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 Prologue



Then
 .



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



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



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



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



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



“You okay in there?” her husband asked.



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



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



“I’m not stopping,” Damien whispered.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Rayne? What’s going on in there?”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



It was quite a lot.



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



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



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



 



---



 



Now.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 









 Chapter One



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



She almost believed herself.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Hey, James,” Rayne greeted him.



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



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



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



 



---



 



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“I don’t need your pity,” he said.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 









 Chapter Two



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



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



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



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



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



That made Sawyer laugh even more.



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



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



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



“I’ve had no complaints.”



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



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



She smiled. “It has not.”



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



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



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



Her pussy felt like it was on fire.



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



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



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



“Perfect,” she said.



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



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



“Goddamn,” he said.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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









 Chapter Three



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Come on in, Rayne,” Ronald said.



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



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



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



“Sure thing,” Lennie said over the radio.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“I have… another option,” Ronald said.



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



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



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



Sawyer stood up.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Suck it,” he snapped.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



But he had other ideas.



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



“Pants off, now,” he said.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 









 Chapter Four



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



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



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



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



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



It wasn’t Sawyer who opened the door.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“I’m glad I could help,” Rayne said.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Doctored?”



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



“So, you framed him?” Sawyer asked.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“When did you do that?” he asked.



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



“And what would that be?” he asked.



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



 









 Epilogue



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



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



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



He smiled. “Wanted to surprise you.”



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



“Here they are,” he said.



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



“Goddamn,” she muttered.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Yeah,” Rayne said, her voice cracking.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



They all had a laugh at that.



“Thank you,” Rayne said. “Sincerely.”



“My pleasure,” Derek said.



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



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



“It is,” Derek replied.



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



“Got any big plans?” Sawyer asked.



The couple looked at each other.



“Not really,” Derek said.



“Not yet,” Sarah said.



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



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



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



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



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