
        
            
                
            
        

    


 A Nightmare on Rayne’s Street



 



 A RayneFall Horror Erotica Special



 



By Sterling Wilder



 



 









Copyright © 2021 by Sterling Wilder.



All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.



 



Names, characters, businesses, events, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.



DISCLAIMER: This book contains scenes of graphic sex between consenting adults. It should not necessarily be considered representative of healthy sexual relationships.



 



Find Sterling Wilder on Amazon
 
here




 



A Sterling Wilder Books Publication



Inquiries:
 
sterlingwilderbooks@gmail.com




 



 









 Chapter One



“I’m coming for you.”



The voice seemed to come from everywhere, and nowhere, as Rayne ran through the unfamiliar house. The monster--because that’s what he was--had been chasing her for the better part of an hour now, through darkened city streets. She’d tried to call Sawyer, her boss-slash-Dominant-slash-boyfriend, but her phone just would not work. So, she ran and ran and ran, until finally, she didn’t think she could run anymore. Out of sheer desperation, she pounded on the door of the house she now ran through. When no one answered, she kicked in the door and entered, hoping to lose the monster.



No such luck. She could hear footsteps nearby, and she knew they were his. She’d heard them so often she knew she would always recognize them.



“Should’ve locked the door,” he said, mocking her.



Part of her wanted him to find her, to catch her. Part of her wanted this madness to be over, one way or another. Either she would face him down and find a way to beat him--to kill him--or he would end her with a few well-placed slashes of that ridiculous razor-clawed glove of his.



That part of her got her wish. She’d stopped in the kitchen of the strange house for just a moment to catch her breath, and he was suddenly there. She didn’t know how he’d caught up to her so quickly, but then again, she never knew how he did the seemingly impossible things he did. But he was there. Behind her. Close enough that she could feel his breath on the back of her neck.



“Wanna suck face?” he asked, and then his claws were on her shoulder, and she screamed.



 



---



 



Rayne screamed so loudly that Sawyer, who had been asleep beside her, shook her awake. He’d rescued her from the monster, after all.



She looked at him for a moment, confused about where she was. Rayne had been in Sawyer’s bed several times over the last month or so, but spending the night was something that didn’t occur all that often. Once the nightmare faded, she remembered he’d wanted her to sleep over since he was going out of town for several days and wanted a little extra time with her.



“You’re so fucking sappy,” she’d told him when he asked her to spend the night.



“You love it,” he’d countered, and he was right.



“Are you okay?” Sawyer asked once Rayne had calmed down. They were both now sitting up in the bed.



“Yeah,” she said. “Sorry.”



“No apology necessary,” he said. “Seemed like a hell of a dream.”



“It’s a fucking nightmare,” she said. “I have it all the time, especially around this time of year.”



“Halloween?”



Rayne nodded.



“I’m surprised anything could give you nightmares,” Sawyer said. “With all the horror movies you watch, I didn’t think you were scared of anything.”



“I do love horror flicks,” Rayne said. “But there’s one series I can’t watch. I don’t even like to think about it. The one with the guy who kills people in their dreams.”



“Oh, yeah,” Sawyer said. “I’m not exactly a horror expert, but you mean the Nightmare on--”



“Stop!” Rayne said. “I can’t stand hearing the names of those movies. And if you ever want to get your cock anywhere near me again, you’ll never say the monster’s name.”



“The guy who kills people in their dreams?”



She nodded. “I can’t even think his name without getting cold chills. If I hear it…”



Sawyer, who very much wanted to have his cock near Rayne on a regular basis, assured her it wouldn’t be a problem.



“I’m sorry,” she said again. “You must think I’m crazy.”



“I’ve thought that on various occasions since meeting you,” Sawyer said. “But not now. I used to have a recurring nightmare about not getting to a spaceship that was leaving Earth as the world was ending. I get it.”



“Well, this one is all the fault of my friend’s older brother,” Rayne said. “Or, mostly his fault, I guess.”



“How so?”



“I’ve loved horror flicks since I was little,” she said. “Since I was too young to watch them, really. One Halloween night, when I was seven, my parents let me sleep over at my friend Melanie’s house. Her older brother, Mark--who’d gone trick-or-treating with us as the monster we’re not going to name--started playing the first of those movies we’re also not going to name. Melanie and I stayed up watching with him, all the way to the fourth one before I drifted off to sleep, right there on the living room floor.”



“Would your parents have been okay with you watching those?” Sawyer asked.



Rayne shrugged. “More or less. They had reservations about me watching the sorts of things I did, but Dad was a huge horror nerd and loved that I seemed to be following in his footsteps.”



“So you’ve had nightmares since watching those movies that night?”



She laughed. “Oh, it wasn’t just the movies. It was what Mark did after I’d gone to sleep. He wanted me and Melanie to go to bed on our own so he didn’t have to carry us there, but he woke us up in a rather unique way.”



“I’m guessing he was still wearing his costume?” Sawyer asked.



Rayne nodded. “Oh, yeah. Latex mask that didn’t actually look much like the monster’s stupid burned face. Dirty sweater that actually did look a lot like the monster’s. And a cheap knock-off glove with rubber claws instead of knives…”



Rayne paused for a moment, fighting back the tears that always tried to come when she thought about that night. Sawyer didn’t say anything but gently rubbed her arm.



“Doing his best to mimic the monster’s voice, Mark shook me awake with that clawed glove and said, ‘Welcome to bedtime, bitch!’ Sort of a play on a line from the third movie. The monster says it right before he kills someone.”



“Wow,” Sawyer said. “Mark sounds like a jerk.”



“He was,” Rayne said. “Scared me so much I pissed myself. Called my mom to come get me.”



“Are you going to be okay?” Sawyer asked. “With me leaving for a few days?”



Rayne leaned over and kissed his forehead. “You’re sweet, really. But I can take care of myself. As scary as they are, they’re just dreams, right?”



“That’s true,” Sawyer said. “But it’s not like I want to go out of town anyway. I hate these work meetings.”



“I don’t like the way they sprang it on you at the last minute,” Rayne said. “I was looking forward to your friend’s Halloween party.”



“Well, don’t let me leaving stop you,” Sawyer said. “You could still go.”



“I wouldn’t know anyone,” Rayne said.



“You won’t have any trouble making friends at that kind of party.”



“What kind of party are we talking about?”



Sawyer’s smirk grew bigger. “Let’s just say… it’s a very adult kind of party. And I think you’ll like Andrew. A lot. And I know he’ll like you. If you know what I mean.”



Rayne’s pussy tingled at Sawyer’s not-exactly-subtle hints. Rayne had recently spent a couple of days helping a couple with whom Sawyer was friends celebrate their wedding anniversary in a rather adult kind of way.



“Your friends
 do
 seem to like me…”



“You should go and have all the fun you want. If you know what I mean.”



“That tends to get me into trouble,” Rayne said, moving to get on top of Sawyer. “You sure you’re okay with me getting into trouble while you’re gone?”



His rock-hard cock pressing into her was all the answer she really needed, but Sawyer replied, “As long as you tell me all about it when I get back.”



 









 Chapter Two



When Sawyer gave her the address for the party, she thought he was playing a cruel joke. He assured her it was just a funny coincidence and stopped laughing when he saw how upset she was about it. It wasn’t like him to be so mean, of course, so she should’ve known he wouldn’t have made it up. However, it wasn’t until Rayne saw all the cars parked along Elm Street in Huntington’s Westmoreland neighborhood that she completely believed him.



Joke or not, it almost made her decide to drive back home.



Music blared from inside the house as Rayne rang the doorbell. A few moments passed when she wondered if anyone inside would even be able to hear the doorbell. She had her hand on the doorknob to let herself in when the door opened. A tall man dressed as a vampire smiled as he looked her up and down.



“Hello there,” the man said, his eyes slowly making contact with every part of her body but her own eyes. The way he looked at her made her feel like a piece of perfectly cooked and seasoned meat in front of a ravenous man. She found it charming.



Rayne would never subscribe to the idea that women were “asking for” men to be terrible by dressing however they wanted. For her, though, nothing hit the spot quite like the validation she felt when she was appreciated for her physical attributes. She hadn’t always been as hot as she was now, and memories of being less attractive than other girls were hard to shake.



While the costume she now wore wouldn’t have been her first choice (it wouldn’t have been in her top 100), it did a good enough job of displaying her physical attributes in the most appealing way. Sawyer had chosen the costume for her as part of a bet that she could make it a week without an orgasm. She lost (although it was a delicious orgasm, so it was tough to feel bad about it), and he was more than happy to follow through on his threat to pick a humiliating costume for her to wear to the party.



She looked like a gender-bent, slutty Captain America.



Barely covering her tits was a sleeveless blue top with a ridiculously plunging neckline and white stars over her nipples. Below that was a red and white skirt, short enough she couldn’t bend over without revealing something she’d gladly showed to countless people before. On the thick red band on top of the skirt, where a belt might go, were the words “The American Dream,” with an arrow pointing downward. Fishnets on her legs and a pair of silver, high-heeled sandals completed the look.



She also wore her black leather collar. Even though it didn’t match the aesthetic, she seldom took it off unless she was working. On it were the words, “Whore of LA.” It was the title of the only song with which she’d had even minimal success as an indie musician. Sawyer had recently given it to her, and she let him put it on her as a show of her submission to him.



Her admirer was hardly a slacker in the looks department himself. While Rayne found his choice of Halloween costume a bit
 cliché
 , he certainly pulled it off well. Tall, dark, and dangerous-looking, Rayne felt an immediate attraction to him. In addition to his silk shirt and long, flowing cloak, he wore fangs that looked professionally done instead of cheap Spirit Halloween fare. She had a passing thought that she wouldn’t mind if he left them on while she wrapped her legs around his head to pull him into her...



“You must be Rayne,” the man said, interrupting her thoughts. His eyes had finally settled on hers. “I’m Andrew.”



He extended his hand, which Rayne took.



“Sawyer told me all about you, Andrew,” Rayne said, holding on to Andrew’s hand for perhaps too long.



“He did, huh?” Andrew asked.



Rayne nodded. “Everything.”



“And you still came?” he asked, stepping aside and motioning her in.



“Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” she said, walking past him.



She took in the rest of the party crowd. Ten people mingled in the large living room, primarily men, and more moved around in the kitchen beyond. Food and drinks were set up in various places, and music played from speakers placed around the living room. Rayne stopped noticing other details when her eyes came across the strange structure in the middle of the living room. Two wooden posts held a hinged board a couple of feet above the floor. The board had holes big enough for someone’s head and hands and had a large metal lock on one side to keep it closed. Rayne had seen pictures of this sort of thing--a torture device--in history books.



“Is that a--” she started to ask.



“A pillory,” Andrew said. “Yes. It was supposed to be part of this evening’s main attraction.”



“You were going to lock someone in there?” Rayne asked.



“Only a willing someone,” Andrew asked. “I’d hired a stripper I know who always enjoys a little… roleplay. She agreed to let me lock her up and let my guests get a little handsy.”



“I’m guessing that fell through,” Rayne said.



Andrew nodded. “Her kid got sick. She canceled on me.”



Rayne walked over and ran her hand over the top of the pillory. It was different from the one in the pictures she’d seen. Those were made so the prisoner was standing more or less straight up. This one’s board was low enough that whoever was in it would have to stay bent over the whole time.



“What a shame,” Rayne said, starting to entertain a crazy idea.



“Nice collar,” Andrew said. “You’re a little ways away from LA.”



“Don’t remind me,” Rayne said.



She’d been stranded here in West Virginia by her husband, Beau. He’d done it to get back at her for what he considered cheating, even though they had an open relationship. Living here had only exacerbated her existing depression until she hooked up with Sawyer and saw that maybe she had some things worth living for. She knew she’d have to go back to LA eventually, not just to confront Beau but also to sign off on an inheritance from her grandmother. She’d been working up the nerve to do that after deciding not to take a drunken plunge into the Ohio River and end it all.



Of course, there had been a few distractions along the way, some enthusiastically welcomed and some not so much. As she lifted the lock hanging from the side of the pillory, she shivered when she realized tonight might provide a few more enthusiastically welcomed distractions.



“So, are you only a whore when you’re in LA?” Andrew asked.



“I’m not actually a whore at all,” Rayne said. “I don’t charge for my services.”



“Can I get you a drink?” Andrew asked.



“I wouldn’t turn down a Diet Coke if you’ve got it,” Rayne said, sliding her hand through one of the holes of the pillory as she tried to convince herself her crazy idea wasn’t really so crazy. “I’ve been sober for a while, and even if I wasn’t, I think I’d want to keep my wits about me tonight.”



Andrew laughed. “And why do you say that? Afraid I or my guests might take advantage of you?”



“I’m not afraid of being taken advantage of at all,” Rayne said. “But I like being aware enough to enjoy it when it happens.”



“I like you,” he said.



“I’m sure you do,” she said. “I’m assuming you have stripper music, right? Because this--” she waved her hands in the direction of one of the speakers, which was currently blasting death metal-- “ain’t it.”









 Chapter Three



Once Rayne had downed her Diet Coke, Andrew finally switched the music to something more appropriate for dancing. Rayne had never actually stripped before, but she always assumed she’d be good at it, and she was about to discover a very welcoming audience for her inaugural attempt.



It didn’t take her long to lose her costume’s top, freeing her tits to be admired by others and fondled by her own hands as she moved to the music. More than one of the guests reached for her breasts as she got close to them before she pulled away at the last second. She reveled in their disappointed looks, knowing if they’d just be patient, they were probably going to end up way more satisfied than they’d ever imagine.



By the third song, she’d ditched the skirt, the fishnets, and the heels, too.



She was down to her underwear now, a sheer black bra and black thong, and her collar. Someone asked if she was going to do lap dances.



“What a great idea!” she said, looking around the room for a good choice.



A rather large man dressed like Jesus sat on the couch. Next to him was his girlfriend, wearing a slutty Catholic schoolgirl costume. Rayne sashayed over to the man, who held out his arms and smiled.



“So eager,” she said, climbing onto his lap. “I like that.”



Rayne gyrated on his cock, which she could feel growing through his flimsy robes beneath her. It pressed into her almost bare cunt, sending shockwaves of heat and pleasure through her whole body. Jesus held her sides, inching his hands ever so slowly upward.



“It’s okay,” Rayne said. “You can touch what you want.” Turning to his schoolgirl companion, she said, “You can, too.”



The rest of the crowd gathered closer to get a better look at the action and offered encouraging shouts of praise. Jesus rubbed her left breast with one hand while his schoolgirl friend kissed Rayne. As Schoolgirl did this, she reached around to unsnap Rayne’s bra.



Jesus tweaked Rayne’s nipple now that it was fully exposed while his girlfriend kissed Rayne’s neck. Rayne put an arm around Schoolgirl’s neck and gently guided her down to her other breast.



Someone behind Rayne--she never knew who--started rubbing her ass as she lost herself to the happy couple with her on the couch. Picking up her pace on Jesus’s cock as he and his girlfriend pinched and licked her nipples, Rayne smiled as her climax neared.



“Oh, God,” the fat man dressed like Jesus said.



Rayne giggled as she felt a spreading wave of wet heat erupt from Jesus’s crotch, and the big man shook as he groaned. It was enough to send Rayne over the edge, and she threw her head back as she came.



The crowd erupted in applause.



Rayne slowly dismounted Fat Jesus, taking a moment to steady herself on shaky legs. She looked around at the crowd. Every eye was on her, standing there in only a thong, red-faced from coming in front of all of them.



“Andrew,” she called out, “I’ve been a bad, bad girl. I think I deserve to be locked up for a bit.”



 



---



 



“You’re sure about this?” Andrew asked.



Rayne was already bent over, her head and hands through the holes in the pillory.



“Lock the damn thing,” she said.



Andrew locked the damn thing. He left for a moment and returned with a kitchen chair that he slid under Rayne’s stomach. It was just the right height to help support her.



“So thoughtful,” she said.



“Just want to make sure that ass stays in the air,” he said.



Andrew then addressed the crowd. Some of the guests had left a little earlier, having no idea what they’d be missing, but there were still around fifteen people there. The ones Rayne could see looked at her with something like starvation in their eyes.



“Rayne has graciously agreed to be our entertainment for the evening,” Andrew said. “And, unlike our original entertainer, she has decided to allow a little more than touching in your interactions with her.”



“What I said was, ‘anything goes,’” Rayne said. “Unless I say, ‘red.’”



Murmurs rose from the crowd. Someone’s hand was already on her ass, inches away from her thong. She didn’t figure the thong would stay on for long.



“You heard the lady,” Andrew said, quieting the mob. “If she says ‘red,’ everyone stops what they’re doing immediately. You do not want to challenge this.”



“What if her mouth is occupied?” someone said. It sounded like it might have been Fat Jesus. Was he ready to go again so soon?



“I’ll slap your leg three times, and you can say ‘red’ for me,” Rayne said, wiggling both hands through their holes to make sure she could do so.



“Everyone clear on the rules?” Andrew asked.



Sounds of agreement. Andrew looked down at Rayne and smiled. He unzipped his pants, and she opened her mouth.



Andrew guided his cock between her lips and onto her tongue. Rayne moaned as he moved slowly back and forth, almost withdrawing completely with each backward motion. Behind her, more than one set of hands worked to tear her thong apart. If she hadn’t had her mouth full, she would’ve yelled at them for destroying her underwear instead of just pulling it down.



Her anger faded as unseen hands caressed her body. She felt long fingernails scraping across one breast before fingers enclosed around the nipple there. Rough hands spread apart her ass cheeks, and she felt a momentary flash of embarrassment when she heard the telltale clicks of a cellphone camera taking pictures of her asshole and dripping pussy lips. She’d have to find out if these assholes were going to post the pics or videos online so she could add them to her personal portfolio.



She’d never tell anyone (well, maybe Sawyer), but she so enjoyed pretending she was an actual porn star.



Fingers explored both of her lower holes as Andrew became increasingly aggressive with her upper one. He grabbed both sides of her head, twining his fingers through her hair, as if the pillory wasn’t doing a good enough job of holding her still. With one final thrust inward, Andrew grunted and unleashed himself into her mouth.



Andrew’s hot, salty cum blasted the back of her throat, once, twice, three times, just as someone else’s cock slid easily into her soaked cunt. The mystery man began violently pumping down below as Andrew softened in her mouth before finally pulling out.



What cum Rayne hadn’t swallowed dripped out of her mouth in the wake of Andrew’s withdrawal, and she raised her voice and said, “Next!”



 



---



 



Rayne had no idea how many orgasms she facilitated that night, but at least a couple of the party guests had more than one. Load after load of cum filled her pussy and mouth, and at least one even made it into her ass before gushing back out and sliding down her legs. Two guys masturbated into her hair as another fucked her face. Fat Jesus’s girlfriend and one other woman fed Rayne their pussies with the help of guys steadying them as they raised a leg over the pillory to get close enough to her face.



She almost used her safeword once, but not because she found anything particularly offensive or dangerous. She was simply exhausted and didn’t want to risk passing out while surrounded by people she had told could do with her as they wanted.



It didn’t come to that, though. Eventually, the people using her at any given time became fewer and fewer until only one--Andrew--pushed into her pussy. He came quickly there and patted her ass as he pulled out.



And then, she was alone in the middle of the room, still locked in the pillory. The other guests had left or were sitting around, not paying particular attention to the slut that had occupied so much of their time this evening.



She felt herself drifting away, thinking she could fall asleep right where she was.









 Chapter Four



Rayne’s whole body ached from being stuck in one position for so long. And from all the fucking, of course. Cum was drying in her hair, making it stick to the sides of her face. Her ass twitched as she felt more cum--God, it felt like gallons--still seeping slowly from her asshole and pussy. She needed to get out of the pillory, get cleaned up. She’d ask if Andrew would let her use his shower. It was really the least he could do.



“Hey, Andrew,” she called out. “Can you let me out of this thing?”



“Why would he do that?” a voice Rayne had only heard in her nightmares--and also in movies she swore she’d never watch again--said. “You’re not done yet.”



And then he was there. Rayne sensed his presence, could see him in her peripheral vision, but it took her a moment to gather the courage to turn her head enough to see him entirely. Burnt skin, that disgusting old sweater, that stupid hat. That evil smirk and those Goddamn razors jutting out from one gloved hand.



“Got you,” the monster said.



Rayne wanted to scream, she knew she did, but she didn’t. She broke out into a sweat, her heart pounding. Typical reactions to being confronted by a demon while helpless to do anything about it.



But of course, he wasn’t really a demon. Or a monster. He was just a party guest she hadn’t seen before, wearing a costume from a decades-old movie. Knowing this to be the case did nothing to slow her speeding pulse, but even being face-to-face with someone dressed like her monster was fear-inducing.



So, again, perfectly normal.



What wasn’t normal, what couldn’t be normal, was what was happening between her legs. Her pussy was on fire, aching and yearning as if it hadn’t been fucked in years. As if it hadn’t ever been fucked. She’d always enjoyed being restrained, being put in vulnerable positions. Being taunted and used as a plaything with the illusion--and it’s important to note that it was always just an illusion--she couldn’t do anything about it.



But surely this was different. The illusion of the monster made it different.



Didn’t it?



What the hell is wrong with me?



The monster’s smirk softened as he said, “Nothin’s wrong with you, Rayne. You are, oh, what’s the expression? Right as rain. Get it? Right as rain!”



He laughed, and then, surprising herself, she did, too. She brushed off the fact that he seemed to read her mind.



He was still laughing when she asked, “So, what? You gonna fuck me or kill me? Both?”



“I’m not going to do anything you don’t want me to,” the monster said. “If you say ‘red,’ I’m outta here. Vanished. Gone for good.”



She believed him. She watched as he used his ungloved hand to unbutton and unzip his pants, letting them fall down. She watched as he moved ever so slightly closer to her, mesmerized by the monster’s monstrous cock. Its veiny skin was charred like the rest of him, but being scarred and blackened had no effect on his erection.



Some makeup job,
 Rayne thought.
 Even did his dick.
 Which, of course, was a ridiculous thing to think, but what was the other option? Was he really burned from head to toe like...



“Last chance,” he whispered, stroking her hair with a razor from his gloved hand. “I’m either gettin’ my dick sucked, or you’re sayin’ ‘red.’ What’s it gonna be, sweet thing?”



Rayne opened her mouth, but not to say “red.”



She braced herself for him to be rough. Aggressive. Violent. He was anything but. He gently pushed in, pulled back, in, back, in, back… all while lightly stroking the side of her head with his less dangerous hand. Unlike the face fuckings from the other party guests throughout the night, he let her do quite a bit of the work herself. She swirled her tongue along the underside of his cock head and was pleased when it made him moan. What seemed to be damaged skin was just as sensitive as most men’s.



“Time to swallow my load, bitch,” he said after a couple of minutes.



Rayne felt a brief stab of disappointment that he wanted to come this way. She really could’ve used one last fucking, even if it was from someone dressed like this awful man. But, she was hardly in a position to argue, and she’d always taken pride in her oral talents. He wouldn’t be the first person to use her for his own pleasure with no thought of giving her any (he wasn’t even the first tonight), and he wouldn’t be the last.



Which was enjoyable in its own way, of course.



He waved his gloved hand in the air and wiggled his fingers. The razor blades scraped against each other, making Rayne’s heart skip a beat.



“Better choke it all down if you know what’s good for ya!” he said as he came.



She did her best, gripping his cock with her lips as he shot blast after blast of spunk into her. Gagging and choking, she swallowed as much as she could before each new wave arrived. Tears flowed from her eyes from the effort but not from despair. She loved every second of what felt like drowning in the monster’s cum.



When he was finally finished, he pulled out of her mouth. He knelt so he was face-to-face with her. He was so close their noses touched.



“Such a good girl,” he said, which did nothing to quell the raging storm between her legs.



“Thank you,” she said, cum seeping out of the corners of her mouth.



“Only missed a little bit,” he said.



Rayne only felt a little fear when she remembered the threat he’d made when he waved his clawed glove around. She found herself almost wanting to see if he’d make good on it.



Instead, he stuck out his tongue and licked the bottom of her face until it was clean.



“Tasty,” he said.



This also did nothing to help out her situation down below.



“Now, it’s your turn,” he said, standing up.



“What do you mean?” she asked.



He slapped his cock, which was still long and rock-hard. “This thing can last all night if you think you can handle it.”



“Try me,” she said.



“Don’t mind if I do.”



The monster walked around to her ass and put both hands on her hips. As he did so, she laughed to herself about how she still couldn’t bring herself to think his name. She had only a moment to contemplate this before his cock was sliding along her soft, wet pussy lips. For the first time this evening, she hated her hands being restrained; she wanted to grab that cock and stick it inside her.



Fortunately, he didn’t keep her waiting for long. He easily slid inside her. She moaned as she felt his burnt skin caressing her insides, stretching her out and heating her up even more than she was already.



He was gentle there as he had been in her mouth, moving steadily and smoothly, urging her climax from her. As her pleasure built and built, warm waves spreading from her core through every inch of her body, he dug his fingers into her hips. The razor claws on his gloved hand dug into her right hip, causing her to cry out in pain. She didn’t ask him to stop--wouldn’t have for anything in the world--and soon, the pleasure he was bringing about inside her overtook the pain from the claws.



She cried out again as she came, shaking against the wooden board that held her and the chair underneath her. He came again, too, filling a second hole with his seemingly unending cum.



“What a rush!” he said, digging his claws into her flesh again.



And then, he was gone. She felt him slide out of her, pat her ass with his ungloved hand, and never saw him again. A few minutes after he left, Andrew reappeared and asked if she was ready for him to unlock the pillory.



“I think I’ve finally had my fill,” she said as he unlocked it. “That last guy was something else.”



“Which one was that?” he asked.



Rayne made her way to the couch and collapsed on it, not caring at all about the cum still draining out of her cunt. She told him about the guy dressed as the monster from the movies she couldn’t watch. He looked confused.



“There was no one here with that costume,” he said. “You seemed pretty out of it a minute ago. Are you sure you weren’t dreaming?”



“Maybe,” she said, but as she reached back to touch the painful cuts on her right hip, she had to wonder.



 









 Epilogue



Rayne was eating popcorn, her eyes glued to her tiny TV screen, when Sawyer called.



“Flight just landed,” he said. “Is it okay if I come pick you up before heading home? I’d like to see you.”



“Yeah, sure,” she said after a moment.



“Everything okay?” he asked. “You seem distracted.”



“Just watching a movie,” she said.



“That’s cool,” he said. “What movie?”



As she watched a man with burnt skin and knives on his right hand stalk his prey, she laughed. “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”
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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.



 









 About the author



Sterling Wilder
 creates incredibly filthy, sometimes romantic, erotic tales featuring emotional depth and kinks such as hotwife/cuckold, humiliation, BDSM, and exhibitionism.



 



See Sterling’s complete catalog
 
here
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speeding ticket in an interesting way

A Cuckold Erotic Humiliation Story

& Get the story

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.





