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 Chapter One



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 she 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 don’t, but if you do… 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 Two



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 Three



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 Four



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,” she 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 Five



“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 Six



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.



 



—
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