.



The way he was working her pussy, she would’ve agreed to anything.



“I want to,” she said, and she truly did.



“Knees, then, you fucking slut,” he ordered, putting his hand on the top of her head and pushing down.



She almost laughed. He probably meant to insult her; he had no way of knowing he just used her favorite pet name.



She dropped to her knees and, not waiting for further instruction, unzipped his dirty jeans. She slipped them and his underwear down and gasped when she saw his cock. Longer and thicker than Sawyer’s, it was almost as big as her old lover Damien’s and way bigger than her husband Beau, who was probably trying to stick his tiny dick into some clueless whore in LA for all she knew.



She put one hand around Larry’s thick tool and felt herself salivating. She wondered what her sort-of boyfriend Sawyer would think if he could see her right now, on her knees, ready to suck off a smelly old man for rent.



But, of course, Sawyer had arranged for some of her coworkers to fuck her senseless during a free-use weekend not that long ago.
 He’d probably get off on it
 , she thought.
 Almost as much as I am.



She stuck out her tongue and tentatively tasted him. She’d been prepared to test her gag reflex, but surprisingly he didn’t smell nearly as bad as she’d feared. Sure, he wasn’t freshly showered or anything but all things considered, it was fine.



And, even if it wasn’t, if it was the only way she’d have a roof over her head come tomorrow, she would’ve done way worse than this.



Way worse than slipping Larry’s thick cock head between her lips, moving her tongue back and forth on the underside of it as he started moving it back and forth, slowly at first, and then picking up speed. And then he grabbed both sides of her head and started ramming it in and pulling it almost all the way out, over and over again, sometimes breaching her throat and causing her to gag for real.



She grabbed onto his ass with both hands and held on tight, letting him use her as he saw fit. Tears streamed down her face, and her makeup ran, and she didn’t think she could take much more. She tried her best to pleasure him with her tongue, with her lips, but anything she did felt useless. He was in complete control of her and his own satisfaction, and she only hoped he’d hurry up and come down her goddamn throat.



But he had something else in mind.



“Let’s go to the bedroom,” he said as he pulled out of her mouth.



No, she wanted to say. She thought she’d get away with just giving him a blowjob. That certainly worked with most guys. But this was for three months’ rent…



She said nothing, instead just turned around and led him into her bedroom.



“Take off your pants, whore,” he said, and she did.



She started to take off her shirt, but before she could, he turned her around and shoved her face-first onto the bed. He crawled onto the bed behind her and lifted her up by her hips, and then he rubbed his cock around and around her dripping pussy.



On her nightstand, her phone started ringing.



“Yeah, that’s going to voicemail,” Larry said.



“Just fuck me already,” she said, the desire to get this over with conflicting with her desire to feel his big cock inside of her.



“If you insist,” he replied and plunged into her.



She was so wet he went in easily, but his girth stretched her out so quickly she squealed from the exquisitely intense pain. He growled, and he laughed, and he grunted as he grabbed her hip with one hand and her hair with the other. Just as the pain in her cunt transitioned to pleasurable fullness, he pulled back on her hair, causing her to cry out again.



“You like that, slut?” he asked, pulling even harder on her hair.



“Yes, you fucker!” she replied, anger over him pulling her hair mixing with the rising pleasure down below, making her hate and love what was happening at the same time.



“What a fucking whore,” he said. “Not that you’re doing this to get out of rent, though. You’d do it for nothing, wouldn’t you?”



“God, yes,” she said, feeling her orgasm building.



“I knew you were like this,” he said. “I’ve fucked you with my eyes every day since you moved in. I could sense how easy you are. You. Fucking. Slut!”



“God, I’m so close,” she whispered. “Please, just a little more…”



“You better hurry,” he said, “because I’m going to come any minute.”



Tell him to pull out, she thought. Don’t let him don’t let him don’t let him don’t let him...



But she heard him let out his biggest grunt so far, and she felt his warm stickiness invading her insides, coating them, and it made her feel so good, so goddamn good, and she was so close, and she was going to come any second now…



But then he pulled out, and she pushed back toward him in a failed attempt to just get him to stick his cock back inside her. Instead, he got up from the bed and pulled up his pants.



“Thanks for the one-month payment,” he said as she collapsed onto the bed. “I’ll be back the next two days for the other two.”



“What?” she said, a hollow ache forming in her stomach.



“You heard me,” he said. “You’ve still got two months due, and I intend to collect.”



She fought back tears as she felt his cum leaking out of her onto her bedsheets.



“Don’t pretend you’re not looking forward to it,” he said as he walked away. “Maybe tomorrow I’ll let you come first.”



She rolled onto her back, her ass wallowing in Larry’s cooling cum, and reached for her phone. She didn’t recognize the number of the missed call, but whoever it was had left a voicemail. She tapped the voicemail to listen to it.



“Hey, Rayne, this is Sarah Keane,” the voice of a goddess said from her phone speaker.



Sawyer had introduced Sarah and her husband Derek to Rayne at dinner a couple of weeks ago. It was because of a meeting with Derek, who owned a restaurant supply company that Beau wanted to work with, that Beau had brought Rayne to WV. When Derek found out Beau had stranded her here, he pulled his contract with her husband, leaving his chain of restaurants without a supplier.



“Got your number from Sawyer,” Sarah’s voicemail went on. “Derek and I really enjoyed meeting you, and I know this is really forward, but I also know you seem like you appreciate that sort of thing, so we were wondering if you’d… like to help us celebrate our anniversary. No biggie if you wouldn’t, but if you would… please give me a call back when you can.”



Sawyer had mentioned the Keane couple liked to do some crazy stuff to celebrate their special occasions. When Rayne pressed them for details, they’d not exactly been shy on the types of things they were into. Bondage, exhibitionism, degradation, the occasional gangbang… all things right up Rayne’s alley. She’d hoped--but hadn’t said anything, even to Sawyer--that she hadn’t seen the last of the Keanes.



Goddamn
 , thought Rayne.
 First, fucked by a smelly old man to pay for rent, and now this? Must be my lucky day.



 









 Chapter 13



Rayne listened to a 6 Days of Drowning demo CD Sawyer had given her as she drove to meet the Keanes. Sawyer’s nephew was the band’s drummer, and he said he’d introduce her to them if she wanted. He even mentioned taking her to one of their shows soon. As a former (and perhaps future) struggling musician herself, Rayne liked supporting indie bands, so she was glad for the opportunity. 6 Days had only had meager success so far, but they were doing better with their stuff than she was with hers (“Whore of LA” was the only song of hers anyone had ever heard of), so maybe she could learn some things from them.



She met the Keanes to discuss plans at the Cozy Porch restaurant.  It was a Cracker Barrel-type place in Hurricane, about halfway between Huntington and Charleston. They told her it was one of their favorite places, but it seemed pretty old-fashioned and conservative for a couple who were kinkier than a Wal-Mart garden hose.



Derek was wearing a suit like the last time Rayne had seen him, but Sarah was dressed a bit more casually than before. Still, her white tank top and black yoga pants did nothing to keep anyone’s eyes--including Rayne’s--off of her. Her luxurious red hair was tied back into a ponytail, and she wore a collar like last time. Instead of the thick leather collar with the ring on the front, this one was a thin metal ring that fit tightly around her neck. Rayne might have mistaken it for a simple necklace if she didn’t already know about what these two got up to in the bedroom.



As they were seated at their table, Derek made a show of looking around the restaurant.



“I don’t see your favorite waiter this evening, Kitten,” he said to Sarah.



She playfully slapped his arm and said, “Oh, stop it.”



“I just like to make sure you get the service to which you’re accustomed,” Derek said.



Sarah looked at Rayne and rolled her eyes. “He’s terrible.”



Derek looked Rayne in the eyes and said, “Let’s let Rayne come to her own conclusions about me, shall we?”



“I’m guessing this waiter has helped you guys… celebrate before?” Rayne asked.



She expected Derek to answer, but instead, Sarah spoke up.



“A few times,” Sarah said. “But not to the level we hope you do.”



“He only gets to finger her,” Derek said.



Rayne looked to Sarah, expecting to see embarrassment on her face. There was none. Rayne felt her own face flush a bit, though.



“So you guys are okay with sharing each other?” Rayne asked.



Derek nodded. “It’s almost always me sharing her, but yes. Within certain parameters, that is. We have a few rules, the most important of which is that any of our partners must agree to STD testing before we play. That’s why Sarah brought it up early in the conversation when you called her back.”



Rayne laughed. “I thought it was because Sawyer told you I get around.”



“Nope,” Derek said. “If there’s a chance for bodily fluid exchange, everyone gets screened for the most common STDs. No exceptions.”



“Derek is all about rules,” Sarah said. “And safety. Not just for us, but for our play partners. He’s even thinking about buying a BDSM dungeon in Charleston to improve safety standards there.”



“There are BDSM dungeons near here?” Rayne asked. She’d heard of a few in LA but never imagined there’d be any in West Virginia.



Derek nodded. “There’s one. And the jackass who runs it is talking about selling it. I’d like to make it a place for both Doms and subs, especially new ones, to safely explore things.”



“Any other rules?” Rayne asked.



Sarah laughed. “He won’t let anyone else fuck my ass.”



Derek sighed. “It’s her favorite place, and I’ve grown quite fond of it, too. It’s reserved for me.”



Rayne shook her head. “You guys are incredible. You seem so in love with each other and yet so open to exploring things with other people. I thought I had something like that, once.”



“With Beau?” Sarah asked.



Rayne nodded. “He couldn’t handle it, especially when I started having feelings for someone else.”



“Feelings complicate things,” Derek said. He didn’t elaborate, but Rayne could tell there was more to the story. She didn’t ask for details.



“A lot of it comes down to how confident both people are in their relationship,” Sarah said.



“And you guys have that? That confidence?”



“We do,” Derek said. “Sarah knows who she belongs to.”



“Belongs to?” Rayne asked, raising an eyebrow.



Derek’s smile sent chills through Rayne’s body. “Would you like to see what I mean?”



Rayne swallowed hard. “Sure,” she said, although she was anything but.



“Sarah,” Derek said, his voice deepening as he said his wife’s name. “Knees, now. Under the table.”



Rayne knew he wasn’t talking to her, but she felt an almost uncontrollable urge to do what he said.



“Yes, Sir,” Sarah said, sliding out of her chair and disappearing from view.



“Kiss my shoe,” he said.



“No way,” Rayne whispered.



Rayne had to see this. She glanced around to see if anyone else in the restaurant was paying attention (they weren’t) and looked under the table. Sarah was on her knees, her face already inches above Derek’s feet. She bent down, her lovely ass raised, a wet spot visible through her yoga pants. She started kissing her husband’s shoe.



Then, she started licking. Licking his damn shoe like a dog and moaning the whole time.



“Holy fuck,” Rayne said, sitting back up.



Derek stared at her and said, “Would you like to kiss the other one?”



That voice. That goddamn voice.



Trembling, Rayne said, “Yes, Sir.”



“I was only kidding,” Derek said.



Rayne smiled. “I wasn’t,” she said.



 



---



 



After dinner, the three of them stood near their cars in the parking lot. Derek had his arm around Sarah.



“So, I’m guessing you’re in?” Derek asked.



Rayne nodded. “You could say that.”



Sarah laughed. “You’re something else, you know that?”



“I could say the same thing about you,” Rayne said, her eyes moving from Sarah to Derek. “About both of you. So, what’s the game plan?”



“We’d like to do this over the course of a couple of days,” Derek said. “Would you be able to take a few days off work?”



Rayne smiled. She had two weeks’ worth of vacation lined up as part of her free-use weekend deal with Sawyer. “Just let me know what days.”



“Excellent,” Derek said. “You don’t need to join us on the first day unless you just want to. My Kitten here has been wanting to try out this gloryhole place we heard about, and I’ve finally decided to let her.”



“Gloryhole place?” Rayne asked.



Sarah nodded. “It’s called Vixen’s Cove. Really professional place. Everyone involved--on both sides of the hole--has to have regular STD testing.”



“So, I wouldn’t have to do that if I didn’t want to, right?” Rayne asked.



“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do,” Derek said. “That’s a big deal to us.”



“But if I wanted to--like, really, really badly--I could, right?” Rayne asked.



Derek and Sarah laughed.



“I like her, Derek,” Sarah said.



“So do I, Kitten,” he said. “So do I.”



 









 Chapter 14



Derek drove into the parking lot of Vixen’s Cove and pulled into the only available space. The rest of the lot was packed with over twenty other cars. It was a lot more business than Rayne figured most small adult video and sex toy shops had, so she figured most of them were there for the gloryholes.



She fidgeted with the hem of her black leather skirt from the backseat of Derek’s car while he and Sarah looked around the lot.



“Busy night,” Derek said.



“They’re always busy,” Sarah said. “Best place around to get a blowjob and sometimes more.”



“More?” Rayne asked.



Sarah looked back at her. “I mean, they’ll fuck whatever you put against the hole, you know.”



“We came down and talked to the owner the other day,” Derek said, looking in his rearview mirror at Rayne. “She assured us everything’s as safe as can be.”



“We booked the new deluxe room while we were here,” Sarah said. “It’s huge and full of amenities. And you can keep whatever money we earn, Rayne.”



“Really?” Rayne said. She knew there’d be payment involved but wasn’t sure how it would work.



“Really,” Sarah said. “I’m just here for the experience.” She sounded excited.



“You ladies ready?” Derek asked, still looking at Rayne in the mirror.



Sarah was already opening her door, and Rayne followed suit. Rayne tried to imagine what they must look like to an outside observer. She and Sarah wore matching leather skirts, short enough to leave very little down below to the imagination. Sarah wore her black leather collar and a sheer white top that didn’t do much to hide that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Rayne wore a Bauhaus tank top (also bra-less underneath) and black, fingerless gloves. Derek, who never seemed to be entirely out of “professional businessman” mode, was dressed only a bit more casually than usual in a red polo and dress slacks.



They entered the shop. A lady who could’ve been anyone’s grandmother stood behind a glass counter filled with sex toys and weed paraphernalia. She beamed at them when they walked in.



“Welcome to Vixen’s Cove,” she said. “Nice to see you two again. And you must be Rayne.”



Rayne nodded and took the old lady’s offered hand.



“I’m Vixen, and I’ve heard so much about you,” the old lady said.



“Only good things, I hope,” Rayne said.



Vixen laughed. “Of course not. Where’s the fun in that?”



“Is our room ready?” Sarah asked.



Vixen’s smile evaporated. “About that. I’m so sorry, but there was a scheduling mixup.”



“Mixup?” Sarah asked.



“We reserved the room,” Derek said.



“So did we,” a voice came from behind them.



Rayne and the others turned around to see the two women who had entered the shop. The one who’d spoken was overdressed for the locale in a conservative white top and long gray skirt, her blond hair tied up in a ponytail. She looked like a librarian or receptionist. Her companion, though, looked like she was ready to party. Long, flowing black hair framed a gorgeous face, and she wore a white tank top over a black miniskirt. They looked like the literal definition of night and day.



“I’m sure we can work something out,” Vixen said, wringing her hands. “The other girls who were supposed to be here tonight all canceled, so there are plenty of other available rooms.”



“I’m not giving up the deluxe room,” the dark-haired newcomer said, stepping closer.



“Neither am I,” Sarah said, moving closer to her. Their faces were almost touching.



Now, kiss,
 thought Rayne absurdly, and then she wondered if there might be something to that idea.



She turned to Vixen. “This deluxe room is really big, right?”



Vixen nodded. “Almost four times the size of our normal booths.”



“Enough room for five people?” Rayne said.



When she turned back to the others, they broke out into laughter.



The dark-haired one extended her hand to Sarah. “My name’s Oaklynn, Oak for short. This is my wife, Danna. Nice to meet ya.”



 



---



 



Oaklynn had her tits out before the gloryhole room’s door had even closed behind them, tossing her tank top on the floor.



“She’s a lot like you,” Derek said to Sarah, who smacked him just before unbuttoning her own shirt.



Rayne shrugged and ditched her own tank top. She looked at Danna, who remained fully clothed.



As if hearing Rayne’s unasked question, Danna threw up her hand and said, “Oh, no. I’m just here to watch.”



“Me, too,” Derek said, earning a chuckle from Danna.



The room was bigger than any gloryhole booth Rayne had seen in porn videos and seemed to be made for groups. As much wall space as there was, there were surprisingly only three gloryholes, and the walls were simply too far apart for one person to work on more than one hole at any given time. The room contained a small couch, a couple of chairs, a large flatscreen television, and a refrigerator.



Derek and Danna sat next to each other on the couch and waited for the fun to begin.



It wasn’t long before a long, thick cock presented itself through one of the holes. Oaklynn stepped toward it and then caught herself. She looked at Sarah and Rayne.



“May I?” she asked, a desperate look in her eyes.



Sarah laughed. “Go for it.”



Oak had the cock in her hand before her knees hit the floor. She stroked it for a few seconds, rubbing precum around and around the tip, before taking it into her mouth.



“I apologize for my wife,” Danna said from the couch. “She can be a bit greedy sometimes.”



“Yours too, huh?” Derek said.



“You hush,” Sarah said, heading for one of the other holes. A new cock had just appeared there. “Nothing wrong with a girl with enthusiasm.”



Rayne looked at Derek as Sarah dropped to her knees and started servicing the cock with every bit as much enthusiasm as Oak had. Derek sat there calmly, staring lovingly at his wife as she gave another man the blowjob of his life. Danna only seemed to have eyes for Oaklynn, doing the same thing.



Why couldn’t Beau have been like you two?
 Rayne thought. Not just willing to share but able to look at Rayne with such love in his eyes, knowing Damien--or whoever--had just given her so much pleasure. It didn’t take anything away from Beau for her to get what she needed from someone else. It wasn’t in her nature to be monogamous, but that didn’t mean she didn’t love him. Even loving Damien didn’t mean she didn’t love her husband. She’d have been happy with Beau forever if he hadn’t been so jealous of her extracurricular activities.



She realized she’d seen the look in Derek’s eyes--and Danna’s--before. During her free-use weekend with her boss, after her co-workers had their way with her and she was coated in cum and pussy juices, Sawyer had that look when he took off her blindfold. It was a look she’d only seen from her husband before they’d been married, before she showed her true self to him. The difference was, Sawyer had that look after knowing full well who she was. What she was.



A pounding on the wall behind her alerted her to the presence of a third cock sticking through the hole there. She turned around, dropped to her knees, and went to work.



 



---



 



A couple of hours went by. The cocks poking through the gloryholes had dwindled down to only one every ten minutes or so, and Rayne worked tirelessly until the last one. Sarah and Oaklynn had started ignoring the cocks and fucking each other, cheered on by Derek and Danna, but they were now spent. They lay asleep on the floor, sticky with cum from their gloryhole work, their long, lean legs wrapped around each other.



Rayne lost track of how many cocks she’d serviced throughout the evening. She’d only let two of them fuck her, and one of those even managed to make her come. She’d swallowed so much cum she was starting to feel a little queasy, but she was determined to finish off one last cock.



She had to use her hands more than her mouth since it was so numb by this point, but she jacked it for all she was worth. The guy on the other side of the wall grunted loudly, filled her mouth with one last load of spunk for the night, and disappeared before she even finished swallowing it.



Rayne fell back on the floor, exhausted, her head coming to rest on the soft skin of Sarah’s perfect ass. She didn’t know how long she lay there until Derek and Danna helped Vixen Cove’s latest gloryhole champion and her friends get dressed and head out.



 









 Chapter 15



The next day was Derek and Sarah’s actual anniversary. Rayne drove to their house for the evening’s festivities. Derek opened the door and welcomed her in. Sarah was nowhere to be seen.



Promising to give her a tour of the house later, Derek led her down into the basement. In the middle of the room was a mattress lying on the floor. It looked like it needed a serious cleaning. Or replacement, more likely. Other than the mattress, the room was pretty bare. There were a couple of tables with boxes and a chair. Derek walked to one of the tables and rummaged around inside a box. When he walked back to her, he had a blindfold in one hand and a pair of handcuffs in the other.



“What’s your safeword?” he asked.



“Um, I didn’t really have one in mind,” she said. She did have one for Sawyer’s free-use weekend, but it was his boss’s name, and she didn’t want to think of that fat fuck ever again. When Derek shot her a pointed look, she said, “Uh, I guess I’ll just use colors.”



“Okay,” he said. “Red for stop, yellow for slow down, green means go?”



She nodded. “I won’t need anything but green.”



He grinned at that and said, “Strip.” He used
 that
 tone, the one that left no room for argument.



Not that she intended on giving him one, anyway. In a matter of seconds, her clothes and shoes had been tossed into a pile a few feet away.



“Hands behind your back,” he said, and she obeyed.



He walked around behind her and fastened the handcuffs to her wrists before covering her eyes with the blindfold and tying it.



“Stand still,” he said. “No movement.”



“Yes, Sir,” she said.



Derek ran his fingers through her hair. He moved so slowly, so sensually, that she felt her pussy tingling in response. He moved downward until both his hands were around her neck, and he lingered there for a few moments.



“Oh, God,” she whispered.



He shushed her. “Quiet.”



Rayne did her best to remain quiet and still as he moved his hands from her neck and down her chest. She failed at both when his fingers moved around her breasts, cupping each in one of his hands before swirling his thumbs around her nipples.



“Fuck,” she said, swaying.



She expected him to chastise her again, but he didn’t. Instead, he chuckled and moved his hands from her breasts. Down they went, across her smooth, flat stomach and into her pubic hair. She braced herself for him to touch her pussy, which was practically dripping with excitement, but just before he got there, he moved his hands to her hips and started going slowly down her legs. She sensed him kneeling as he did so.



Once he got to her feet, he slid his hands back up the backs of her legs until he got to her ass. He spread her ass cheeks apart and gently touched her asshole with one finger. Then he pulled her into his face, his nose in her pubic hair and his mouth oh so close to her cunt.



He nuzzled into her pubic hair and stuck out his tongue so it was barely touching the top part of her pussy. She lost it then, unable to control herself. She spread her legs as much as she could and moved forward, trying to allow him easier access.



He turned away from her crotch just enough to say, “I said stay still,” and grabbed her hips. His grip was so tight it hurt. She felt him turn his face back into her and take a deep breath.



Smelling me,
 she thought. It took everything she had to resist moving into his face again.



Derek pulled away from her and stood up.



“Had to make sure you were good enough for my Kitten,” he said.



“I hope I’m good enough,” Rayne said, “for both of you.”



“We’ll see,” Derek said. “In this house, tonight, we have a strict ‘ladies first’ rule.”



As Derek said this, Rayne heard footsteps coming down the basement stairs.



“Hello, Rayne,” Sarah said, sending chills through Rayne’s entire body.



“Hi, Sarah,” Rayne said, not sure if it was okay to speak but figured it was the polite thing to do.



“She’s going with traffic lights,” Derek said.



“Perfect,” Sarah said. “Let’s hope it’s green all night long.”



Rayne giggled. “I’m sure it will be.”



“Unlock her, please,” Sarah said.



Derek took off the handcuffs. Sarah removed the blindfold and smiled. She was naked, not even wearing a collar like she had on the other occasions Rayne had seen her. Rayne couldn’t help but look over her toned body, her perfect breasts, her long, lean legs… Rayne, who, despite her battles with depression had always been confident in her appearance, suddenly felt inadequate when faced with this angel. The urge to start touching Sarah was almost irresistible, but she knew she’d have to wait for Derek to give her permission.



However, it wasn’t Derek who was in control. At least, not yet.



“I’m almost always a submissive,” Sarah said, stroking Rayne’s cheek. “But every once in a while, I like to switch things up a bit. Even with him.”



She nodded her head toward Derek, who had moved to sit on the chair.



“Is it okay with you if I’m a little more… Dominant than you might have been expecting?”



Rayne swallowed hard. “I think I’d be okay with that.”



Sarah moved her hand from Rayne’s face down her body, between her breasts, across her stomach, ending up with a finger lightly caressing Rayne’s already dripping lower lips. Sarah’s smile grew wider.



“Yeah, it sure feels like you are.”



“What do I call you?” Rayne asked.



“What do you want to call me?”



“Mistress,” Rayne said after a moment’s thought.



“That works,” Sarah said.



“Do I get a collar?” Rayne asked.



Derek laughed, and Sarah smiled. “Maybe in a little bit,” Sarah said. “Knees. Now.”



Sarah’s voice didn’t change like Derek’s did when he issued commands, but it didn’t need to. Rayne was in motion before Sarah finished saying “now.” Her face was inches away from Sarah’s cunt, above which was a well-manicured patch of dark pubic hair. Her mouth watered as if she hadn’t eaten in days and Sarah’s pussy was her favorite meal.



Sarah turned and walked over to the filthy mattress. She sat down on it and partially reclined, holding herself up by her elbows. She spread her legs.



“Crawl to me, whore,” Sarah said.



“Yes, Mistress,” Rayne said, making her way to the mattress on hands and knees.



Rayne stopped crawling, Sarah’s knees on either side of her. Rayne stared at Sarah’s pussy which was almost annoyingly perfect like the rest of her. It glistened with her juices, making Rayne feel good knowing she wasn’t the only one excited right now.



“Eat me,” Sarah said. “And don’t stop until I come at least once.”



“Yes, Mistress,” Rayne said, and dove in.



Rayne extended her tongue as far as it would go, trying to cover as much of Sarah’s cunt as she could. She wasn’t surprised to find that Sarah tasted as good as she looked, and spent some time sucking at her pussy lips. She let Sarah’s juices pool in her mouth until she had enough for a good swallow and then gulped them down.



Sarah grabbed Rayne’s head with one hand and pulled her harder into herself. Rayne almost felt like she was suffocating but wouldn’t stop what she was doing even if she passed out from doing it. Even as she struggled for breath, Rayne managed to focus on Sarah’s clit with her tongue, eliciting squeals of delight.



It wasn’t long before Sarah came, flooding Rayne’s mouth with even more of her delicious juices. Rayne coughed, gasping for breath, and Sarah released her. Rayne pulled back and looked up at Sarah’s face. Sarah was breathing heavily, too, and her lips parted in a wide smile.



“Good girl,” Sarah said. “Now, would you like me to fuck you?”



Rayne swallowed hard. “If that’s what you want, Mistress.”



“Oh, it is,” Sarah said. “And I have the perfect thing to fuck you with.”



 



 



 



 









 Chapter 16



“Get on the mattress,” Sarah said. “Face down. Ass up.”



Rayne giggled, remembering Sawyer had given her the same instructions during the free-use weekend she’d shared with him. Her boss had fucked her ass then, and she wondered if something similar was on the menu tonight.



“I have a strap-on,” Sarah said once Rayne was in position. Sarah’s hands glided over Rayne’s backside, getting close enough to her asshole and pussy to make her squirm. “But I have something different in mind right now. Something a little… warmer.”



Sarah pressed a finger against Rayne’s anus.



“Oh, God,” Rayne said.



Sarah laughed. “I take it you’re okay with something… there.”



“You might say that,” Rayne said, quickly adding, “Mistress.”



“Good,” Sarah said. “Honey, would you care to join us?”



“Yes, Mistress,” Derek said, a slight mocking to his tone.



“Take off your clothes and kneel between our slut’s legs,” Sarah said.



Sarah grabbed a bottle of lubricant from beside the mattress. She squirted some directly between Rayne’s ass cheeks and began rubbing it onto her anus. Rayne fidgeted, enjoying the feel of Sarah’s fingers as they worked the lube into her. Sarah slowly stuck one finger inside Rayne as if testing the lube.



“Now, let me get Derek ready,” Sarah said, squirting lube into her hand and then stroking her husband with it. “Although… he feels quite ready already if you know what I mean.”



Sarah guided Derek’s cock to Rayne, shoving between her ass cheeks with his tip. Rayne twitched in anticipation.



“Would you like me to stick my husband’s cock into your asshole, Rayne?” Sarah asked.



“Fuck, yes,” Rayne said.



“I’m not sure you really want it,” Sarah said, continuing to work Derek’s lubed cock against Rayne’s opening. “Gonna have to convince me.”



“Please,” Rayne said. “I want it.”



“And what about you, dear?” Sarah asked. “Do you want to fuck our pretty little whore in the ass?”



“I think you know the answer to that question,” Derek said.



“You see, Rayne,” Sarah said, “Derek always says my ass is off-limits to anyone else because it’s my favorite place to be fucked. Do you know what I think the reason really is?”



Rayne laughed. “Because it’s his favorite place to fuck you?”



“You’re pretty smart for a worthless whore,” Sarah said, working Derek’s cock head into Rayne’s ass.



Rayne dug her fingernails into the bare mattress as Derek went further into her ass. She sensed Sarah moving now, getting behind her husband. Sarah wrapped her hands around Derek from behind, and together the couple moved back and forth.



Rayne had been around the block a time or two, but this was a first: being fucked in the ass by a man whose wife was helping him do it.



“I’m going to let Derek take over now,” Sarah said. “But I’m warning you, he’s much less gentle than me.”



“Gentle is nice,” Rayne said. “But not gentle is nice, too.”



Sarah disengaged from the others and stood up. Derek picked up his pace, ramming into Rayne’s ass with a powerful, but measured, force. Despite being around the same size as Sawyer, he was much more gentle, no matter what Sarah had said. There was no real pain with him like there had been with Sawyer, just a little discomfort, and Rayne enjoyed it quite a lot. It wasn’t going to make her come, she was sure of that, but the fullness and the stretching being done by a man who knew his way around an asshole felt good in their own way.



Still, some of her missed Sawyer’s roughness, not to mention the way he seemed to dote on her in the same way Derek did Sarah. She caught herself wishing Sawyer was there and tried to shove that thought out of her mind. It’s not like she was in love with her boss or anything.



Sarah returned to the mattress, lying down next to Rayne. She held up a vibrating wand.



“Would you like some of this?” Sarah asked.



“Yes, Mistress,” Rayne said. “Please.”



Sarah smiled. “Since you said ‘please.’”



Sarah moved the wand underneath Rayne and turned it on. She pressed it against Rayne’s pubic bone and moved it around and around her pussy as Derek continued pumping into her ass.



It didn’t take long, between the wand on her cunt and the cock in her ass, instruments guided by a couple who loved each other and loved experiencing new things--new people--with each other. Rayne was entirely at the mercy of two beautiful people who were focused on using her body, and it was that thought, as much as the incredible physical things happening to her on that filthy mattress, that shoved her over the edge.



Sarah pulled the wand away. “Was that good for you?” she asked.



Rayne nodded, her whole body shaking. She didn’t know how much longer she could stay up on her knees. But she didn’t have to worry about that for long.



Derek gripped Rayne’s hips, shoving one last time into her as far as he could. A moment later, he painted her anal cavity with his hot, sticky mess. When he was done, he pulled out of her, his cum rushing back out and dripping down on the mattress below.



“You made a mess,” Derek said.



Rayne laughed. “You did.”



“She’s right, Derek,” Sarah said. “You made the mess. Still, I think she should be the one to clean it up.”



“What?” Rayne asked.



“You heard the lady,” Derek said, his voice getting deeper again. “Clean it up. Now.”



Rayne moved around on the mattress so she was facing Derek’s cum, which had seeped out of her as he and Sarah joked about who made the mess. From the looks of the whole, disgusting mattress, it was hardly the first time juices of any sort had soaked into it. She started to tell them they were crazy, that she wouldn’t clean it up, and certainly not in the way she knew they intended. She wasn’t about to start licking that nasty mattress.



But Derek had used
 that
 voice…



Rayne bent down and stuck out her tongue. She got to work lapping up as much of it as she could, like the good girl she was.



 



---



 



Later, the three of them lay in an exhausted heap on the mattress. After cleaning up after Derek’s first orgasm, Rayne helped Sarah bring him to another using their mouths. He took a break for a bit while the ladies pleasured each other, including Sarah making liberal use of the strap-on she’d mentioned. Finally, Rayne and Sarah lay side by side while Derek alternated fucking them, getting himself to the brink of a third orgasm with one before pulling out and switching to the other. After he emptied himself into his wife’s pussy, Derek fell between them. Rayne and Sarah each draped an arm over his chest and onto each other, touching each other as much as they were touching him.



“You guys are amazing,” Rayne said.



“So are you,” Sarah said.



“If you say so,” Rayne said.



The doorbell rang. Derek sat up.



“Perfect timing,” he said.



 



 









 Chapter 17



Derek stood, pulled his pants on, and hurried up the basement stairs. Rayne heard the front door open and close and two pairs of footsteps coming back down into the basement.



“Hope you don’t mind,” Derek said, coming down first. “I told a friend he could join us for tonight’s festivities.”



“Hi, Rayne,” Sawyer said, coming into the basement behind Derek. He had one hand behind his back as if hiding something there.



Rayne’s face flushed, which she later found hilarious. Given the things Sawyer had already done to her and seen her do with others, nothing should embarrass her in front of him. She glanced over to Sarah, who still lay beside her, and felt the slightest hint of jealousy that Sawyer could see Sarah in all her glory.



“What are you doing here?” Rayne asked, sitting up.



“I told you,” Derek said. “He’s here to have some fun, too. That okay with you?”



“Yes, sir,” Rayne said, not taking her eyes off of Sawyer.



Derek placed a hand on Sawyer’s shoulder. “I’m all used up,” he said. “But I figure these two still have some life left in them. Knock yourself out.”



Derek went over to sit in his chair while Sawyer approached the mattress. Rayne’s eyes were locked on Sawyer’s, and when he glanced away from her to look at Sarah, Rayne felt a hollowness inside her stomach that she’d later chastise herself for. She’d just fucked his friends. She’d fucked coworkers in his apartment in front of him. She’d fucked his boss in front of him--willingly--to blackmail the fat bastard. She had no right to be upset that he’d take the chance to fuck someone like Sarah.



But Sawyer turned his gaze back to Rayne and knelt on the mattress in front of her. He still had one hand behind his back.



“I have something for you,” he said.



She raised an eyebrow. “I bet you do.”



“Something I don’t think you’ve had before.”



She smiled, doing her best to mirror his almost constant smirk. “Are you sure? I’ve had… a lot of things.”



He held up the hand he’d been hiding. In it was a black leather collar. On the collar, in silver, were the words “Whore of LA.” He handed it to her.



“It’s beautiful,” she said. “Did you have this custom made?”



“No,” he said. “Found a site selling Rayne Thomas merchandise. Things like this, CDs of some of your music. I assume it’s all unlicensed, so you could sue for copyright infringement, but you have at least a few fans out there.”



“Put it on me,” Rayne said, bouncing a little on the mattress. She handed the collar back to him.



Sawyer looked at it for a moment before saying, “This means something to me, and I’d like it to mean something to you, too.”



Rayne felt tears threatening to well up. “I know what it means. Put it on me.”



Sawyer carefully wrapped the collar around Rayne’s neck and fastened it. When it was done, she leaned back and lifted her head so he could get a clear view.



“How’s it look?” she asked.



“It’s gorgeous,” he said. “Just like you.”



Sawyer stood up and took off his clothes. Rayne shivered when she saw his cock, standing at attention, and suddenly didn’t feel tired anymore. Sawyer dropped to the mattress again, climbing on top of her, pushing her back.



Rayne forgot all about the beautiful woman lying next to her as it became clear the man on top of her only had eyes for Rayne. And there was something else he had for her, too.



Sawyer entered her, moving slowly and sensually, and Rayne’s hips rose and fell in time with his thrusts. After a moment, Sarah got up from the mattress and joined her husband, sitting on his lap.



Derek and Sarah watched their friends for a while before going up to their bedroom, leaving Sawyer and Rayne alone in their own little world.









 Part 4: 7 Days of Rayne









 Chapter 18: 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.









 Chapter 19: 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.



 









 Chapter 20: 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.







 Chapter 21: 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?”









 Chapter 22: 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.



 









 Chapter 23: 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.









 Chapter 24: 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.









 Part 5: Rayne in LA









 Chapter 25



It’s not that it never rains in southern California, no matter what the song says, but it is somewhat rare. Months go by with no precipitation, and sometimes when it happens, it’s so brief that many people in the affected area never know it.



As American Airlines flight 6623 began its descent to LAX, Rayne Thomas--who ten hours earlier had been in a tiny airport just outside of Huntington, WV, fighting back tears while saying goodbye to a man she thought might actually love her--looked out the window at the heaviest rainfall she’d ever seen in Los Angeles.



It did nothing to help her mood.



She sighed. She was doing what she had to do, the only thing she could. Her life was here, or it would be once she had it all put together. Her grandmother’s inheritance would be enough to give her a fighting chance to do the one thing she’d always wanted to do as a career: make music. It’s not like there was anything for her in Huntington, a town best known for its college football team and opioid overdose deaths.



That wasn’t true, and she knew it. Leaving Sawyer behind had been more challenging than she ever would’ve thought. Considering their relationship began with him asking her to let him use her in any way he wanted for a whole weekend, they’d sure come a long way. But his life was there, just like hers was here, and he couldn’t afford to transplant himself 2300 miles away. As surprisingly fulfilling as her time with him had been, she was sure that in the long run, everything would fall apart, and he’d end up indifferent to her at best and hating her at worst.



Just like every other man in her life.



She smiled when she thought of the whirlwind the last few months had been. It started with the night that began with her almost killing herself and ended with her agreeing to be her boss’s free-use toy for a couple of days in exchange for some vacation time, most of which she never used. After getting in trouble for inappropriate relationships at work (literally, in many cases), she saved her job and Sawyer’s in a rather ingenious way (if she did say so herself).



After that, Sawyer introduced her to a kinky BDSM couple who wanted Rayne to help them celebrate their wedding anniversary in a unique way. This began with a trip to a gloryhole booth and ended with letting the couple explore her on a filthy mattress in their basement. It was in that basement playroom that Sawyer gave her the collar she now wore.



Across the front of the collar, in large silver letters, was the title of her song, “Whore of LA.” It was good for a few stern looks and whispered remarks from some people, including those on the plane with her. She didn’t care. Despite leaving behind the man who gave it to her, it was her favorite possession, and she’d wear it everywhere if she could.



Rayne had been thinking about returning to LA at some point down the road, but she might not have done so as soon as she did if Sawyer hadn’t introduced her to the 6 Days of Drowning band. After a wild night with the guys and a couple of their dancers, they played for her while she sang “Whore of LA” to over 4000 people. It took a push for Sawyer to convince her she could, but once she did it, she knew she couldn’t keep ignoring her dreams.



Even if it meant leaving behind Sawyer and all the other wonderfully kinky people she’d met in West Virginia.



As her plane deboarded, she saw a passenger who bore a striking resemblance to an old lover. Before Sawyer, Damien had been the only person she’d ever fucked that she got good and attached to, the guy she couldn’t stop thinking about. Falling in love with Damien and continuing to see him after her husband Beau declared him off-limits despite their open marriage arrangement was what led Beau to strand her in West Virginia.



Sawyer had done a lot to make her forget about Damien, and there were days over the last few months she didn’t think about Damien at all.



About the names he called her.



About the things he did to her and the things he made her do.



About the bed in his basement with the cage underneath and his extensive collection of torture devices.



And the time she told him she loved him, and he said she was nothing more to him than another notch on his bedpost.



Her hands were trembling by the time she made it off the plane, her panties drenched.



The law firm she’d contacted to help her with the inheritance process--Blake, Carter, & Cross--was sending a driver to take her to her hotel. She’d considered turning down their offer in favor of grabbing an Uber but decided against that. She was dangerously low on funds after booking the flight and a two-week hotel stay and would have to count pennies until she had access to some of her grandmother’s money. She stopped pulling her carry-on bag--stuffed to capacity with the only things she’d brought from West Virginia--and looked around. A group of people held up signs, greeting some of her fellow passengers, but she didn’t see one with her name on it.



Rayne took out her phone, thought about calling the firm, and opened the Uber app instead. If someone wasn’t already here, an Uber would be faster, and she was tired from the flight. As she input her destination into the app, she became aware of someone standing next to her. A tall man, standing closer to her than he should have been, whose cologne smelled horribly, wonderfully familiar.



“Hi, Rayne,” Damien said. “It’s nice to see you again.”



 









 Chapter 26



Rayne almost dropped her phone. Damien’s voice had always done incredible things to her body, and this time was no exception. Her heart pounding, she suddenly felt dizzy. It took her a moment to turn and face him, and she didn’t know if she should run away screaming or drop to her knees and beg him to fuck her right then and there.



She surprised herself by doing neither. With herculean effort, she managed to ask with a steady voice, “What the fuck are you doing here?”



“The firm was going to get you an Uber,” Damien replied, “but when I found out who it was for, I offered to come myself. To help out an old friend.”



“You’re at Blake, Carter, & Cross now?” she asked.



He nodded. “Have been for about six months. If I have my way, there’ll be a fourth name on our letterhead in another six.”



He was pretty good at getting his way, so she had no doubt it would happen.



“I thought I’d be working with someone named Julian,” Rayne said.



“Oh, I’m not handling your concerns,” Damien said. “I’m just here to take you to your hotel. Or… wherever else you might want to go.”



“Where else would I want to go, Damien?” Rayne asked.



Both of them knew the answer to that question.



 



---



 



Damien put the car in park and got out. As he walked around to the trunk and pulled out Rayne’s carry-on bag, Rayne sat frozen in the passenger seat, staring at the front door of Damien’s house. She was vaguely aware that her hand had made it to the car’s door handle, but it was doing nothing to open the door.



Damien opened it for her and said, “You coming?”



No
 , she almost said but had no idea why.



Rayne got out of the car and slowly followed Damien to his front door, fighting something she rarely felt when moments away from being thoroughly and relentlessly fucked.



Hesitation.



Stepping across the threshold into a house she’d been inside a dozen times was like walking through molasses. When Damien closed the door behind her, the sound it made seemed louder than it undoubtedly was. Rayne’s heart pounded in an unusually unpleasant way. She had a passing, hilarious thought that she was trapped and might never leave this house again.



In some ways, she realized, she never had.



“By the way, the firm canceled your hotel,” Damien said, “if you can even call that place a hotel. You might already have your money back in your account. We set you up with some nicer accommodations. Info’s on the coffee table.”



Rayne went to the coffee table. On it was a legal pad with hotel details--name, address (but of course, she knew where it was), even room number--written in Damien’s meticulous handwriting. She took out her phone and snapped a picture of the page.



“The Four Seasons, huh?” she said.



Damien shrugged. “I pushed for something better, but that’s all they were willing to do. Still, better than the no-name motel you had originally.”



“That’s an understatement,” she said. “Thank you.”



He came to her, lifting her chin so he could look her in the eyes. She held the position as his fingers moved down to her collar, tracing the letters there.



“Cute,” he said. “So, is this just for show? Or do you belong to someone now?”



Her answer was a knife to her chest. “No,” she replied. “I don’t.”



“Then take it off,” he said. “Before I do it for you.”



She did as he asked (
 commanded
 ), hating herself for it. He took it out of her hand, looked at it for the briefest of moments, and laid it on the coffee table next to the legal pad.



“You never wore my collar outside this house,” he said. “He must have been special.”



“He was,” she said, hoping the words hurt him as much as they did her.



If they did, he didn’t show it. Instead, his hand returned to her neck, caressing the skin there before closing around it. She whimpered, and the left side of his mouth twitched upward so slightly that someone who didn’t know him well would’ve missed it.



It was his tell, the look he had whenever he knew his prey was his for the taking.



“Let’s go downstairs,” he said.



Rayne followed Damien out of the living room to a door under the steps that led up to his bedroom. Behind the door, which, unlike the other ones in the house, was an ornate, heavy oak, were steps leading down to another room with a bed in it. One in which its occupants rarely found time to sleep.



Damien pulled a keyring out of his pocket and handed it to her.



“You do the honors,” he said.



Finding the correct key immediately without thinking about how much time had passed since they’d played this particular game--Damien making her unlock the door, so it was clear she was descending willingly into Wonderland--Rayne struggled to keep her hands steady as she aimed for the keyhole.



She turned the key. Damien turned the doorknob and pulled open the door.



“Ladies first,” he said.



And down they went.



The bed was where she remembered it. She saw it before she’d made it all the way to the bottom of the steps. A massive structure of black metal with bedposts made of beams that extended almost to the ceiling. Underneath it was the cage Rayne had spent one terrifying, exhilarating night in as punishment for coming without permission while Damien fucked one of her friends above her.



She came three times that night, and she was sure he never knew.



Rayne looked around the room. Beyond the bed was something that hadn’t been there the last time Rayne was down here. Four stools were arranged in the middle of metal pipes bolted to the floor. At the top of four pipes were metal restraints with locks attached, just big enough for someone’s wrists and ankles. The tallest pipe featured a larger piece that Rayne imagined her neck fitting perfectly in.



It brought to mind the pillory she’d let herself be placed in while attending the kinkiest Halloween party she’d ever been to. That had been a rough night in all the right ways, but she knew being locked up at Damien’s mercy would be much harsher. Again, in all the right ways.



Past the new torture/pleasure device were racks filled with more sex toys than the Vixen’s Cove sex shop back in Huntington had on its shelves. Among the multitude of vibrators, whips, plugs, and other readily identifiable items were things Rayne didn’t recognize. They were arranged as neatly as weapons in a well-kept armory.



Damien’s armory
 , she thought and shivered.



“Take off your clothes,” Damien said.



“Yes, sir,” Rayne replied. She’d meant to say it in a mocking tone but failed somehow.



Despite everything she’d learned, had been given, over these last few months, and despite her earlier hesitation, old habits were hard to break.



Despite what she’d said earlier about not belonging to someone, she knew it wasn’t true.



With each piece of clothing she removed, she felt herself becoming less and less her own person.



And becoming more



and more



his.



Rayne stood there, naked, as Damien’s eyes moved up and down her body. He walked around her, kneeling, so his face was inches away from her ass. Standing again, he walked in front of her and knelt again, his face (
 his mouth, his tongue
 ) so close to her dripping pussy she could barely stand it.



She knew better than to say anything or to even move. He was doing what Sawyer had done after watching her be fucked by her co-workers. What Derek Keane had done to make sure she was worthy of pleasuring his precious Sarah.



Damien was inspecting her.



Judging her.



Looking for flaws, for a reason he shouldn’t fuck her.



With any other Dom, the inspection was another game. It’s not like continued play depended on “passing inspection.”



With Damien, she never knew, though. He could very easily shun her, even after all this setup. He enjoyed denying pleasure every bit as much as giving it. She hoped that wasn’t the case this evening.



“Bed,” Damien said. “Now.”



Rayne breathed a sigh of relief and turned toward the bed. She walked to it, going to the bedpost nearest to her at the head of the bed. A chain with a handcuff dangling from it was bolted to the post, and she knew there were identical handcuffs on the other three posts.



The metal post had short gouges, dozens of them, starting at the mattress and extending up past Rayne’s eye level. Rayne had known about the literal notches on Damien’s bedpost, but there were quite a few more than when she’d last seen them. She ran her hand over them.



“Yours is there in the middle somewhere,” Damien said. “I used to be able to identify each one but can’t anymore.”



“So many,” Rayne said.



“Don’t sound so surprised,” he said. “You didn’t think you were special or something, did you?”



Not to you
 , Rayne thought. It was something she’d known for some time now.



“Nope,” she said.



“Good,” he said. “Now, get on the bed.”



She did as he said, feeling some hesitation return. Her pussy throbbed, and her heart pounded. Physically, she wanted this more than she’d wanted anything for a long time. Mentally, she wasn’t so sure. Rayne had always enjoyed being humiliated, even when it bordered on the kind of cruelty Damien was so, so good at. Nothing about that had changed.



But
 something
 had changed. Was it possible to want something more than you’ve ever wanted anything but, at the same time, not want it at all? She loved being treated like she didn’t matter, like she wasn’t important, by no-name losers she frequently found to fuck. For some reason, though, the realization that she didn’t matter to someone who mattered so much to her stung in a way it never had before.



What was about to happen had the weight of inevitability. She knew she shouldn’t let things continue, but this was a foregone conclusion from the moment Damien walked up to her at the airport. And despite the wrongness of it, she knew she’d have little regret afterward. She rarely regretted her sexual choices no matter what she did or who she did it with. She told herself she wanted this to happen, and much of her did, and Rayne Thomas never did anything she didn’t wholeheartedly want to.



She lay back on the bed, spreading her arms and legs so that her wrists and ankles were near each of the four bedposts. Damien closed the handcuffs around each of her wrists and ankles. She was so wet she felt her juices trickling from her cunt to the silk sheets on which she lay.



Damien took off his clothes, and she shivered at the sight of his cock. It wasn’t quite the biggest she’d ever had, but it was close, and she felt most of her unease slip away at the idea of having it inside her, painfully stretching her out as he slid it inside her with no regard for her comfort. She squirmed into the puddle she was making on the bed.



Damien went across the room to his shelves of toys and returned, carrying several things he set on the bed by her legs. He pulled a blindfold from the pile and tied it around her head. A moment later, she gasped when she felt his fingers brushing her breasts but cried out when clamps closed on each nipple. After the clamps were secured, she heard a click and a loud buzzing sound.



She knew Damien was going to do one of two things with the vibrator: edge her without letting her come or make her come over and over again until her orgasms became painful. Then, once he was done playing with her, satisfied with the mess he’d made of her, he’d fuck her, come inside her, and leave her lying there, tied up until morning.



Her pussy was gushing. Once he started whichever game he fancied this evening--orgasm denial or forced orgasm--she would be completely and irrevocably his. Anything else--
 anyone
 else--would be banished from her mind.



Including someone she hadn’t been able to stop thinking about for months now.



“Why are you struggling?” Damien asked.



She hadn’t realized it, but she was pulling against the cuffs on her wrists. Her legs were trying, futilely, to close.



“Ready to begin?” Damien asked.



“No,” Rayne said, surprising herself.



“What did you say?” he asked.



“I can’t,” she said.



He sighed. “You know what I need to hear.”



She swallowed hard, the word she needed to say fighting its way to her lips. She’d never used the word--or any of its type--to do what she was about to do.



To end play.



To ask him to stop in a way he would know she meant it.



To betray her soaked, aching cunt.



Saying the word was the hardest thing she’d done for quite some time. He was disappointed, she could tell, but despite all his flaws, Damien was the consummate Dominant. As soon as he heard the word, he turned off the vibrator and unlocked her restraints.



Playtime was over before it could begin.



 



---



 



Damien offered to drive her to her hotel. She declined, thinking the less time she spent with him, the better. He sat with her in his living room while she waited on her Uber, and they chatted about innocuous things.



Rayne had put her collar back on as soon as she emerged from Damien’s dungeon and thought to herself she might never take it off again.



Her phone alerted her that her ride was there, and she stood.



“I’m sorry,” she said.



“Don’t be,” he said, standing, too. “I wouldn’t have tried if I’d thought you didn’t want to.”



She went to him and hugged him, feeling a familiar tingling between her legs as she made contact.



It’s not that I didn’t want to
 , she thought about saying, but thought that might open doors for both herself and for him that she wanted to be left closed. Instead, she said simply, “Thank you.”



 









 Chapter 27



Rayne didn’t sleep much after leaving Damien’s, and when she did, she dreamed about him. About what might have--would have--happened had she not used her safeword. She woke up more than once, pussy soaked and needing satisfaction that, no matter what she did with her fingers and her dildo, she just couldn’t provide.



When she met Julian, the lawyer from Blake, Carter, & Cross who was charged with guiding her through the inheritance process, she knew she was going to fuck him later that day. He was tall, skinny, and awkward and didn’t look old enough to have made it through college and law school. But he was also cute and quiet and had the look of someone she could wrap around her finger without even trying. The wedding band on his finger might present a challenge, but with the way he couldn’t seem to decide which to look at more--her collar or her cleavage--she doubted it.



Any port in a storm, right?
 She needed to be fucked one way or another, and the only person she knew for sure she could get to do it was Damien. Which she wasn’t going to let happen, no matter how much most of her wanted it to happen.



She would be just a meaningless fling to young Julian here, which was okay with her. That’s all he would be to her, too.



They sat in the reception area of Parker & Simon, the law firm acting as executor of her grandmother’s estate. Rayne didn’t like that her husband Beau had had dealings with Parker & Simon in the past, but she supposed the connection was harmless enough. It’s not like her grandmother consulted her--or, probably, anyone--when choosing the firm that would take care of her concerns after passing.



Rayne listened to Julian tell her how the morning would go. He said something about the other lawyers wanting to meet with him alone first before bringing Rayne into the room. She mostly wasn’t paying attention, instead focusing on biting her lower lip and putting her hand on his knee while thinking about the fun they would have later.



It wasn’t hot in the room at all--a little chilly, actually--but Julian was sweating all the same.



“Mr. Stouffer?” a woman said from the hallway. “They’re ready for you.”



It seemed to take a lot of effort for Julian to tear his eyes away from Rayne to look at the woman. “I’m coming,” he said.



Rayne smiled and said, “Oh, you will be later if I have anything to say about it.”



Julian awkwardly held his briefcase in front of his crotch as he walked toward the hallway, leaving Rayne all alone with her increasingly dirty thoughts.



More than thirty minutes passed, long enough that Rayne worried they might have forgotten about her. Finally, the same woman who had summoned Julian appeared again in the hallway and said, “Ms. Thomas? They’re ready for you.”



Rayne knew there was something wrong the moment she stepped into the conference room. The two lawyers from Parker & Simon wouldn’t look in her direction, and Julian didn’t either, at first. When Julian finally did look up at her, it was with none of the lustful anticipation he’d had out in the reception area. He looked older now, too, somehow.



Like he was about to be the bearer of terrible news.



“What’s going on?” Rayne asked.



“The money’s gone,” Julian said. “Your husband, he…”



One of the other lawyers--a man who looked to be in his 70s, frail and wrinkly and white-haired, spoke up. “Two weeks ago, a woman claiming to be you came in with your husband, Beau. She had identification that matched yours and signed all the necessary paperwork to receive your grandmother’s gift to you.”



Trembling, Rayne reached for a chair next to Julian and barely got her ass in it before her legs gave out.



“How?” she whispered. “Who was she?”



“They don’t know,” Julian said. “Someone your husband got to act as you.”



“Her identification documents said she was you,” the younger Parker & Simon lawyer said. “She even looked like you. A little.”



“Yeah, well, she wasn’t,” Rayne snapped. “Obviously.”



“I’ve already called the police,” Julian said. “They should be here any second.”



“How much?” Rayne asked. “I don’t even know the amount.”



“Almost two million,” Julian said. “All cash. The rest of her estate--properties, government bonds, more cash--went to other grandchildren and nieces and nephews.”



“Two million,” Rayne said, almost inaudibly.



“She was very convincing,” the old lawyer said unhelpfully as Rayne buried her head in her hands.



 



---



 



The police came and took statements. The Parker & Simon lawyers seemed cooperative from what Rayne saw; they turned over their documentation on Rayne’s imposter. Rayne gave them all the details she knew about Beau’s criminal connections, although she’d never known much about that. She figured Beau had called in a favor to forge an ID and find someone to impersonate her. She also made sure they knew Beau had connections with Parker & Simon. One of the cops probably didn’t mean for Rayne to overhear him saying that if Beau was smart, he’d have skipped town with the money and whoever the woman was.



Rayne had her opinions on her estranged husband’s intelligence, but she had no doubt he was nowhere near Los Angeles by now.



When the cops left and it was time to go, Julian put his arm around her and pulled her close. It was strangely comforting, this warm gesture from a stranger who she’d thought about mindlessly fucking only a couple of hours earlier.



“Can I take you to your hotel?” Julian asked. His raised eyebrow told her all she needed to know about why he was offering.



She sighed and pulled away from him. “Fuck off, Julian,” she said



Rayne walked outside to get an Uber. That made two Blake, Carter, & Cross lawyers she’d disappointed so far.









 Chapter 28



Days passed.



Rayne ate very little, depending on Grubhub and Uber Eats to bring to her hotel room fast food she didn’t finish. She was asleep more than awake.



She felt so unlike herself, so disinterested even in the one thing that always interested her. She only considered trying to fuck one of her food delivery drivers: a blond woman who looked a lot like Marcia, a co-worker from her job in West Virginia that she’d had a crush on. Visions of spreading the woman’s legs and slipping a tongue inside her soft, slick folds played through Rayne’s mind, but that’s as far as it got. She didn’t even give the woman a suggestive look or a sexy, leading question.



Instead, she just took her Wendy’s Baconator from the driver and said thanks. The whole encounter was depressing, especially considering what she really wanted was animal-style fries from In-N-Out, but
 they
 still weren’t doing delivery orders.



Sawyer called and texted several times. She ignored him, not listening to his voicemails or reading his texts. She didn’t want to be reminded that her life in West Virginia might have been--
 would
 have been--better than whatever she would end up with in LA.



It occurred to her that she could just go back to West Virginia, back to Sawyer, back to her shitty little apartment. At least the apartment’s rent was paid up for the next year, thanks to her romps with her landlord, Larry. She’d be homeless in LA in just a few days.



Damien called once. He left a voicemail letting her know he was helping with the investigation into her stolen money. It may have been the first time she’d ever heard concern for her in his voice. She almost called him back, wondering if he’d be interested in picking up where they’d left off the other night, but she didn’t.



She dreamed. She dreamed about the bridge over the Ohio River, where she almost took her own life. She dreamed about Sawyer and his crooked smile, looking at her with lust-filled eyes on that same night, asking her to give her body to him for a weekend. She dreamed about singing “Whore of LA” in a small venue in a nowhere town that magically transformed into the Staples Center before the song ended.



When she woke up from that dream, a crazy thought consumed her. One driven by her song.



Whore of LA.



If she could fuck her way into free rent for a shitty little apartment in West Virginia, she could do something similar in LA. She’d rarely asked for anything in return for being slutty before, Larry forgiving her rent debt being one exception. She’d been offered plenty--Sawyer even gave her vacation time for his free-use weekend--but she’d always thought of illicit, degrading sex as its own reward.



But surely plenty of people would pay for a night with someone who would do just about anything.



Someone who didn’t care how she was treated. Who didn’t need to know a guy’s name to let him cum down her throat or fuck her ass. Someone who could service a bar full of people while tied up and blindfolded and ask for more when it was over.



Someone like her.



She showered. She put on makeup and an outfit sure to draw attention: a tight, black v-neck muscle shirt showing way too much (in other words, just the right amount) of cleavage and a skirt short enough to allow easy access to what she was selling. She didn’t wear the fishnets--or the panties--she usually would have worn with this outfit.



She looked at herself in the mirror as she completed the look, wrapping around her neck the collar that once held so much meaning but now served only as a label. It would announce to the world--or to the patrons of whatever seedy bars she ended up in tonight--precisely who and what she was.



Whore of LA.



Sawyer called two more times while she was getting ready. She smiled at his persistence and almost answered the second time. She had the urge to tell him what she was about to do but worried their sudden separation would have put a damper on his usual and very welcomed desire to enjoy her fucking other people. Ignoring his attempts to reach out was cruelty enough; she’d call him tomorrow after she’d had her fun tonight.



She slung a tiny purse--containing only her phone and a small wad of cash--over her shoulder. Her heart pounded as she turned and walked toward the door, excited to return to her element. She’d moped for too long over something she couldn’t control, and she knew if she’d continued down that path, it would only lead to the darkest--the final--night of her life. Better to be out there, fucking and being fucked, not caring about anything except for having a cock in one or more of her holes.



She opened the door and gasped. A man stood there, fist raised as if about to knock on her door.



It was a ghost from her past, someone who shouldn’t (
 couldn’t
 ) be here.



“Excellent timing,” the ghost said. “Hello, Rayne.”









 Chapter 29



Rayne tried to close the door, but Beau planted his foot firmly against it and moved closer.



“What the fuck are you doing here?” she asked, reaching into her purse for her phone.



“Taking what’s mine,” Beau said, his eyes moving from her eyes down her whole body.



“You got my money,” Rayne said. “Figured that’d be enough.”



Beau sighed, moving closer and letting the door close behind him as Rayne backed away. “My accounts are being frozen. If you’d just stayed gone a little longer, I might have been able to transfer it all where it couldn’t be found. But you ruined that, the way you ruined everything else.”



Rayne tried to keep one eye on Beau as she slid her thumb on her phone screen. Beau knocked her phone out of her hand, and it fell to the floor.



“Calling the police?” he asked. “Or your precious Damien? He wouldn’t be able to help you, though. I made sure of that.”



“What did you do?” she asked, fighting back tears.



“Don’t worry about him,” Beau said. “Tonight’s all about you and me.”



Rayne laughed. “I’m not going to fuck you, Beau. And you know me--I’ll fuck
 anyone
 .”



She knew as soon as she said it, she shouldn’t have. However else this situation would’ve played out, she only made it worse by mocking him. She had only a moment to regret her choice of words before rage replaced the lustful look he’d had in his eyes, and he backhanded her across the face.



It was hard enough to spin her around and send her crashing to the floor. Later she couldn’t remember actually hitting the floor. Everything was black and silent for a few moments as she lay there, face down with him standing over her.



Her phone rang, bringing her back to reality.



Looking down at her phone on the floor, Beau asked, “Who the fuck is Sawyer?”



Realization washed over her, now that it was too late to do anything about it. Her heart ached, that she’d never again see the man who, in a way, had saved her life. The man who believed in her when she thought no one could and let her be exactly who she wanted to be. Who the fuck was Sawyer?
 The love of my life
 , she thought but didn’t say.



“Take off that stupid collar,” Beau said, the sound of his belt coming undone accompanying his words.



“No,” Rayne said.



Beau put his foot on her back and pressed down, making her squeal in pain. “It’ll be worse for you if you don’t.”



“Okay,” she said as she heard his pants unzip.



Rayne unclasped the collar and pulled it off. He took his foot off of her.



“Good girl,” he said, the words she loved to hear from anyone else blasphemy coming from him. “Now, let me have it.”



Rayne carefully got up, first on her hands and knees, worried he’d hit or kick her as she tried to stand. She had her collar wrapped tightly around her right hand as she made it to her feet.



“If you insist,” she said, turning and punching him in the mouth with her right hand, the metal letters spelling out the name of her song smashing into his teeth.



It wasn’t the strongest punch in the world (Rayne was a lover, not a fighter), but it was enough to knock Beau off balance. He stumbled to the side for a moment before falling. His head hit the edge of the dresser next to him with a sickening thud. He slumped down onto the floor.



Rayne ran for the door, hoping Beau was unconscious (dead?) so she could find help. As the door closed behind her, she heard her phone ringing again and almost went back for it. Hearing the door’s handle move from the other side nixed that idea, and she turned to run for the elevators.



“Get back here!” Beau yelled behind her as he came out of the room.



Reaching the elevator, Rayne frantically hit the number pad. She accidentally pressed the button for the second floor first, then the first like she’d intended. She had only a moment to glance at the door that led into the stairwell next to the elevators, thinking she didn’t have time to wait on the elevator, but it was too late.



Beau’s hand was on the back of her head, fingers weaving through her hair, and he shoved her face-first into the closed elevator door. Startled and in pain, she relaxed her grip on the collar still wrapped around her hand, and Beau pulled it away from her. Grabbing her hair, he dragged her away from the elevator and knocked her down.



“Now,” Beau said, blood dripping from his mouth, “we can go back to your room and have a nice time, or I make your pretty face a lot less pretty.” He pulled a knife from his pocket and flipped open the blade.  “What’s it gonna be?”



Police sirens in the distance gave Rayne a fleeting, impossible hope, as if they could possibly be racing to the hotel to rescue her. The thought of fucking Beau was far worse than almost anything else he might do, and she almost told him that.



But as she looked from his knife to his eyes, she realized he might not stop with hurting her. In his mind, she’d ruined everything in his life, from their marriage to his restaurant business to his plan to steal her inheritance.



She almost laughed. Not long ago, she would’ve welcomed death with open arms, and now she’d do anything to live.



And he’d just be another in a long line of nobodies who’d fucked her, who could never hope to measure up to the man who held her heart from 2200 miles away.



Rayne sighed and nodded at Beau before standing up. She turned, and they started walking back toward her room.



Behind them, the stairwell door opened.



“Keep walking,” Beau whispered. “If you say a word, I’ll kill whoever it is before dealing with you.”



She did as he said but then heard a click behind Beau, and Beau stopped moving.



And then she heard
 his
 voice.



“I’ve only got one bullet,” Sawyer said. “I’d appreciate you not making me use it.”



She felt dizzy as she turned around, refusing to believe it was actually him. But it was, impossibly, Sawyer who stood there. He winked at her and gave her his trademark smirk.



“Hey, babe,” he said. “I think this guy has something of yours.”



“He sure does,” Rayne said, reaching for the collar in Beau’s hand. He gave no resistance as she pulled it away from him.



Looking Sawyer in the eye, she wrapped the collar, its words still smeared with Beau’s blood, around her neck and fastened it. She turned her gaze to her attacker and smiled.



“You asked who the fuck Sawyer was,” she said. “I’m so glad you got to meet him.”



 









 Interlude: One Hour Earlier



Sawyer thought he might be making a huge mistake, but it was a bad time to have this realization. He was driving toward the home of the man whose name he’d heard most often as anguished whispers coming from the love of his life as she slept next to him. The man Rayne dreamed about, much to Sawyer’s chagrin.



It wasn’t the first time he’d had second thoughts over the last couple of days. He might’ve been able to go back to living a Rayne-free life, going through the motions at his job, passing the time with mindless entertainment, and getting very little sleep at night if Rayne had just answered her damn phone. Taking a leave of absence from work and flying across the country felt extreme, even given his feelings—his concerns—for her. He felt like a stalker.



But he had to know she was okay. He had to talk to her, see her pretty face, one more time. That would be enough, he thought, lying to himself.



Deep down, he knew he could never get enough of Rayne Thomas.



It wasn’t until his plane landed that the question of how he was going to find Rayne in a city of four million people made him reevaluate his own sanity. He didn’t know anything about her LA friends or family (other than that there wasn’t much family to speak of). He didn’t know what hotel she was staying at. He didn’t even know where to start looking.



And he knew he had to be prepared to find her with someone else, having so much fun she’d never think about him or the time they spent together. He had to be ready to find out that the feelings he believed were there between them were entirely one-sided.



He supposed finding Rayne’s estranged husband, Beau, might not be impossible. The news article Sawyer had found about Beau’s business problems said his employees hadn’t seen him in weeks, but it shouldn’t be hard to find his home address. But of course, there was no reason to suspect Rayne would be anywhere near Beau if she had any choice.



That left Damien as the only other person in Rayne’s LA life that Sawyer knew about.



Finding Damien’s phone number and home address was simply a matter of paying for a subscription to a public records website. Sawyer would come to regard this as the best use of any $25 he’d ever spent.



Sawyer called the law offices of Blake, Carter, & Cross, but it was after hours, and Damien wasn’t there. He tried calling the personal number he’d gotten from the public records search but got Damien’s voicemail. His only other option was to drive to Damien’s house--hoping the website had the correct info--and knock on his door.



If Damien’s door had been closed when Sawyer arrived, the evening might have turned out very differently for everyone concerned. When he parked his rental car along the curb in front of Damien’s house, Sawyer could see a sliver of light coming from inside Damien’s living room and realized the door was slightly ajar.



Standing in front of the slightly opened door, Sawyer thought about knocking. Instead, he gave the door a gentle push, and it opened further. He took a deep breath before stepping inside, wondering if he should retrieve the gun from the trunk of the car--the gun loaded with what he thought of as his emergency exit bullet--but he laughed at himself instead. Something didn’t feel right, and the door being opened was strange, but he was sure he was overthinking things like he always did.



“Damien?” he called out once inside the living room.



No answer. He looked around the room, and his feeling of unease intensified. The coffee table was at an odd angle compared to the couch, as if it had been moved, and a briefcase and empty glass were lying on the floor. A legal pad remained on the table, most of its top page torn off. What was left of the top page had most of a single word still visible.



Rayne
 .



Sawyer went beyond the living room. In the hallway were steps leading upstairs and a heavy, oak door that was slightly open like Damien’s front door had been. Sawyer called out Damien’s name again.



“Down here!” a voice called back.



Sawyer descended the same steps that Rayne had walked down so many times. When he got to the bottom, he saw Damien chained to a black metal bed in the center of the room. Damien’s face was bright red, and he seemed to be having trouble seeing.



“Oh, thank God,” Damien said. “Keys are on the table next to the steps. Hurry.”



Sawyer found the keys and went to unlock the cuffs holding Damien. As he did, he glanced around the room. Something that looked like a torture device stood beyond the bed, along with shelves lined with dozens of sex toys. Sawyer had seen Rayne have sex with several other people and had enjoyed it almost every time. But now, seeing what she dreamed about--this man and his toys--made Sawyer wonder if he ever had a chance of being enough for her.



“Where’s Rayne?” he asked, shoving those thoughts out of his mind.



“Her hotel, I guess,” Damien said. “But her psycho husband’s after her. He showed up here and pepper-sprayed me. I had Rayne’s hotel info upstairs, so if he got it, he’s on his way there.”



“Where?”



“The Four Seasons, Doheny Drive,” Damien said. “Room 401.”



“Call the police,” Sawyer said. “I’ll head there now.”



As Sawyer rushed to the stairs, Damien asked, “Wait, who are you?”



“I’ll let Rayne properly introduce us,” Sawyer said, “if we’re not too late.”



 









 Chapter 30



The police arrived moments after Sawyer and took Beau into custody. Rayne and Sawyer gave their statements, and Rayne called Damien to let him know she was okay. As the police cars drove away, Sawyer and Rayne stood near the entrance to the hotel, Rayne’s head on Sawyer’s shoulder.



“You look very nice,” Sawyer said. “I’m guessing you had plans for tonight that didn’t involve all this.”



She shrugged. “I figured I’d find someone to hang out with.”



“Looks like you did,” he said, and she smiled.



“I’ve got the room for one more night,” Rayne said. “And I’m almost out of money, so I have no idea what to do about tomorrow.”



“Let’s worry about tomorrow when it gets here,” Sawyer said, and they went inside.



Rayne went into the room first, and Sawyer spun her around before the door had fully closed. He put his hands around her neck, around the collar he’d given her, and pulled her face to his. Their lips crashed together, and thoughts of everyone and everything else disappeared.



There were not dozens of people who Rayne had fucked in her past and dozens more she would fuck in her future. There was no Shaffer’s Deals, the place that had provided Sawyer’s livelihood for years now but which felt more like a prison than a paycheck. There was no lost inheritance that offered the promise of another chance for a music career for Rayne and no endless stream of wasted nights spent not writing for Sawyer.



There was no California and no West Virginia, no whiskey bottle on a bridge and no single bullet in a gun.



Sawyer worried his time with Rayne was coming to an end, while Rayne knew their time together was just beginning.



For each of these reasons, they both fully intended to enjoy this night.



Sawyer squeezed Rayne’s neck as his tongue found its way inside her mouth. He’d always been a forceful lover, but their short separation and this evening’s near-tragic turn of events seemed to have ramped up his usual desires. The need she felt from him was overwhelming, making her dizzy. Her legs trembled, threatening to give out underneath her.



She decided to solve that problem by dropping to her knees. As she scrambled to undo his belt, he ran his fingers through her hair and told her she was his good girl.



“Thank you, sir,” she said, pulling his cock from his pants.



Raising his shaft, she bent lower and slowly dragged her tongue from underneath his balls all the way up to his tip. Precum glistened there, and she swirled her tongue around and around, savoring the salty bitterness. He moaned, moving his hips toward her, poking her lips with his cock head.



She pulled back, barely taking her mouth off of him, and said, “Use me like the whore I am.”



He gathered the hair on either side of her head into his fists so tightly it hurt. Complaining about it was the last thing on her mind. He’d hear no complaints from her tonight, no matter how rough he was or what he made her do. Her safeword wouldn’t enter her thoughts, much less cross the threshold of her lips.



Not that she expected him to push her past any of her boundaries, but tonight she would go wherever he led without a second thought.



He guided her head, and she opened her mouth. She slipped her tongue out slightly so it met the underside of his cock as he made his way inside. He stood there motionless, letting her taste him, letting her suck on the head of his cock as more of his precum coated her tongue.



And then he fucked her face.



Shoving himself into her as he pulled her head into him, he used her skull as if its only purpose was to encase his cock. She gagged as he went into her throat again and again, and it was almost too much even for her, but she didn’t care. She’d let it be too much if need be, let herself pass out, and hope he’d keep going until he came. She almost wanted it to happen that way.



“I’m going to come down your fucking throat,” he said, his voice steadier and calmer than it had any right to be, “since you want it so much. You fucking worthless cum dumpster.”



Rayne dug her fingers into Sawyer’s ass, holding him and urging him to keep going, keep shoving his cock into her throat, keep telling her what a filthy little slut she was.



He didn’t last long. It was all too intense--the look on her face, what she managed to do with her tongue despite his assault on her throat, the incredibly awful but well-meant things he called her. He came, shooting blast after blast of hot, sticky spunk into her mouth, across her tongue, down her throat.



Rayne pulled back, coughing, struggling, gagging, and the last bit of him splashed against her face. She looked up at him, out of breath and feeling faint, and smiled.



He smiled back. “I’ve said it before, but I think you were falling asleep at the time: I love you, Rayne.”



With most of his cum making its way to her stomach and a little bit seeping from the edges of her mouth, she said, “Well, I haven’t exactly said the words directly, but: I love you, too, Sawyer.”









 Epilogue



The morning sun broke through the curtains, waking Rayne up. She got out of bed, sticky with dried cum on her face, on her breasts, and between her legs, and walked to the window. She shoved the curtains to either side and stood there in the window, eyes closed, basking in the Los Angeles sun.



When she opened her eyes and looked down, she saw five men from a landscaping crew staring up at her, eyes wide and mouths opened. They were all improbably handsome, and her pussy tingled at the ideas running through her head.



She looked back at Sawyer, still asleep. She wondered if he’d enjoy watching her on the floor, surrounded by her new admirers as she stroked and sucked them until they emptied themselves all over her.



It was a silly question. Of course he would.



But she couldn’t seriously entertain the thought of having anyone but him right now. Not for a bit, anyway. She looked back at the landscaping crew and waved, feeling sorry for their loss of something they’d never know they might’ve had.



Her phone, lying on the table next to the window, rang. She looked down at it and saw it was someone from Blake, Carter, & Cross. Hopefully, they had some good news (Beau had said his accounts were being frozen, so maybe some of her money had been recovered), but she had other things on her mind at the moment.



Check-out time was hours away. She turned toward the bed and smiled as Sawyer stirred.









 If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out the books below, starring characters Rayne met along the way!
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author.to/sterlingwilder




 










 Want a free book?



 



Click below to get USED BY COPS IN FRONT OF HER HUSBAND absolutely FREE!!!
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Click
 
HERE

 to get your free copy of USED BY COPS IN FRONT OF HER HUSBAND today!










 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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speeding ticket in an interesting way

A Cuckold Erotic Humiliation Story
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Available in PDF, MOBI, and ePub

Asexywife offers her body to get her husband out of a speeding ticket
and makes him watch!

Bryce's husband Henry is disappointing in so many ways, not the least of
which is the size of his manhood. He's a joke at work, he has no ambition,
and he can't please Bryce in any way that matters.

And now he's gotten pulled over for speeding. What a loser.

Desperate for some decent sex, Bryce offers herself up to pay for her
husband's ticket. Officer Dalton is happy to oblige, but what happens
when unexpected backup arrives?

This smoking hot story features graphic scenes including oral sex, group
sex, masturbation with an inanimate object, cuckolding, hotwifing, and
erotic humiliation.
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