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 Prologue



This was going to be the night.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



And she had a whole bottle.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



If only for one more night.



 









 Chapter One



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



She nodded. “Sure do.”



“Why do you think that is?” he asked.



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



“Do what?”



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



Sawyer grinned. “Daddy Issues, huh?”



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



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



“You seem so surprised.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



Marcia giggled at that.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 



 









 Chapter Two



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“It was,” she agreed.



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Yes, sir,” she replied.



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



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



She loved the idea.



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



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



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



“Nice guess.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



She nodded.



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



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



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



She shivered in anticipation.



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



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



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



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



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



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



“I’ll be good,” she said.



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



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



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



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



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



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



“My God, you’re incredible,” he said.



“Why, thank you, sir,” she said.



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



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



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



 



---



 



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



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



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



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



“Still tired?” he asked.



“Little bit,” she said.



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



“Dinner?” she said, stifling a giggle.



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



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



“You can ask,” he said.



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



 









 Chapter Three



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



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



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



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



He made a noise of assent.



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



“No? What’d you take me for?”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Water’s fine,” she said.



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



“Knock yourself out,” she said.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“No cards?”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“What kind of writing?” she asked.



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



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



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



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



“I just might.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“You have days like that, too, huh?”



He nodded. “More often than not.”



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



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



“The food, or…”



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



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



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



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



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



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



 



---



 



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







 Chapter Four



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



“I see you found them,” he said.



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



“I guess I did,” he said.



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



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



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



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



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



“I’d never dream of it.”



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



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



“Right on time,” he said.



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



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



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



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



“How many?” she asked.



“Three,” he said.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Sorry, boss,” James said.



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



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



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



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



James
 , she knew.



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



“Fuck me,” she said.



“What a fucking whore,” he said.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Then I say, bring it on.”



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



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



 



---



 



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 



---



 



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



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



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



“They any good?” Rayne asked.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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







 Epilogue



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



She couldn’t wait to find out.



 



—
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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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