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The Secretary

Mr. Bergman had helped Michelle carry her bags up to
her room. In the lift down to the lobby, he apologized once
more:

"You know, I'm really sorry about this," he
said.

Michelle waved her hand.

"Don't be. It's no big deal."

And furthermore, Michelle thought, it wasn't
even his fault.

Mr. Bergman had been invited to speak at the
conference and had asked Michelle, his secretary, to come along.
Whoever had been in charge of the hotel bookings had made a mistake
and placed the two of them in separate hotels.

As a result, Mr. Bergman now stayed at the
airport Hilton, and had offered to escort Michelle to her hotel - a
tourist-class accommodation in a seedy part of town.

"I'm glad you don't think so," Mr. Bergman
said as they stepped out into the lobby. "But at least let me buy
you a drink."

Michelle looked at him, smiling. She had been
working for Mr. Bergman for three years and liked the job. He, too,
seemed very satisfied.

He was a handsome man, she thought, tall and
dark, in his late thirties. As far as she could make out through
the business suits he always wore, he was in great shape. And she
was pretty sure he was single - just like her.

Still, he had never responded to her in a
sexual way.

Too bad, really. Well - maybe she wasn't his
type. Maybe he was being very professional about it. Or maybe -
perish the thought - he was gay? Anyway, having a casual chat with
Mr. Bergman over a drink would be nice.

If he came on to her, she might actually
consider sleeping with him. Otherwise, she could just go back to
her hotel. If she had to sleep alone tonight, she had her vivid
sexual fantasies to keep her company. Her current favorite -
although she was ashamed to admit it - involved being raped by a
gang of bikers.

Michelle's mind had drifted, and as the kinky
images invaded her mind, she suddenly realized where she was - and
that Mr. Bergman was actually waiting for an answer.

"Er, okay," she said, blushing. "Thanks."

"That's the least I can do," Mr. Bergman
said. "And I know a nice place just a five minute walk from
here."

They left the hotel and walked down the
street, Mr. Bergman leading the way. Night was falling and the wet
asphalt glistened in the glow of the streetlights.

"It really is a nice city," Mr. Bergman said.
"Though it may be hard to tell."

Michelle looked around as they walked. The
neighborhood seemed to consist mainly of run-down apartment blocks,
the ground floors occupied by darkened bars, sex shops and other
businesses to obscure to make out.

"It sure has, ummm... character," she
said.

Mr. Bergman laughed.

"You can say that again," he said. "But here
we are - I'm sure this will be a pleasant surprise."

As they walked into the bar, Michelle agreed.
Like the other bars in the area, this one was pretty dark - but in
a very tasteful manner, decorated in dark woodwork and deep reds.
The lighting was discrete, and the seating arranged in small
booths, enabling guests to have at least a little privacy.

"It's nice," Michelle said.

"What are you having?" Mr. Bergman asked.

Michelle ordered a gin and tonic and sat down
at their table as Mr. Bergman got the drinks at the bar. He
returned with her drink and an imported beer for himself.

"Cheers," he said.

Michelle took a sip of her drink. God, she
needed that. Due to endless delays at the airport, it had nearly
taken them all day to get here. Michelle would be turning in early
tonight - she was tired.

"So," she asked, "you knew this place? You've
been here before?"

"Oh yeah," Mr. Bergman said. "A lot of these
conferences take place here. So I've been here several times - but
never before with such a lovely companion."

Michelle almost choked on her drink. Had he
actually just said that? Mr. Bergman? Mr. discretion himself? She
coughed.

"Oh, I'm sorry," Mr. Bergman said. "I didn't
mean to..."

"No, not at all," she gasped, coughing again.
"Very nice of you to say that. I just never..."

She stopped. She couldn't really complain
about his lack of sexual interest. Or could she?

"Michelle," he said quietly. "We have a work
relationship. And if we had anything else, I believe it would make
both our jobs far too complicated. Which doesn't mean that I can't
appreciate female beauty when I see it. Am I making sense at
all?"

Yeah, well, Michelle supposed he was. So he
was being professional about it. Damn. Looked like she'd spend the
night in the company of the hotel mini bar and her biker
fantasy.

"You're making perfect sense," she said,
forcing a smile. "Sometimes I just wish we didn't have that work
relationship - that we were more like normal people."

Mr. Bergman laughed.

"You know," he said, "I shouldn't really say
this - but I know what you mean."

Michelle laughed, too - sincerely this
time.

They finished their drinks and Mr. Bergman
bought another round. They chatted about this and that, but
Michelle was tired and found her mind drifting off towards her
hotel bed, the mini bar - and the biker fantasy.

"Thank you for the drinks," she said, "but I
really must be getting to bed. It's been a long day."

"It sure has," Mr. Bergman said.

They both got up and left the bar.

Back on the street, Mr. Bergman hailed a cab
for himself.

"Will you be okay?" he asked.

"Sure," Michelle said. "Like you said, it's
only a five minute walk. And the night air will do me good."

"Okay," he said, getting into the cab. "See
you tomorrow."

"Bye," she called.

The cab drove away. Michelle looked around
and started walking back the way they'd come.

The street was empty, and just a bit too
quiet. The combination of streetlights and neon lights was hardly
enough to illuminate the neighborhood. Michelle shivered and kept
walking.

She had expected to check into the airport
Hilton along with Mr. Bergman and was dressed accordingly: In her
short black skirt, loose white blouse and high heels. She had let
her long, blonde hair down and looked stunning: A beautiful, young
woman of twenty-four walking through the dark, deserted streets at
night.

At the next intersection, she stopped for a
second. They'd made a turn somewhere. Was it here? Yes, she told
herself. It must be. And no - she wasn't lost.

Michelle turned right, down another darkened
street, trying to convince herself that this was the right
direction. And that's when she heard them.

Footsteps.

She didn't dare stop or turn around. Don't
panic, she told herself. It's probably nothing. Just keep on
walking.

So she did. And the footsteps - somehow she
knew it was a man's footsteps - kept getting closer. And as she
stopped at a pedestrian crossing, they stopped, too!

Michelle tried hard not to panic, but this
was wrong. Completely wrong. And suddenly she wondered: Had there
been one or two set of footsteps? As the light turned to green, she
walked briskly to the other side, the footsteps still following
her. She increased her pace, and they followed, getting ever
closer. And - oh God - there were two men following her.

Michelle ran, but she heard the two men
closing in behind her. Oh no, she thought, oh no... She was panting
with exhaustion, and as the men got closer, she could hear their
breathing, too. Please, she thought...

And then a strong hand grabbed her arm.
Michelle screamed.

"Shut up," a rough voice said as another hand
grabbed her other arm. "You just come along here."

The men dragged her into an alley, surrounded
on three sides by tall brick walls. The asphalt glistened, lit by a
single, naked light bulb on one of the walls. A huge motorcycle was
parked just below it.

For the first time, Michelle caught a glimpse
of her capturers. They were tough-looking biker types. One of them
was tall and blond, his hair in a long ponytail. The other was
short and squat, completely bald, but with a neatly trimmed black
beard. Both of them were dressed in jeans, t-shirts and leather
jackets.

"Please," she whimpered.

"Come here," the tall man ordered, making her
face the wall and pushing her up against it.

Michelle felt the rough brick wall against
her cheek and shivered. The strong hand held her in place. She
couldn't move.

"Let me go," she pleaded.

"There, there, honey," the other man said,
his voice deep and hoarse. "We're not gonna hurt you."

"No," the tall man said, "we're just going to
play with you."

Michelle groaned. Then, she felt his hands
between her thighs, strong, rough hands, moving towards her
crotch.

"No!" she said, trying to break free.

She felt another pair of hands on her
shoulders, forcing her up against the wall: The bald guy had come
to his friend's aid. She sighed. This was hopeless.

She felt the fingers pushing against the
fabric of her panties, pulling them aside. As a rough finger
touched her labia, she gasped.

"No. Please," she whispered.

The finger began moving against her flesh,
massaging her. Gently, the biker rubbed his finger rhythmically
against her pussy lips, probing at her sex. Michelle closed her
eyes as the biker kept massaging her slit, gradually slipping his
fingertip into her pussy.

"No. Stop it..." she whimpered.

As the two men pinned her against the wall,
Michelle felt the finger entering her again and again, exploring
her reluctant crevice. And (oh God, this can't be happening)...

... she was getting wet.

Once again, Michelle struggled to break free.
But the two men merely applied even more force and held her still,
fixated up against the brick wall.

"P-p-please," she sobbed.

Love juice wet the biker's finger, as it
gently poked Michelle's flesh. Slowly, a fraction of an inch at a
time, it slipped further and further into her moist flesh. In a
slow, sensuous rhythm, the biker masturbated her pussy with his
finger.

Then, she felt his thumb reaching around to
touch her clit. Michelle jumped as he found it and gently began
circling his thumb around the base of her love button. Fucking her
with one digit and massaging her clit with his thumb, the biker
made Michelle squirm and moan with pleasure.

"Stop it! Stop it!" she sobbed.

"I think she likes it," the bald man
said.

"No," she whimpered, ashamed - though in fact
she was close to an orgasm.

What was happening? Why would this turn her
on? She was a well-paid secretary, working for an important
executive. And being raped by two creeps in a dark alley turned her
on?

And suddenly she realized: This was her
fantasy. Her biker fantasy had unexpectedly come true. Not like a
dream, but as a nightmare. But still: Close enough to her fantasy
to make her excited against her will.

Something soft and wet touched her labia. Oh
God, Michelle thought, it was his tongue. The biker was licking her
pussy. She heard him slurping at her wet flesh as his tongue lapped
up her juice. Greedily, he licked and sucked at her tender
cunt.

Michelle closed her eyes and rested her cheek
against the rough brick wall. She gave in to the sensations of
pleasure and let the biker lick her pussy. He seemed to sense her
surrender. Grunting, he began sucking at her slit with even greater
vigor, drinking the wetness from her excited crevice.

"Ahhh," she sighed.

The bald man grabbed her long blonde hair,
pulling her head back.

"Look at me," he ordered, and Michelle opened
her eyes. His eyes were gleaming, mad with excitement.

"Yeah, I knew you'd like it," he grinned.

"I..." Michelle began.

"You nasty little slut," the bald man said.
"Boy, are we gonna have fun with you tonight."

Then, she heard the sound of a zipper
opening.

"Spread your legs," the man behind her said.
"Spread them wide."

As Michelle hesitated, she felt his hands
grabbing the insides of her thighs pushing her legs apart. She
steadied herself against the wall. The bald man held her shoulders,
keeping her still.

"Okay," he said. "Go ahead."

Michelle's head was spinning. She knew what
was next, and sure enough: Soon she felt his fingers pulling the
crotch of her panties aside. And then something warm and swollen
pushed hard against her pussy - the tall man's erect cock.

"Yeah," he said. "Open wide, baby. Here comes
my cock."

"Ahhh," she moaned as he pushed forward,
forcing the tip of his tool into her cunt.

It felt big, wide and hard, as it poked her.
But she was wet now, very wet, and inch-by-inch the bulging cock
entered her slit, slowly opening her tender flesh.

"Oh God," she whispered. "Oh God."

The biker grabbed her ass-cheeks and pulled
back. Then he thrust forward again, impaling Michelle on his rigid
cock.

"Aaah!" she cried.

Again and again the biker lunged forward,
thrusting his excited cock in and out of her slit with fast and
powerful strokes.

"Unh! Unh!" he grunted, fucking her hard up
against the wall.

Michelle's entire body shook. The biker
hammered into her sex with animal savagery - and she was excited,
excited as hell. She was being raped, but it felt so good, she
never wanted him to stop. She wanted him to keep going, to fuck her
like the filthy animal he was.

"Ohhh..." she groaned.

She heard another zipper opening and saw the
bald man holding his erect cock. It was about average length, but
very fat. The bald man began stroking his cock as he watched his
friend fuck Michelle.

"Yeah," he shouted, masturbating. "Fuck her
hard. Make her come."

He grabbed her by the hair again.

"Are you coming, slut?" he hissed.

And yes, Michelle realized she was. A
powerful orgasm was building up inside her, ready to knock her off
her feet. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to scream out loud
with pleasure.

The tall man leaned over her, still
vigorously hammering his cock into her pussy.

"Come for me, baby," he whispered into her
ear. "You know you want to."

Michelle sobbed helplessly, fixing her gaze
on the bald man's cock. He obviously enjoyed showed off his erect
cock to her, letting her watch as he masturbated - shamelessly.

"Ohmigod," she gasped.

It was happening. No stopping it now.

A few more times the tall man's rigid cock
thrust into her juicy cunt, and then - she came.

"Aaah!" she cried. "Aaah!"

It was a powerful orgasm. For a split second
she was unaware of anything but the gigantic rush of pleasure
pulsing through her helpless body. Her sex kept oozing juice,
drenching the fat cock inside her.

"Yeah," the tall man grunted.

He had slowed down his pace a bit, but was
still fucking her deep and hard. His cock slid smoothly in and out
of her, making little wet noises.

Eventually he pulled out, letting Michelle
stand by herself. She leaned against the wall, trembling.

"Oh God," she whispered.

"You can thank us later," the tall man said.
"Now get down on your hands and knees."

Michelle turned her head, looking at him. She
didn't understand.

"You heard the man," the bald guy said, his
stiff cock sticking out of his jeans and jerking slightly up and
down. "Get down!"

Michelle looked down at the wet asphalt,
rough and shiny, lit by the light bulb on the wall. She couldn't.
She was a well-paid secretary, working for a very important
executive. No way was she going to lie on her hands and knees on
that dirty piece of asphalt.

Finally, the tall man pushed her hard, making
her fall to the ground.

"Oooh!" she screamed, as she landed on her
hands and knees.

The rough asphalt felt cold and wet on her
bruised skin. Michelle looked up at the two men. They were grinning
widely. For a second she considered getting up, but that would be
futile: They would just push her back down. They had her just the
way they wanted her, and there was nothing she could do about
it.

The bald man knelt down behind her. His rough
hands lifted up her short skirt and began peeling off her panties.
Moaning helplessly, Michelle lifted up her knees one by one, as he
removed her panties and threw them on the wet asphalt.

She was now lying on her hands and knees in
the alley, her naked ass exposed to the bald biker behind her. And
soon, she felt the tip of his cock touching her cunt. The other man
knelt down in front of her face, pointing his glistening wet cock
at her mouth.

"Open wide," he gasped.

Michelle felt the bald biker's cock pushing
slowly into her slit from behind. She was very wet, but to yield to
the huge girth of his tool she had to spread her legs as wide as
she could, feeling her sex muscle stretch as he entered her.

As she opened her mouth, the tall man slid
his cock in between her lips. She noticed the taste of her own
juices on his rigid cock. Excited, Michelle sucked on the head of
his tool, her mouth rhythmically massaging the bulbous helmet.

"Yeah," the biker groaned. "Suck my
cock."

The bald man had now buried the entire length
of his hard shaft in her tender insides. Grunting, he began
thrusting into her, pumping his fat tool into her pussy. He was
relentless. Over and over, he hammered his thick cock all the way
into her stretching flesh.

The tall man looked down at his cock, sliding
it slowly in and out of Michelle's mouth. He seemed to love
watching it glisten, slick and wet from her saliva.

"Make it wet," he whispered. "Make it nice
and wet."

Obediently, Michelle slobbered all over the
shaft, covering his cock with her spit. She felt his tool growing
harder and harder as he slowly moved his cock in and out of her
mouth.

The bald man grabbed her ass, stabbing away
at her cunt, grunting like an animal.

"You like that, huh?" he said. "Like to feel
my fat cock inside your pussy?"

"Mmm!" she cried, her voice stifled by the
tall man's cock filling her mouth.

But yes, she realized: She loved it. It was
hard for Michelle to admit to herself that being raped gave her
such immense pleasure, but her first orgasm had weakened her
defenses. And as the bald man kept thrusting his fat tool into her
slippery slit, she felt another one approaching.

Michelle's body was trembling. The tall man
slowly slid his stiff cock all the way out of her mouth, the shaft
glistening with her saliva.

"Oh God," she gasped, as the bald man's
savage fucking brought her ever closer to another climax. "Oh
God."

The tall man grinned, slowly sliding his cock
in between her wet lips again.

"Keep going," he called out to his buddy.
"The little slut is gonna come again."

This seemed to excite the bald man even more.
Brutally, he drove the entire length of his hardened cock into
Michelle's tender flesh. Again and again he thrust into her,
uttering inarticulate grunts of pure animal lust.

"Hunh!" he yelled in time with his powerful
strokes. "Hunh! Hunh!"

Her head was spinning. Yes - she was about to
come. She was about to come right now. It was as if she was no
longer the well-paid secretary - she was a horny slut, a biker
chick. On her hands and knees in a dark alley, fucked by two
bikers, one cock in her cunt and one in her mouth. God, it turned
her on...

"Mmm!"

Michelle tried to scream, as the orgasm hit
her, her entire body tensing up, overcome with pleasure. Grinning,
the tall man removed his cock from her mouth, saliva dripping from
the rigid shaft onto the asphalt.

"Aaah!" she screamed, shivering
uncontrollably.

She felt the bald man's cock swelling inside
her cunt, as he kept thrusting it into her. He was about to come,
too.

"Yeah!" he yelled.

To her surprise, he suddenly pulled his cock
out of her pussy. She heard him grunting behind her, apparently
masturbating, because suddenly the first hot spurt of semen landed
on her ass.

"Huhhh!" he roared.

Again and again, his pumping cock shot sperm
all over her, landing on her naked ass-cheeks. The biker shouted
out loud with pleasure, long creamy jets flying from his cock,
spattering her ass.

Is it getting on my clothes, too? Michelle
thought. Oh God, please don't let him stain my blouse...

The tall man was masturbating, too,
vigorously stroking his erect cock as he watched them. The sight of
his buddy ejaculating all over Michelle finally brought him
off.

"Yeah," he whispered hoarsely. "Here I go,
baby."

He poked his swelling cock against her lips.
He wanted to come in her mouth.

Reluctantly, Michelle parted her lips,
letting him slide it inside. As his cock made contact with the soft
wet insides of her mouth, it immediately exploded.

"Ahhh!" he yelled, as his cock pumped the
first spurt of semen into her mouth. "Swallow! Take it all!"

Michelle gulped, drinking down the spicy
taste of the tall man's semen. His jerking cock kept squirting its
thick liquid into her mouth. She tried her best to swallow it all,
but there was too much. Creamy semen trickled down her chin,
dripping onto the asphalt.

Finally, his ejaculation subsided, and he
slid the warm, slippery cock out of Michelle's mouth.

The two men stood in front of her, zipping
up. She thought that maybe now they'd let her go. But then she
realized: That was not what she wanted them to do. She wanted more,
wanted them to rape her again.

The tall man pulled her to her feet and held
her tight.

"Oh yes," she heard herself whisper. "Don't
stop."

The bald man walked up to her and ripped open
her blouse, pulling it off and throwing it on the ground. She
thought she saw specks of semen on it, but she wasn't sure. Next,
the bald man tore off her bra and her skirt.

Michelle was now naked, except for her
high-heeled shoes, her beautiful body lit by the single light bulb
in the alley. The bald man pinched one of her nipples with two
fingers. The nipple was already hard. God, she was horny. She just
wanted them to fuck her again - fuck her hard and come all over
her.

The two men grabbed Michelle's arms and
pulled her towards the motorcycle. They placed her on her back on
the seat, pulling her hands toward the handlebars. The leather seat
felt cold against her naked back.

"Please," she whimpered. "Fuck me again."

The tall man laughed fiendishly.

"Hehe," he said. "Crazy bitch."

"You're gonna get what's coming to you," the
bald man sneered. "Don't worry."

Michelle saw that he was holding a roll of
duct tape. Seconds later, he was taping her right wrist to the
handlebar of the motorcycle. And then, he taped her left wrist,
too. Michelle tugged at the tape, but it was no use: She was tied
up. Naked and tied to a motorcycle.

"Beautiful," a voice said. "Well done,
guys."

Michelle stirred. It wasn't one of the bikers
talking. It was someone else, and... she knew that voice. Looking
up, she saw a figure appearing from the shadows of the alley.

It was Mr. Bergman.

"Oh God," she whimpered.

She had already been raped by two bikers. And
now, as she lay tied to their motorcycle, naked, her boss had to
walk in on them. Her boss, whom she had lusted after for years.

Still, all Michelle could think off was: When
were they going to fuck her again? She wanted them to rape her once
more. Surely, Mr. Bergman would enjoy watching that. Or
maybe...

Zzzip!

Mr. Bergman opened the fly of his business
suit, and his erect cock popped out. It was quite long and
extremely hard. He must have been watching, as the bikers fucked
her. Michelle could hardly imagine him doing something like
that.

Mr. Bergman walked towards the motorcycle and
stood between Michelle's legs, his stiff cock pointing towards her
pussy. By now, she was beside herself with lust, wanting to be
fucked by anyone. Anyone - but Mr. Bergman would be wonderful.

"Ohhh," she whispered. "Fuck me,
please..."

She wanted to touch herself, wanted to
masturbate in front of him. But her hands were tied to the
handlebars with duct tape. And all she could do was spread her
trembling legs, offering him her succulent cunt. She felt her
juices trickling down the insides of her thighs onto the leather
seat.

Mr. Bergman just stood there, his excited
cock jerking slightly. The bikers came closer, curious.

"You want this cock?" Mr. Bergman asked.

"Oh yes," Michelle gasped. "Please..."

"Very well, then," Mr. Bergman said. "Let's
go to my hotel room."

Michelle couldn't believe her ears. In her
hyper-excited state, she couldn't imagine waiting even a few
minutes. She wanted his cock now.

"No!" she cried. "I didn't... no..."

"I'm sorry," Mr. Bergman said, smiling. "I
don't understand. What is it you want?"

Naked, tied to the bikers' motorcycle,
Michelle was on the verge of tears from lust.

"Fuck me right now," she begged. "Let them
watch. I don't care. In fact, I want them to watch as you fuck me.
Just give me that big, hard cock right now! I'm so horny, I can't
wait any longer..."

Mr. Bergman was grinning. With one hand, he
grabbed his erect cock, guiding it towards the entrance to
Michelle's pussy.

"That sure sounds like an invitation," he
said. "Alright, baby. Here it comes."

And with one enormous thrust, he slid his
long, hard cock all the way into Michelle's dripping wet cunt.

"Aaah!" she cried.

Oh God, she thought, this is heaven - this is
bliss. At the height of her excitement, she was fucked by the man
of her dreams. Her next climax could be imminent, but she wanted to
savor every second.

"All right, Michelle," Mr. Bergman said.
"This is it. I'm gonna fuck you like you've never been fucked
before. Do you hear me?"

He let his cock slide all the way out, and
then rammed it in again with one powerful stroke. Over and over, he
stabbed her with his bone-hard tool, making her moan with
pleasure.

The two bikers stood around the motorcycle,
watching the scene with glazed eyes. Slowly, they unzipped their
jeans and took out their semi-erect cocks. As Mr. Bergman kept
fucking his naked, bound secretary, they began to masturbate.

Michelle bit her lip, realizing that she was
about to come again already. Her tender pussy impaled by the
rhythmic thrusts of Mr. Bergman's cunt, she felt the pleasure
building inside her body, finally reaching an explosive high.

"Aaah!" she screamed, as she climaxed.

Michelle didn't know if she had ever come
this hard. Shivering and squirming, she gave in to the sensation of
pure physical ecstasy.

Mr. Bergman never stopped fucking her. He
slowed down the pace slightly, his rigid tool moving in and out of
her slick cunt. One hand kneading her breast, he began gently
massaging the base of her clit with his other thumb.

Michelle whimpered helplessly, tears of joy
flowing down her cheeks. The bikers stood next to her face,
masturbating at the sight. After witnessing Michelle's violent
orgasm, their cocks had once more become hard as steel.

The bald man put his cock to her mouth and
tried to push her lips apart with his fingers.

"Don't!" Mr. Bergman said. "She's not gonna
suck you now. I want to watch her face as I fuck her. Eh, Michelle.
Do you like that?"

"I love it," she whispered. "Don't stop."

As Mr. Bergman's stiff tool pounded into her
sex, it was as if her last orgasm had never really subsided. But
already, she felt the sensations of pleasure building towards a new
climax.

"Oh, God," she sobbed. "Oh, please..."

Michelle felt that her next orgasm would be
so powerful she'd faint. She wanted him to stop - she couldn't take
anymore. And yet, the excitement was too great. If she didn't get
her release, it would drive her insane.

She struggled feebly on the seat of the
motorcycle, the bikers slowly masturbating, as Mr. Bergman's long
hard cock entered her cunt again and again. Pinching her nipple and
stroking her clit, he fucked her relentlessly, driving his
throbbing shaft in and out her slit in a hard demanding rhythm.

"Yeah," he whispered. "Feel my cock inside
you."

Drops of sweat formed on his forehead. He was
fucking her with all his strength. Michelle screamed out loud, as
she felt what was happening. Mr. Bergman's fat tool thrust a few
more times into the wet depths of her pussy.

And she came again.

"Aaah!" she cried, throwing herself about on
the leather seat, her tied hands pulling helplessly at the duct
tape. "Aaah!"

"Fucking hell!" the bald man cried.

Clenching his bulging cock inside his fist,
he ejaculated immediately. The first long jet of sperm shot out of
his swollen cock, flying across Michelle's face and landing on her
left breast. As semen kept pumping out of his twitching tool, the
tall biker climaxed, too.

"Yeah!" he yelled, watching his cock jerking
rhythmically, as he came.

For some time, Michelle watched as the two
cocks ejaculated across her body. Powerful spurts of hot biker
sperm squirted from their hard rods, spattering her flushed skin
with creamy white stains.

"Unnnh!" Mr. Bergman yelled.

Michelle felt his cock swelling inside her
cunt, as he froze in mid-thrust.

"Oh yes," she whispered, wanting to feel him
coming inside her. "Give it to me!"

"Fuck!" he cried as the first jet of semen
shot deep into Michelle's pussy.

He grabbed her thighs, pushing his twitching
cock all the way inside her. She felt it pumping thick, hot sperm
into her tender cunt, filling her insides with his lusty cream.

"Yes," she whispered, shivering with
pleasure.

Mr. Bergman's orgasm seemed to go on forever,
unloading an unbelievable amount of semen inside Michelle's cunt.
But finally, the spurts became weaker, and he slid his glistening,
wet cock out of her slit.

"That was wonderful," she whispered.
"Really."

The bikers zipped up and untied her without a
word. She was still in a daze. She couldn't believe this had
happened. Couldn't believe that her boss had been behind it all.
And most of all, she couldn't believe how much pleasure it had
given her. Hell, tonight had been the best sex of her life.

Mr. Bergman smiled at her, relaxed. As
Michelle sat up on the motorcycle seat, the tall biker wrapped a
big towel around her.

"Of course," the bald man said, "we'll pay
for the clothes we ruined."

Michelle looked at him blankly. Oh yes, she
was naked. But she had forgotten all about her clothes. Now she saw
them, scattered all over the wet asphalt in the alley.

Mr. Bergman nodded, slowly tucking his soft
cock into his suit pants and zipping up.

"Of course," he said.

Michelle looked around.

"But..." she stuttered. "Can you help me get
back to my hotel?"

"Your hotel?" Mr. Bergman asked, grinning.
"No need for that."

"Sorry?"

"I managed to change my reservation. We now
have a double room at my hotel, if that's okay with you."

"Oh, thank you," Michelle gasped, throwing
her naked arms around Mr. Bergman.

"Will you call a cab?" he asked. And one of
the bikers produced a cell phone.

Minutes later, the cab drove up. As Michelle
entered, wearing only high heels and towel, the driver looked
puzzled, and then shook his head. Mr. Bergman climbed into the back
seat, next to Michelle. As they drove off, she saw the two bikers
waving at them.

As Mr. Bergman smiled at her, she smiled
back. She briefly wondered whether this was going to have any
consequences, job-wise.

Then she realized one thing:

With sex like this, she couldn't care
less.


 The Bath
Attendant

Nicole was hastily packing her bag, just throwing
stuff into it: Bikini, towels, bath slippers, purse...

She looked at her watch. Damn, it was late.
The swimming bath would be closed in less than an hour.

But she had made up her mind that she would
go anyway.

Nicole had a perfect body, and she liked to
stay fit: Jogging, cycling, working out, whatever. But swimming was
still her favourite form of exercise. She just loved the sensual
feeling of being immersed in the warm water of the pool.

She zipped up the bag and left her apartment,
walking briskly towards the swimming bath.

Yeah, the sensual feeling of the water -
Nicole was a sensual girl, with a relaxed attitude towards sex.

She wouldn't call herself promiscuous, and
she was certainly not a nymphomaniac: How often she got laid was no
big deal for her. In fact, she frequently went without it for
weeks.

Today (like every day this week) she had
woken up by herself. That was okay. She had masturbated, fingering
herself to three satisfying orgasms, before she had got up to go to
work.

But on the other hand, if she met a man she
liked - why shouldn't they enjoy each other's company? She had no
problems with one-night stands. Sex could be a purely sensual
pleasure - and why not indulge? It was nobody's business but hers
and her partner's. Was it?

She looked at her watch again. Well, there
would only be time for a brief swim, but that would have to do. She
dashed across the street, narrowly avoiding a car.

People had a strange attitude towards sex,
Nicole thought: It was a very sensual and enjoyable experience, and
wasn’t that the most important thing?

Also, a lot of her friends thought that men
were kinda scary. Yeah, well, maybe – but she’d always felt that
she was in control. Once she was naked, showing off her shapely
body, any man turned into a salivating puppy – willing to do
anything in the world just for the privilege of fucking her. Men
were such slaves to their dicks, it made her laugh.

Nicole rushed through the doors of the
swimming bath, heading for the ticket booth.

"Hi," she said to the ticket seller. "I'm
late - I know."

"Hey," he said smiling. "I don't mind."

Nicole smiled, too. He was a good-looking
guy. Dark, slim and fit - exactly her type.

"No," she stuttered. "No, of course not. I'll
be quick."

The guy laughed.

"Yes, very funny," Nicole said, composing
herself. "I bet you're thinking about how fast I can get out of my
clothes, right?"

"No, no," the ticket guy said. "I
wasn't."

He looked at her for a moment. She was
dressed in a short skirt that revealed her long, slender legs - and
a tight blouse that emphasized her beautiful, shapely breasts. He
took a deep breath.

"But now I am," he said.

"You bastard," Nicole laughed. "I really
should complain about you."

"Well, that would be the first time, then,"
he grinned.

Shaking her head, Nicole paid for her ticket
and hurried towards the locker rooms.

"See you around," she shouted back at
him.

The ticket seller smiled, watching her
beautiful ass bouncing along, as she ran along the corridor in her
high-heeled shoes. God, she was a sexy thing. It wasn't often his
dick got hard at the sight of a fully-dressed girl. But it was
getting hard now...

Half an hour later, Nicole was done swimming
and just floated lazily in the warm water of the pool. She was all
alone in the hall.

Outside the windows of the swimming bath
night was falling. The fluorescent lights lighted the hall, but the
sky outside was turning a darker and darker shade of blue.

Again, Nicole thought of her flirt with the
guy in the ticket sales. She hadn't noticed him before today, but
he was really cute. She wished he'd be there again the next time -
maybe they could get together. For some reason, she imagined that
was really great in bed.

Without noticing it, she let her finger slip
inside her panties, and slowly she began caressing herself under
water. Carefully she parted her labia and let a finger circle her
clit. It felt wonderful. Shivering with lust, she closed her eyes
and visualized the handsome ticket seller. Nicole closed her eyes
and let two fingers slide rhythmically back and forth next to her
tiny love button. She moaned quietly.

"Everybody out."

Nicole froze at the sound of the deep male
voice.

Opening her eyes, she saw the bath attendant
walking along the edge of the pool in his white working
clothes.

"We're closing."

She looked him over as he stood there in
front of her. No, he definitely wasn't her type: A big, thickset
man, his crew-cut hair was a remarkably light shade of blonde, and
the backs of his hands were covered with blonde hair. Yes, his
entire body was probably hairy. Nicole shivered at the thought.

"Are you deaf?" he asked angrily. "Get
out!"

She stretched in front of him, letting him
see her firm, round breasts swelling inside her small bikini top.
Then she brushed her long, dark hair aside and looked at him
pleadingly.

"Ah, please?" she purred. "Just a few more
minutes?"

Coolly, the bath attendant looked her shapely
body over thoroughly. Then he put down his toolbox, turned around
and walked by the edge of the pool out of the hall.

Smiling to herself, Nicole laid back in the
warm water. Outside the hall she heard the sounds of doors closing
and locks slamming shut. And a few minutes later the bath attendant
was back.

"Okay. Now get up here," he ordered.

"But, I thought..." Nicole protested,
confused.

"Shut up," the attendant snarled. "Get out.
Now."

Hesitantly, Nicole got out of the pool. The
bath attendant studied her sopping wet body without batting an
eyelid.

"Lie down over there," he said, pointing to a
wooden bench next to the pool. She looked at him blankly.

"Come on," he said impatiently. "Lie down. On
your back."

He's gotta be kidding, Nicole thought, this
just isn't happening. She looked at him again: Poor, ugly guy – who
would ever want to fuck him? He was probably horny as hell.
Typical: Another man – another slave to his dick. And today he was
lusting after her.

Fearlessly, smiling quietly to herself,
Nicole went over to the bench, water dripping from her body. Then
she lay down and made herself comfortable.

The bath attendant came over and knelt down
between her legs.

"Show me your pussy," he whispered.

Nicole didn't react, but then she felt his
hands softly grabbing her thighs and spreading her legs apart.

"Pull your panties aside and let me see your
pussy," he went on. And with one hand she pulled her wet bikini
panties aside, while her other hands parted her clean-shaven pussy
lips. Ever so slightly, letting the bath attendant glimpse the
moist pink insides of her pussy. He panted.

"Masturbate for me," he ordered. "I want to
watch."

Shamelessly Nicole spread her legs before his
eyes.

And slowly she began caressing herself:
Rhythmically, she stroked her labia up and down, slid a finger in
and out of her pussy and rubbed her little clit, making it swell
and harden.

"Yeah," the bath attendant whispered
hoarsely. He had got up and now stood massaging his member though
the fabric of his loose pants. "Grab your tits."

Sighing deeply, Nicole slipped her left
breast out of the wet bikini top. Still masturbating with one hand,
she grabbed her breast with the other, kneading it and pinching her
nipple.

She wasn’t at all self-conscious – she was
not ashamed of her beautiful body or her sexuality.

But still: All the time she knew that the
bath attendant was watching her - this big, brutal man who talked
so dirty to her. He had lusted after her from the start, but now
she was teasing him, turning him on even more. The thought of her
situation made Nicole shiver with excitement on the wooden
bench.

The bath attendant had pulled down his pants,
and his hard cock stood out straight. It was thick and wide, and
his swelling balls were covered with a thick layer of blonde hairs.
Now he straddled the bench, his member bouncing stiffly in front of
her face.

Then he grabbed her chin, fixing her eyes
with his firm gaze.

"Suck my cock," he ordered.

As Nicole opened her mouth, the bath
attendant guided the bulging head of his cock in between her red
lips.

The head alone almost filled her mouth, but
the bath attendant wasn't satisfied: Slowly he slid his hips
forwards, even further forwards. And inch by inch he filled her
mouth with his cock.

"Ohhh yeah, take it all the way," he
groaned.

Nicole felt the tip of his cock hitting the
roof of her mouth and pressed her hands against his muscular thighs
to stop him. And the bath attendant stopped - although only half of
his huge member was inside her mouth.

Instead he began making fucking motions. In a
slow rhythm he let his hard cock slide back and forth across
Nicole's soft tongue, out between her lips and back into her mouth
again. With manically precise hip motions he guided his fat tool in
and out, in and out between Nicole's softly sucking lips. She felt
the hard shaft trembling on her tongue, its wide head swelling like
a fleshy dome.

"Play with your pussy," the bath attendant
ordered, pumping his cock in and out of Nicole's mouth.

And she immediately pulled off her panties
and again began caressing herself. God, she was wet! She spread her
legs wide apart. Then she forced two fingers into her pussy,
letting them slide in and out, her other hands massaging her
little, hard clit. The love juices flowed down Nicole's hot thighs
and onto the wooden bench, while the bath attendant vigorously
fucked her mouth.

Suddenly he withdrew. With a wet smacking
sound the cock slipped out of her mouth, glistening with saliva. It
bounced stiffly in front of him, as he stood between her legs and
pulled his clothes off. And for the first time Nicole saw the bath
attendant in the nude.

His wide body was quite muscular, but she had
been right: His chest and stomach, yes, even his shoulders were
covered by a thick blanket of blonde hairs. Nicole writhed on the
bench, uttering a faint noise of disgust: She didn't want him. She
just didn't.

But who was she kidding? She had played her
little game, leading him on, teasing him, sucking his cock. He was
like an animal in heat. And now, she was afraid, she would just
have to pay the price.

The bath attendant just stood there, grinning
viciously, his rock-hard cock bouncing eagerly in front of her.
Suddenly he bent down and tore off her bikini top, so that she,
too, lay completely naked on the bench.

He stood for a while, watching her, his fist
clenching his hard cock. She met his gaze. His eyes were lustful,
but cold and merciless as well.

"I'm gonna give you the fucking of your
life!" he exclaimed - and immediately Nicole felt his rock-hard
cock forcing its way into her slit. Its entire length with one
single thrust.

Screaming loudly, she twisted beneath him,
but the bath attendant had already begun rhythmically driving it
into her. With every stroke, he slid the head of his cock all the
out between her labia, and then all the way in, in a brutal,
relentless pace.

The bath attendant grabbed her shoulders
hard, holding her down on the bench, fucking and fucking her.
Nicole gave in to her excitement and savoured the sensation of the
firm, powerful cock thrusting in and out of her pussy muscle. The
sweat poured from the bath attendant's body, dripping down on
Nicole's face and breasts, ran down his chest, his stomach, his
cock, mixing in her pussy with the juices of her own lust.

"Ooh, that's so good," she purred, the bath
attendant gasping with the strain. "Give me your fat cock. Fuck
me!"

She clasped her legs around his wide, hairy
back and dug her nails into his muscular buttocks.

"Arh," he yelled angrily without slowing
down.

He drove his thick, wet cock into Nicole
again and again. From the swollen head, the entire length of the
hard shaft, until his bristly pubes met her smooth pussy lips.
Thrust after thrust into the depths of her quivering flesh, until
Nicole finally lost control.

"Ohhh," she cried out loudly, her voice
echoing through the swimming-baths.

Her entire body gave in to the pleasure of a
violent orgasm. The juices of her lust flowed from her pussy, while
the bath attendant mercilessly kept driving his cock into her
tender pleasure zone.

"Oh, stop, stop," she sobbed - her climax
seemed to go on forever.

Helplessly, Nicole held on to the bath
attendant's huge, sweaty body, his cock still pumping into her
sex.

Finally he withdrew. Lifting her head, she
saw her juices dripping from his shiny, burning red cock.

Then he grabbed her body and quickly turned
her over, placing her belly-down on the bench. His strong hands
grabbed her hips, and Nicole felt the bath attendant's bone-hard
cock slowly entering her hot pussy from behind.

"Ohhh," she whispered huskily, collapsing on
the bench, exhausted.

"Yeah, lovely pussy," the bath attendant
growled.

He pressed his hips against hers and froze
for a few seconds. Nicole felt his blood-filled member throbbing
with excitement, swelling inside her tender flesh.

"I'm not done fucking you yet," the bath
attendant muttered and slowly slid his fat tool in and out of
her.

Yes.

Slowly.

Nicole shivered with pleasure. The motions of
his hard cock massaged the insides of her dripping wet flesh. So
incredibly good. She closed her eyes and clenched her love muscles
around his cock with every thrust. Nicole held on to the bench, as
the rhythmic pumping of the batch attendant drove her towards
another orgasm.

"Oooh," she whimpered, "oooh, oooh", her
entire body shaking on the bench.

Hot love juice drenched his hard cock,
trickling down his bulging balls.

The bath attendant's huge hands grabbed her
breasts, kneading them violently as his wide member slid into her
irresistible pussy. Nicole was gasping for breath, as she felt his
tempo increasing. Still more impatiently he buried his cock inside
her, and she came again.

A dizzying, unexpected orgasm, leaving Nicole
helplessly moaning on the bench. Ready to burst, the bath
attendant's cock kept plunging ever faster into her almost numb
pussy, until he, too, lost control.

"Ohhh," he yelled into the empty hall as he
started to ejaculate.

Nicole's eyes opened wide, as his cock
released the first hot spurt.

"Oh," she whispered, impressed, as she felt
the bath attendant's wildly jerking cock pumping long jets of semen
into her.

"Oh yes," he grunted, satisfied.

He pressed his abdomen against hers, forcing
the last thick droplets from his throbbing member. Hard and stiff
the cock stood inside Nicole's pussy for a while, until it slowly
collapsed, sliding out of her, wet and glistening.

The bath attendant staggered over to the
stands and sat down, exhausted. Nicole lay a while on the bench,
catching her breath. Slowly, she sat up, but at the same time she
heard footsteps outside the hall.

A figure came out of the darkness and walked
along the pool towards them. It was a tall, slim man in a white
t-shirt and jeans. Amazed, Nicole stared at the man. It was the
ticket seller.

"You?" she gasped.

"Yes, me," the ticket seller grinned. "Hello
again, young lady."

Looking at the bath attendant, he asked:

"Been enjoying yourselves, have you?"

"Yeah," the bath attendant said, panting
heavily. "I had to teach her a lesson."

"Okay," the ticket seller laughed, "I bet you
fucked the living daylights out of her."

The bath attendant sat in the stands,
sweating, his cock thick and limp between his legs.

"Well, Jack. You know me."

Jack laughed and turned towards Nicole.

"I don't blame you," he said. "She does look
kinda cute. I bet you used the toolbox, too?"

"Nah," the bath attendant said. "I didn't get
to that. I got so fucking horny."

"Really?" Jack said. "Okay, baby. We'd better
have a look at this then."

Hesitantly, Nicole sat on the bench, looking
on in bewilderment as Jack opened the toolbox.

"Oh yes," he said happily, lifting a pair of
handcuffs and a shiny steel vibrator from the box.

"It's playtime!"

Before Nicole had time to react, she lay on
her back, chained to the bench with the handcuffs. The metal felt
icy cold against her wrists. Smiling, Jack knelt down between her
legs with the vibrator. She shivered, as the cool metal slid across
her labia.

"So, did he fuck you?" Jack asked quietly,
and Nicole nodded.

"No, no," he corrected her. "Tell me about
it. What was it like?"

He let the cold steel tool slide across her
labia, letting it graze her clit, teasing, exciting her.

Nicole squirmed on the bench.

"It was great," she gasped. "His cock was so
thick and hard."

"Mmm," Jack said appreciatively. The cold
vibrator circled her clit, poking gently at the mouth of her pussy.
"Tell me more: Did he fuck you good?"

"Oh yes," Nicole moaned, pulling at the
handcuffs.

"He fucked me with his stiff cock. Oh yes,
keep going. And he made me come. Mmm. Yeah. And then he squirted
all his lovely cum into me."

Jack smiled. Then he turned on the vibrator,
letting the cold steel start buzzing against Nicole's clit,
eliciting a roar of animal lust.

"Hurhhh," she yelled.

Wild with pent-up lust she raised her hips
from the bench and started rotating her abdomen against the
vibrator. The bath attendant sat up, staring in fascination at the
handcuffed girl on the bench. Jack grabbed her rounded ass, as she
impatiently ground her wet pussy against the vibrating tool.

"Is that good, eh? Is that good?" Jack
whispered to her, as the vibrator buzzed around her clit, poked in
between her smooth pussy-lips, only to touch her clit again.

Nicole's arched her entire body on the bench,
as she screamed yet another orgasm out into the hall.

"Yeah," Jack growled.

And with a wild look in his eyes he drove the
buzzing steel tool deep into Nicole's wet, pulsating pussy.

"Ohhh," she cried, senseless with lust.

The feeling of the humming dildo buried in
her cunt in the midst of her climax was almost too much for her to
take. Shamelessly, she stretched her body on the bench, giving in
to pure pleasure.

Jack pulled the vibrator out of Nicole's
slithering flesh and put it to her mouth. Nastily, she licked the
metal tool, savouring the hot taste of her own pussy. Jack's finger
massaged her tiny, protruding clit, as he slowly slid the dildo in
and out of her mouth.

The bath attendant sat naked in the stands
watching them intently, his thick cock still soft between his legs.
But the sight of the horny Nicole subjected to

Jack's sexual games excited him, and his fat
member jerked involuntarily.

Again, Jack drove the steel vibrator into
Nicole's wet pussy, turned it on at the slowest, throbbing speed
and let go of it. Chained to the bench, Nicole squirmed lustfully,
her sex muscles rhythmically squeezing the metal tool.

Watching her greedily, Jack unbuttoned his
jeans and pulled out his long, rigid member. Nicole gasped at the
sight: It was remarkably long - even the exposed, bluish head was
somewhat elongated. His cock was hard as rock - the dark, bulging
veins clearly visible beneath the skin.

Slowly, Jack caressed his erect cock, as
clear liquid quietly ran from its tip, wetting his finger. He let
Nicole lick the juice off his fingers, as he turned the buzzing
vibrator around inside her pussy, his face an expressionless mask.
Then, suddenly, he pulled it out.

The next moment she felt the head of Jack's
cock entering her slit. Nicole clenched her teeth, as he slowly
forced the entire length of the shaft into her. It felt as hard as
the steel dildo, but considerably longer. Slowly he pulled out of
her, enjoying the sight of his cock glistening with her abundant
juices.

"Yes. Fuck her!"

That was the voice of the bath attendant,
hoarse with excitement. With glazed eyes he watched them, as Jack
grabbed Nicole's hips, burying every inch of his cock inside
her.

"Oooh yeah," she howled.

And eagerly Jack began pumping his rigid cock
in and out of her wet pussy. He let the head of his cock slide all
the way out between the smooth labia and back all the way in with
every thrust. Stab after stab in a hard, relentless beat, while
Nicole squirmed on the bench, pulling wildly at the handcuffs, the
jingling sound echoing in the empty swimming bath.

"Yeah," the bath attendant grunted. "Fuck her
little, wet cunt."

His fat cock was now semi-erect and he
masturbated shamelessly. Stroking his cock with his big, hairy
fist, he stared at Nicole, helplessly getting pounded by Jack's
bone-hard cock.

"Oh yes, fuck me," she gasped. "Give me your
long, hard cock. Fuck my wet pussy. Make me come."

"You're gonna come now," Jack hissed - it
sounded almost like an order. "My cock will make you come."

And twisting his hips in circling motions
between Nicole's widely spread legs, he drove his cock into every
corner of her succulent, trembling cunt.

"Ohhh yes," she cried. "I'm coming. Oh yes.
Oh yes."

Nicole's juices flowed around Jack's cock, as
the orgasm overpowered her. His face was a mad grimace of
excitement, as he kept forcing his long, hard cock into her over
and over.

"Arhhh," he yelled, desperately trying to
hold back his ejaculation.

He felt as if his sperm was about to boil
over - the pressure in his bursting balls grew every time he thrust
into Nicole's juicy, soft flesh.

The bath attendant stood next to them. Naked
and hairy he stood there, masturbating before Nicole's eyes. She
saw the round head of his cock bulging, as his hairy fist massaged
the fat shaft, until it leaked clear fluid from its tip.
Fascinated, the bath attendant stared at Jack's long cock, slipping
in fast strokes in and out of the handcuffed girl's pussy.

"Does it feel good?" Jack snarled, fucking
her like a madman. "Does the big cock feel good inside your randy
cunt?"

"Yes, yes," Nicole whimpered, his powerful
thrusts throwing her about on the wooden bench. "Fuck... me...
hard."

Immediately she felt something cold and hard
entering her anus. Jack had forced the tip of the steel vibrator
into her ass, and now he turned it on.

Nicole shouted out, as the dildo began
buzzing violently inside her anus. The bath attendant masturbated
like mad.

"Yeah, fuck her," he whispered.

Jack had slowed down a bit and now coolly
slid his stiff cock in and out of her - sometimes letting it slip
all the way out of her pussy, slapping her wet labia - only to let
the entire length enter her again. Nicole felt the cock filling
every inch of her sex, the steel vibrator teasing her ass, and
there was no turning back.

"I'm coming," she cried again. "Oh, help me,
I'm coming!"

Her vision went hazy, but she managed to
catch sight of Jack pulling his cock from her cunt, yelling wildly
as he started to ejaculate. Hot, white jets came pumping out of his
cock in long spurts, hitting Nicole's stomach and breasts.

Shivering with excitement the bath attendant
thrust his cock against Nicole's lips. Willingly, she opened her
mouth, letting his bursting member enter. It still had the spicy
taste of her own love juices. She watched Jack masturbating the
last drops of semen onto her thighs, and with an animal grunt the
bath attendant ejaculated in her mouth.

From the depths of his balls a hot jet of
sperm shot deep into to Nicole's throat. The bath attendant's huge
body jerked spasmodically, as spurt after spurt of thick, hot semen
spouted from his cock and into the sucking mouth of the handcuffed
girl. Obediently, she drank the hot liquid in big gulps, until she
had emptied him completely.

Nicole gasped, as the bath attendant pulled
his fat cock out of her mouth. The two men stood for a while,
watching her. The bath attendant stood naked and sweating, as Jack
calmly buttoned his jeans. Then she felt Jack unlocking the
handcuffs, freeing her hands again.

Jack nodded at the bath attendant and grabbed
her feet. She felt the bath attendant grabbing hold of her
shoulders, and in the next moment they threw her into the pool.
With a loud splash Nicole landed in the warm water. She dived to
the bottom and swam back up to the surface, feeling the water wash
the two men’s semen off her flushed skin.

Surfacing, Nicole shook the water from her
hair and looked at the men who had been her lovers. The bath
attendant lay exhausted in the stands, as Jack calmly put the
handcuffs and the vibrator back into the toolbox. Nicole rested her
elbows on the edge of the pool, looking at them cheekily.

"Tell me," she asked. "Exactly when do you
really close?"

The two men laughed.

"Just take your time," Jack said.

Smiling, Nicole slowly slid back into the
water.


The Subway

 It's a hot
day. Sandra is on the subway, holding on to the strap as the train
roars through the tunnels. The air rushes in through the open
windows, cooling her face with a dry and dirty smell. Every time
the train stops at a station, the heat becomes unbearable, making
Sandra wish it would start moving again. And then, after the loud
slamming of the door, it does.

Holding on to the hard plastic strap, Sandra
stretches her tall, slim body. She shakes her long reddish-brown
hair, letting it fall down her back. The seated passengers glance
at her with expressionless faces. Sandra is casually dressed, in a
white cotton t-shirt and a short denim skirt. But even today, she's
wearing her high heeled shoes and just a bit of makeup.

She's sweating - her skin is damp. Little
droplets of sweat are forming, rolling down her face, her arms, her
legs. She looks again at the seated passengers. Still no response -
she might as well be invisible.

Then she feels a hand touching her behind.
It's a man's hand, first stroking the fabric of her skirt, then
gently but firmly grabbing her ass. It's a strong hand, grabbing
her ass cheek, massaging and kneading it in a slow, sexy
rhythm.

Sandra feels the unshaven cheek of the man
next to her own. Above the roaring noise of the subway, she hears
him whispering into her ear:

"Don't turn around!"

Somehow, she doesn't even want to. This is
too exciting. Sandra feels the man's hand sliding under her skirt,
pushing her panties aside, touching the soft flesh of her pussy.
She moans softly, closing her eyes as she feels his forefinger
carefully stroking her labia.

She's standing with her legs close together,
the man forcing his hand in between her damp, sweaty thighs. He's
masturbating her with deep, slow strokes and Sandra feels herself
getting wet.

She opens her eyes. The seated passengers are
staring now. The man's hand still moving between her legs, she
looks at them: A young black kid is grinning at her. A woman about
her own age is looking shocked. A middle-aged man in an expensive
suit just sits watching her intently, a faint smile on his face.
And between her thighs she feels the man's hand massaging her
tender clit.

Then the train stops. The doors open and
people get in. And the man doesn't stop, just keeps the motion
going. Sandra hangs on the strap helplessly, exposed to the
strangers walking by her, her hardening nipples almost piercing the
fabric of her t-shirt. The doors are still open, exposing her to
everyone on the platform, as an unknown man is slowly masturbating
her.

Closing her eyes again, Sandra feels his
finger probing her pussy. Wanting to feel it inside her, she
spreads her legs slightly. As the rough, dry finger plunges into
her wet slit, the doors slam shut and the train starts moving
again.

The loud noise of the subway fills her ears
once again, as the man's finger slides in and out of her pussy,
fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. Sandra is gasping for air.
She is so wet.

She holds on to the strap with both her hands
as the train turns a corner, jerking them both to the side. Still,
the man keeps his finger inside her juicy love muscle, poking it
over and over.

Now she hears a different sound - a kind of
metallic jangling. And as she feels the cold steel closing around
her wrist, she knows: Handcuffs. Someone is chaining both her hands
to the same rod the straps are attached to. And as the steel clicks
around her other wrist, she's helpless.

Hanging handcuffed in the subway car, Sandra
smells the dry, dirty air rushing through the window and feels the
man masturbating her. But who did this? There has to be another man
behind her. As she yanks at the handcuffs, another man's voice
whispers into her ear:

"No. Don't turn around. Please."

Whimpering, Sandra looks at the passengers
again. They're still watching, just watching it happen. The woman
still looks shocked, but someone has her arm around her - probably
her boyfriend. The middle-aged man hasn't changed his expression at
all - he's obviously enjoying every second. And the young black kid
has unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, shamelessly
masturbating.

"Spread your legs," the first man whispers to
her.

And as Sandra stands on the floor, feet wide
apart, someone pushes her torso forwards, bending her over, her
chained arms stretching to the top of the car.

"Please..." she moans.

But as the man slides his finger all the way
out of her pussy, Sandra feels a different sensation. Something
cool and hard touches her labia, probing the moist entrance to her
pussy. And then she knows: It's a vibrator.

"Yeah," she hears a man's voice saying.

And bent over in middle of the speeding
subway car, Sandra feels the vibrator sliding all the way into her
burning hot pussy.

"Oh God," she whispers.

She can feel her love juices trickling down
the inside of her thighs. This really turns her on. She wriggles
her ass invitingly and feels a man's hand slapping her ass cheek
hard.

"Ow!" she shrieks.

"Shut up," the man says. "You love it, don't
you?"

And he slaps her again, hard, making her skin
burn.

"Turn it on," the man says.

Hanging by her cuffed hands, Sandra waits for
it. Going through a curve, the car jerks again, screeching, as the
man turns on the vibrator.

"Oooh," Sandra moans, as the deep electric
throbbing starts.

The vibrator shakes her tender pussy, teasing
her, making her wetter still. The man slaps her ass again. And
again.

"Yeah," she cries. "Slap me!"

And as one man spanks her burning ass-cheeks,
the other starts moving the vibrator back and forth. Purring and
throbbing, the electric cock slides in and out of her pussy.
Excited, Sandra starts thrusting her hips back and forth. And soon
the man just has to hold the vibrator still as Sandra slides her
pussy back and forth over the whirring dildo, leaving it wet and
glistening from her juices.

The lights go out in the car. In the total
darkness, the noise of the subway seems deafening. Sandra feels the
man pulling the vibrator out of her slit and hears the sound of a
zipper opening. Then she feels the tip of the unknown man's hard
cock probing the mouth of her pussy.

"Oh yes," she whispers into the darkness.
"Fuck me!"

She feels the man's fingers opening her labia
and then his hard cock sliding into her pussy. She hears him
groaning with lust as he holds his cock still inside her, letting
it swell and harden even more.

Suddenly, the lights come back on: The
fluorescent lights, blinking unevenly for a while until the car is
lit up like before. The man starts fucking Sandra from behind,
while the passengers sit blinking in the light. They can see him,
she thinks. And I can't.

She feels the stiffness of the man's long
cock, as he slowly plunges into her pussy, then pulls back and
slides it into her again. Moaning lustfully, Sandra feels her
juices flowing, lubricating the man's powerful tool.

Suddenly, the train speeds into a curve,
wheels screeching. The car jerks, throwing them both forward.
Sandra's arms are stretched behind her, pulling at the handcuffs,
as the man's body slams against her, impaling her soft flesh on his
rigid cock. "Aaah," she screams in pain and pleasure.

The train comes out of the curve, and the car
stabilizes its movement. Gently grabbing Sandra's hips, the man
pulls her back into position, right underneath the straps. Then
slowly, he slides his hard, slippery cock out of her pussy. Sandra
sighs, as she hears two or more male voices whispering behind her
back. She can't make out a single word.

She gasps, as someone pulls a dark, silky
strip of fabric in front of her eyes. They're blindfolding her! As
a man's hands ties the blindfold behind her head, all is dark. And
Sandra, a pretty young woman on her way home from work, hangs
handcuffed and blindfolded in the middle of a subway car. There is
a quiet murmur from the passengers.

She hears footsteps walking around her.
Someone grabs her t-shirt, pulling it out. Then she hears the
fabric being torn apart with a ripping sound, and strong hands pull
the shredded fabric from her torso. A man's hand grabs her full,
naked breasts as soon as they're exposed, other men just grunt in
approval.

Rough hands unbutton her skirt and pull if
off her. Then something cold and hard grazes her hip, and moments
later her panties have been cut apart and discarded. Now Sandra
stands naked in the car, except for her high-heeled shoes.

For a while, nothing happens. Hot and wet,
she hangs from her handcuffs, listening to the noise of the subway
train, waiting for the men to make use of her naked body again.

Then she senses the train slowing down.
Pulling into a station, it stops, and Sandra hears the doors open.
She hears the noise of passengers entering, passing her naked,
chained body. Some of them brush against her, some stroke her
breasts, her ass, her pussy. A delicate finger - perhaps a woman's
- gently massages her clit, making Sandra whimper with
pleasure.

As the doors close and the train begins
moving, the slender finger continues stroking her. The woman kisses
her breast, gently biting her nipple.

"Oh, yes," Sandra moans.

The finger slides into her dripping wet
pussy, slowly fucking her first with one, then with two fingers.
She feels the woman kissing her clit, sucking it with loud,
slurping noises as her fingers rhythmically probe Sandra's excited
slit.

She is gasping for air, pulling hard on her
handcuffs, her climax approaching. A man's hand grabs her breasts
from behind, squeezing her erect nipples. Sandra throws her head
back, crying out with pleasure:

"Oh yes! Ohhh! I'm coming!"

And as the woman sucks her clit into her
mouth, finger-fucking her in a furious tempo, Sandra is finally
overpowered by her orgasm.

"Ohhh! Ohhh!" she cries out, as her body
shakes with convulsions of lust.

The man behind her holds onto her breasts, as
the woman licks the love-juice from her tender flesh. Then she
gently
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