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 Chapter One



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 Two



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. “Not a real one, anyway. 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 Three



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 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 Four



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 Five



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 Six



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.



 



—



 



Thank you for reading the RayneFall series! I hope you enjoyed it!



 



If you’d like to see more of Damien, the Dom from Rayne’s past, check out his first appearance in
 
WHAT SHE WANTED MOST

 today!



 




Get a FREE book now just for signing up for the Sterling Wilder newsletter!




 



Check out the entire Sterling Wilder catalog, featuring tales of BDSM, cuckold, hotwife, erotic humiliation, and much more, by clicking
 
here

 .



 



 









 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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