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“Did you know it was actually your fault that I stood you up on your birthday last year?” Helen asked me suddenly. That evening we were sitting in the outdoor seating area of a restaurant and drinking wine after dinner. It was our last night. Helen graduated that summer and received a visa for Australia in the early fall. We spent the evening before her departure alone. We planned to have farewell sex at my place after dinner. We had been in a relationship for longer than three years. I surely remembered how she stood me up. She just didn’t show up at my party. I was as mad as a hatter. I looked at her over my wine glass and sipped some wine, unable to figure out why it was my fault. I told her I didn’t know what she was talking about, and lowered the glass.

“I can’t remember anymore what I told you then to justify myself.”

“I guess I’m gonnafind out what really happened.”

“You’re gonna find out. Because I think you should know and I owe you that.”

I observed her as she lowered herwine glass, stricken with grief. I didn’t take her departure very well. Helen was beautiful, with long, brown, curly hair, reaching her mid-back. Her legs were fantastic. Her tits were brilliant, round, firm, C cup. Her butt was like a dream come true. She had a slender, sexy body,to which she knew how to draw attention. Sex with her was phenomenal.She was inclined to experimentation, but it wasn’t all about that. I loved her. It hurt me to lose her.

“Remember we spoke on the phone and I told you I was coming as soon as the rain stopped.” She continued. 

There was a terrible storm that night. The rain came suddenly, as it usually happened in summertime, and lasted longer than an hour, accompanied by lightning and thunders, which shook the windows in the bar where my birthday party was held. I called her when the storm began. She told me she was in a building vestibuleand would wait there for the storm to be over. 

I just nodded and Helen continued her story.

“I was in one of the buildings behind the market. The buildings that were demolished that summer. Then they had already been abandoned and in poor condition. Before you had called me, some guys entered into the neighboring vestibule. I didn’t see them, but I heard them entering there. When you called me, I had to shout so that you could hear me, since the rain and thunders were so loud. But they heard me, too. And I was really looking forward to that evening. I hadn’t seen you two weeks prior to that evening and I couldn’t wait for us to end up in bed.”

I remembered that Helen had spent two weeks at her grandmother’s in the countryside. Her grandmother was on her deathbed. She died while Helen and her mother were there. Three days after the funeral, Helen returned to the city. She was alone in her apartment, where we were supposed to go after the party. 

“I put on special clothes for that evening. I was wearing those black, pointy high-heeled shoes, which you particularly liked.”

I loved her in those shoes. She was so sexy in them that I would immediately get an erection whenever I saw her.

“I was wearing the shortest possible black miniskirt and a white blouse that Iunbuttoned a little and tied above the waist. I was wearing a black thong that I bought especially for the occasion, and my black bra was visible under the blouse. Down there I left only a thin strip of short hairs in the middle, which was supposed to be one of your birthday presents.”

I didn’t like the direction in which the story was going. The guys she mentioned worried me. I could easily imagine how sexy she looked like. 

“I bought you a bottle of Jack Daniels, your favorite, and a new Bad Religion album, which I gave you later.”

For the first time I heard that she had bought me a bottle of whiskey. I took a sip of wine, waiting for her to continue.

“These guys heard me when I was yelling so that you’d hear me. They just showed up in the building vestibule. There was no way I could get past them. They just blocked the entrance and access to the stairway leading upstairs. I could go only downstairs, to the basement, which I certainly didn’t want to do. They smelled like sweat, beer and cheap tobacco. Most of them were wearing some cheap sweatsuits. Only one of them was in workers overalls. He was tall, enormous, and definitely the oldest of them. There was a stocky, fat guy, whose age was close to the age of the guy in overalls.”

“How many guys were there?”

“Oh, yeah, five.” She showed me the palm of the hand when the said the number. 

“And then?”

“Then the guy in overalls asked me how much it cost. You know what he meant. I told him to leave me alone and let me out. 

“How can you go out? Look at the storm. Tell us how much you charge, so that we can kill time,” he told me, bringing his face close to mine. I tried to explain to him that I wasn’t a whore, and asked them to leave me alone. 

“You’re not a whore and you’re walking down the street half-naked like that?” The fat one asked me. I was totally enraged. I told him to fuck off and better pay attention to how his wife was dressing. It was a mistake. A big one. He slapped me. If the guy in overalls hadn’t caught me, I would’ve hit the floor. 

“Don’t mention my wife, whore?!” The fat guy shouted. “Carry her, Tyrone, down there to the basement. Let’s show her what we do with whores like her.”

Tyrone, the guy in the workers’ overalls, picked me up like a feather and carried me downstairs. I screamed. I called for help but in vain. The storm was so loud outside that there was no way someone could hear me. While he was carrying me downstairs, they took my purse and the whiskey, which they immediately opened and began to drink. He carried me into the basement. One of them turned on the light. It was an ordinary bulb that hung on wires from the ceiling. In the middle of the room, there was a dirty table. A backless bench and two rickety chairs were next to the wall. Tyrone put me down. They surrounded me.

“Now take your clothes off, whore, because if we take them off, you’ll be goin’ home naked.” The fat guy said. I started shaking my head. I almost cried when I was slapped again. I felt like I would faint. Again they caught me so that I wouldn’t fall down. 

“Take it easy, Steven. You’ll kill her, fucker.” I heard Mike. “The girl will take her clothes off. Is that so, girl? Tell us your name.”

I just nodded and barely stammered my name. 

“You’re sayin’ you’re not a whore.” He continued. I told him I wasn’t, and he laughed. 

“Then you must’ve beenon your way to find a dick dressed like this. Come on, take them off. What are you waitin’ for? You asked for a dick. Now you’ll get a dick. Actually five ones. Seems like today’s your lucky day.”

I assessed the situation for a few seconds, slowly unbuttoning the buttons on my blouse. I looked down to the floor and shivered, aware of the fact that my wildest fantasy was playing out. Do you remember I told you about my fantasies?”

I surely remembered. Helen managed to fulfil most of her fantasies. Her wildest fantasy was to be attacked in a dark alley byseveral guys who would do all kinds of things to her. I was sure she would have fulfilled this fantasy of hers, too, if she hadn’t been afraid of encountering some crazy guys. I observed her with contempt and smiled. 

“Are you telling me your fantasy has been fulfilled?”

“Exactly.” She said calmly and continued. “I realized that, in fact, Tyrone was right. It could really be my lucky day. I was sure they were onto me. I believed they clearly saw that I didn’t put up much resistance and that, in fact, I didn’t scream as much as I could and should in such a situation. I decided then to give myself to them completely. I took off my blouse. With a head movement, Tyrone showed to the guy behind me. 

“Give that to Jose to put it
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