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Chapter 1.  Amsterdam and Drugs

In 1992 I had graduated college and wanted to spread my wings and venture out into the world.  I had been attending college for four years and needed a refreshing break.  I had made a lot of money that I had saved away from being a Dominatrix and decided that it was now time to enjoy it.

A friend of mine in the Dominatrix business had told me about Amsterdam and to me it sounded like the perfect place to visit.  Little did I know that I would end up living there for two years!

I booked a flight to Amsterdam, Holland (The Netherlands).  I had no idea what things were in store there for me.  This was an adventure, one that I would never forget.

The day arrived for me to catch my long flight.  It took all day with a two hour layover in London.  With the flight, layover and time difference, it was the next day that I flew into Schiphol Airport.  

The fog was thick and I wasn’t prepared for the humidity that I was about to encounter as I exited the plane. Holland weather in June was nothing to be happy about, if you weren’t used to humidity.  Remember, Holland is below sea level. My wavy hair became instantly curly as the moisture from the humid air hit me like a broken dike!

I was going to stay at friends flat in the small village of Hoofdorp, which was about twenty minutes from Amsterdam.  My friend was a model I had met while partying in Los Angeles.  I had mentioned to her that it would be fun to visit Amsterdam and she told me about her vacation flat and that she went there sometimes to veg out on drugs, sex and partying.  Something that Amsterdam is well known for.

After I picked up my bags at the baggage claim, I noticed several American fast food places at the airport and grinned to myself.  Even in another country, we still have an effect on them, although the USA was still known for being a prude country when it came to sexual activities.

I passed the metro station and waved a taxi to take me to my friend’s flat.  I noticed that there were a lot of tall people in Holland and most of them rode bicycles.  I mean, there were bicycles everywhere!  There were bicycles locked up on sidewalks, riding around and people were just sitting on them talking to one another.

I finally arrived at my friend’s flat and turned on the “air-co” which the Dutch refer to as air conditioning.  Once the place cooled down, I unpacked my suitcases, took a shower and then took a nap.  I was planning on venturing out that evening.

I had bought a book for touring Amsterdam, but then decided to just tour it on my own.  Once I awoke, I got dressed and took a taxi into the center of Amsterdam.  The driver was very nice.  In the center of Amsterdam, there are a lot of coffee shops.  I had always found it odd that they were called coffee shops, because they sold more drugs in these places than actual coffee.

If you’re planning a trip to Amsterdam anytime soon, I heard recently that the coffee shops are getting stricter all the time.  They are not allowed to promote drugs, including web sites.  They can't sell hard drugs.  You must be at least eighteen years old to be inside one and they require proof of age.  

They've limited selling to five grams with a maximum of 500 grams on the premises.  And, get this, they can't sell alcoholic beverages.  Go figure.  

The laws are always changing, so you might want to check into them before making that trek to an Amsterdam coffee shop.

A couple of the coffee shops that I can think of offhand to check out are:

Nescafe - Nes lane which off dam Square.

De Dampkring - Handboogstraat 29

So, you’re sitting in a Dutch coffee shop and you want to enjoy the pleasure of hash or marijuana that is being offered.  In Holland, these are called soft drugs.  

Although, for most Americans and tourists, they are not so soft.  Please be warned that Dutch quality is a lot stronger than what you are used to back at home.  Even if you think you can handle it, still start low and go slow at least for the first night. You don’t want to fall prey to someone wanting to take advantage of you.  So, just be cautious on the grade you decide on for your first time.

As for the Dutch law, they make a clear distinction between hard drugs, which are drugs with unacceptable risks involved and there are soft drugs, which are drugs with limited risks. Hard drugs are illegal and sentences run up to twelve years in prison.  So don’t end up spending your vacation or “chill” time sitting in a cell wondering what happened.  You have been warned.

Interestingly enough, the sale and use of soft drugs is illegal too, but use and possession for personal use, you can have up to thirty grams in your possession and they turn a blind eye and you will not be prosecuted.  Just keep that in mind.

The reason behind the Dutch government keeping soft drugs separate from the harder drugs, is it makes it possible to control it more and stop people from possibly turning to the harder drugs and staying away from crime and addiction.

I bet you are wondering if this actually works?  Well, according to statistics, there were 2.4 drug-related deaths per million inhabitants in 1996. In France it was 9.5, in Germany 20, in Sweden 23.5 and in Spain 27.1. According to the 1995 report of the European Monitoring Centre for Drugs and Drug Addiction in Lisbon, the Dutch have the lowest figures in Europe. You can find these statistics with the Justice Department.

So, now that you’ve been warned...  

If you’re like me and don’t like the smoke from hash or marijuana and want some tasty treats instead, you can always find the edibles in a coffee shop.  With a slice of “space cake” or “tea take” it is easy to acquire the same feeling of smoking it. With these, you just eat or drink them!

But, truth be told, hash cake or tea works very slow.  Although, be warned that it can take up to an hour to get "buzzed" and when it does it is very, very strong. Never eat a second slice unless you are used to it, because you may just end up being the entertainment for the evening and just embarrassing the hell out of yourself.

After living there for two years, I've had the opportunity to experience many Americans who think they are tough and can handle their drugs, but just end up clinging to a tree crying for their mommy because they think they are going to die. 

I'll admit, I've had that experience once or twice.  When that happens, just keep calm, do not panic and keep thinking and saying to yourself, “I am going to be ok.”  It takes about an hour before things calm down and hopefully you've learned your lesson the first time.  Sometimes though, it takes a few times to learn that lesson.

I remember after a few months living in Amsterdam, I was relaxing at a coffee shop and I was watching a tourist go overboard on the hash.  They fell straight off their chair onto the floor and hit their head on the ground and totally flipped out and lost control of their senses!  Again, be careful.

Rohypnol, also known as “roofies”, is also legal in Holland.  Here in America, we know it as the “date rape drug”.  It is a List 2 substance of the Opium Law and is available for prescription as 1 mg Rohypnol brand tablets and as 1 mg and 2 mg generic tablets.  Those who have prescriptions do sell them for recreational use.  Because of this, be careful to never leave your drink anywhere unattended.  You don’t want to be sold in to a sex slave ring.... Or worse!

There once was a time when Ecstasy, often referred to as “X” or “E”, was legal in Holland.  

Ecstasy is now illegal in all countries in the world due to a United Nations agreement.  Ecstasy has always been in the same category as heroin even though, Holland appointed expert committees to advise their government, and they said it should be moved to the lower category like marijuana.  

It is strongly advised to stay away from hard drugs while in Amsterdam.  Yes, it is very tempting, especially when you are in the center of the city. You will most likely be approached by guys, usually black guys, who will try to sell you cocaine, crack, meth or heroin.

However, remember this, if you do buy from them you are taking a very high risk of buying high priced worthless crap like chalk or aspirin.  That is if you are lucky and it’s not poison.  The best way to deal with these guys if you run in to them and most likely you will.  Remember, do not answer them at all, not even a yes or no.  Never make eye contact with them, they will then start to hassle you.  Just pay no attention to them at all.

Always keep in mind and remember that hard drugs are illegal in Holland and as a tourist you will be ripped off and possibly robbed and beaten in the process.

Take warning, I still have friends who live in Amsterdam and they informed me that recently the police have a lot of undercover officers working the center and arresting anyone they see buying drugs and also a lot of night clubs have been shut down by the police looking for hard drugs and any form of drug dealing.

Be careful and don’t waste your time, energy and money. We all know the world has lost the war on drugs, so let's party! Nothing wrong in taking drugs as long as you don't take too many. Moderation in everything!



Chapter 2.  First Time on Ecstasy

So, now that you have heard all the warnings and laws in Holland about drugs, let’s have some fun!

About two weeks after I had been in Amsterdam, I decided to try Ecstasy. I am not sure why I decided to take ecstasy that night. I guess it seemed like a good idea at the time and I don’t have any regrets about it. 

It was on a warm Friday night I was relaxing in my friend's flat.  I was feeling antsy and wanted to go out dancing, instead of relaxing at a coffee shop, which was becoming a daily ritual with me.  I had made some friends in the flat building and asked if they wanted to come out dancing with me and they all agreed it was would be fun.  They knew of a perfect club to go to.

We smoked a couple of joints and headed out, catching a taxi into the city.  The club was full and booming with European and American dance music.  You could smell the alcohol and sweat from people’s dancing bodies.  

Couples were making out in the corners and at the tables and booths. I was on my fourth drink and had a good buzz going on.  My energy was up from dancing and I was really having a good time.  I was watching the dance floor and a tall, good looking Dutch guy danced right in front of me.  He looked like he was in his own world.  That no one else existed in.  He was about 6’ 5”, did I mention that Holland hosts the tallest people in the world?  But, that wasn’t what caught my eye.  He had on a bright orange shirt with black polka dots.  For some reason, I couldn’t take my eyes off his shirt.  It was as if the polka dots were calling to me.

He opened his eyes and looked straight at me as if he could read my mind.  Then he danced over to me.  At first he spoke Dutch, so I couldn’t understand what he was saying.  I told him that I was an American.  He smiled, “Ahhh.. crazy American girl.”  He spoke in a thick Dutch accent.  He introduced himself as Marten.  "You look like you could use a little more fun," he said, opening up his fist to reveal a blue pill.  

"I don't know if I need that kind of fun," I said.  I had no idea what it was.

"Awww, come on girl, you've never done “X” before?"  He gave me a sheepish grin.

"No."  I answered.

"No!" he mocked me, then sat next to me, "You are here on vacation, no?"

"Yeah.  Did my friends tell you that?"

"No, I can just tell. The way you watch everyone. You are judging us, no? Not in a bad way. Maybe judging is the wrong word? You are evaluating us?

You came here to relax and learn our culture, no?  Experience life, no? But you will learn more from one night with this pill, than you have learned in life so far."

"Yeah, right."  I wanted to believe him, but I figured he was using lines on me.

He shrugged and closed his hand. "I was just offering some fun for you."

I thought about it for a minute.  What the hell, I am always up for new experiences.  After all, that’s why I am here in another country, right?  I’m not doing anything illegal.  I reached my hand out and stopped him from turning away. "Wait!  I think I will try it."

He smiled, "Awww girl, right on!" He handed me the pill, and kissed my cheek, "Have fun, sweet American girl."

I got a bottle of water from the bartender and put the pill on my tongue. It was bitter and the water did not help to wash the flavor down. I became nervous as I waited for it to kick in. Sure, I knew the effects of ecstasy. I sort of knew what to expect. I had even seen my friends from my flat building come home still slightly high on it. It wasn't exactly a scary drug, but I had heard some horror stories of girls being taken advantage of, while they were on it. 

I was getting more and more nervous.  I felt that men were just waiting to take advantage of me, and I had to get out of there.  I made my way to the front door, and out of the club, and immediately felt better as the cool night air rushed in around me. My skin tingled and I realized that the pill must have been taking affect. Perhaps that was what had spurred my moment of panic. I felt the first waves of pleasure rush over my body like the tiny bubbles at the head of a wave and I thought that maybe it hadn't been such a bad idea. But I had no desire to head back into that hot, crowded smelly club, when the night looked so beautiful and smelled so nice.

I remembered Marten and where he had gone.  Probably making out with some girl he had given a pill to also.  I didn't know what to do and I suddenly felt tears welling up in my eyes. 

Then I heard the slight whisper of voices coming from behind me. Of course the voices were not whispering, they just sounded like it. I grinned and turned around.  It was Marten!

“Well hello beautiful.”  He spoke softly and kissed my cheek.  He then grabbed my hand and pulled my arm up and began gently gliding his fingers up and down my arm.  I felt tingles throughout my whole body.  It was like the early stages of a full body orgasm.  At that moment, all I wanted him to do was kiss me.  I closed my eyes.

He must have read my mind.  Suddenly, I felt his lips gently press against mine.  He parted my lips with his tongue and began massaging my tongue with his.  It was the most intense, erotic kiss I had ever experienced up to that point in my life.

"Ecstasy can be a very pleasurable thing. I will take care of you."  He whispered in my ear after he stopped kissing me.

He opened his arms to me and I gave him a hug and held him. I felt safe and secure in his arms and I giggled. 

Marten took my chin and slid his hand over my cheek holding it, looking into my eyes and my heart melted at his smile and the bluest eyes I had ever seen.

“We should go somewhere private."  He smiled and said.

“I need to tell my friends I am leaving.”  I said with my eyes half closed in a dreamy state.

“Okay gorgeous, let’s go find them.”

We went back into the club where I found my friends.  I told them that I was leaving and going back to my place.  They said okay and they would check up on me when they got back.

Marten and I left the club and caught a taxi back to my flat.  We made out the whole time in the back of the taxi.  When we arrived at my flat, as soon as we walked inside, Marten reached towards me and, not taking his eyes off of mine, began unbuttoning my shirt. He pulled the shirt from my shoulders and my exposed skin felt so alive. I had an intense desire to kiss him again, as he grinned down at me and released my bra from behind my back. 

My breasts fell out of their support and my nipples were erect with pleasure. "There," he whispered when I was fully naked in front of him. “Let’s take a shower together.”

He undressed himself as we walked to the shower.  By the time we stepped into the shower, he was completely naked.  He had such a sexy muscular body.  I found out later that he was a physical fitness trainer.

The water enveloped me and I was pushed over an edge of pleasure that didn't feel possible. I groaned a bit and Marten laughed.  “Feel good?”

“Mmmmm...”  I said.  Marten began to rub his hands all over my body.

“I am going to take very good care of you tonight. Anything you want me to do, just ask, okay?" Marten told me, "There is no reason to be scared or shy. Would you like a back rub? Those feel really good."

"MMMmmhmmm," I agreed, my ability to speak floating away on the water as it went down the drain.

Marten was behind me and I could feel his strong hands on my skin, releasing pleasure from my muscles. I then laid my back against Marten's chest and nuzzled against his skin, pressing into him. He looked down at me with those ice blue eyes that I was falling deeper into, and he asked me, "Beautiful girl, do you want something.... hmmmm?"

I felt shy, but somehow knew that he would deny me nothing.  "I want to kiss you again."

"But of course," he said. He bent down and covered my mouth with his once again. His lips were the softest that I ever felt, and when his tongue probed against mine, my body began to explode into a slow, rolling orgasm. He kissed harder into the release until I was floating beyond my body. He moved his lips off of mine and let me come back down.

"How was that?" he asked warmly.

"Amazing," I breathed, "Wow." I almost started to cry again, but this time from intense pleasure. I felt another orgasm welling up inside me, and snuggled to his body.

"You know, I think you need some water," He told me.

"I am in an entire world of water," I giggled.

He laughed, "Yes you are, but you need some of that in you. I said I would take care of you. You should listen to me."

"Okay." He handed me a bottle of water and I took a sip. My head cleared and I felt refreshed. I sighed. Yes, water was something that I needed.

Are you ready to get out?"

"Yeah."

Marten lifted me out of the shower. I hadn't realized how strong he was. He set me on my feet and took a towel to my skin and soon we were both laughing and giggling.  The warm soft towel over my body was intense.

He licked my skin where he was drying me. At that moment he happened to be down at my thighs, and I had a strong urge to push his tongue a few inches over to my excited pussy. I ached for his tongue to be inside me.

"You know, I think that just makes me more wet," I told him.

"Really? He breathed on my swollen lips, almost touching them, "How about that?"  Then he kissed my pussy.  I thought I would explode.

I giggled and before I could answer he scooped me up into his arms like a princess. "You are all dry. Ready to go to bed?"

I nodded and he stepped very slowly, then faster, then he started spinning. He let go of my legs so that they spun out away from him and I squealed and clung to his neck. Then he slowed and my legs tangled around his waist. He very slowly pushed me up against the wall of the flat and kissed me again.

His hands supported me from below my thighs and I found myself slowly grinding into him, melting between his muscular body and the wall.

He laughed and kissed my nose. He let me slip to the ground.  "You okay walking the rest of the way?" he joked.

"Yeah, walking feels great." I said as my feet fell on the plush carpet.

"So, walking feels good?" Marten asked, "You know what would feel even better, I bet? Dancing. You want to dance a bit with me?"

"Mmmm, sure, dancing sounds fun."

Marten went over, found one of my cassettes and pressed play on the cassette player. A slow, sensual song with a lot of bass came through the speakers and I felt my body falling into it, riding each beat just long enough to reach the next. I twisted slowly in front of him.  He watched, staring at me. 

I was teasing him with my body, just barely touching him, before I floated away again. I planned to tease him again, but as I approached him again he locked eyes with me and I melted against his will. 

I moved closer and closer until our bodies melted together. Even then I did not stop moving. My hips ground into him and I felt his cock grow hard against me. My tongue licked up the side of his neck and he moaned. I was no longer dancing, but having sex with his very muscular body. 

He pulled me back until he could reach my hard nipples with his tongue and licked quickly at first the left, then the right, sending me into another orgasm. My legs clenched around his, and I pushed hard against his cock as my body shook. Then he released my nipple and pulled me close to him.

"You like how that feels?" he whispered.

"Yes. Your body feels amazing."

"You want my cock inside of you?"

"Yes, please?"  I breathed hard.  Now he was teasing me.  Marten flipped me around so that my back was to his chest.  He rubbed a hand up my back and around my side to pull at my nipples. I groaned as the pleasure brought me nearer to another orgasm. I felt his hand spread my legs apart and reach between them, towards my pussy. His fingers rubbed at my clit, and then pushed deep inside me. Feeling the pressure I had been aching for I exploded that orgasm that had been building up.  But soon his hand was taken away and I could feel the head of his strong, pulsating cock replace it. I didn't think. I pushed back until I felt the head pop inside me, and continued pushing until there was nothing left to push against.

I developed a slow rocking pattern, pushing slowly back onto Marten’s cock until I started shaking and could go no further. He let me work my rhythm, doing nothing to interrupt my pleasure and adding to it with strokes of his strong hands.

After a while of the most intense, filling pleasure I ever thought possible, I felt Marten begin to stiffen even more. His cock was pulsating more and I knew that he was near cumming. I increased my rhythm, fucking his cock harder.

Finally, Marten exploded inside me.  I felt his hot cum fill my pussy up. Because of him pumping me so hard, I had another orgasm.  My whole body was tingling and my pussy even more so.

After he came inside me I fell, exhausted and happy. I had so many orgasms, I thought that I must be satisfied, and I was.

Marten and I lied in my bed, he was caressing my skin.  Kissing me softly all over my body.

“See?  I told you that I would take care of you.”  He said.

“I know.”  I smiled.

“Are you ready for some more?”

I looked at the clock, we had only been at my flat for thirty minutes!  We still had the whole night to go!



Chapter 3.  Escorts, Sex Shows and The Red Light District... Oh My!

A lot of tourists come to Amsterdam for their live sex shows, paid sex, escorts and of course, the famous Red Light District, where you can find just about everything there to satisfy you sexually.

A favorite amongst the Dutch is Jan Bik Amsterdam Club, which offers clients free parking. You just show your parking ticket to the manager afterwards, you can make love and have sex in one of the best brothels of Amsterdam, and park for free!  There is an Amsterdam branch located at Buitenwieringenstraat 3-5.  It is known locally as Jan Bik and without an entrance fee. They offer the most reasonably priced sex in town with very beautiful women.

Sex clubs come in all varieties, from dumps to palaces and everything in between, but all fall into one of three categories: large and elaborate, private house, and adult clubs

Average rate is between 120 and 200 Euro an hour, which actually works out cheaper then the red-light district.  You just have to check the exchange rate when you visit Europe.  Of course if you just want a suck, for about fifteen minutes, it’s around 50 to 100 Euros.  The nice thing is most have bars and you can choose the girl from the selection of what they offer.  Of course on the weekends, there are always more ladies to choose from.

If the club offers to pick you up for free, this means the taxi driver is more than likely on the pay roll and will receive a large commission to get you to the club in which you will end up paying for whether you like it or not.  It’s all really a scam when they do that and the only person who wins, is the club and the driver.

So if the club offers to pick you up, don’t do it.  Just get a taxi on your own and give an address a few doors down from the club.  Make sure the taxi is gone and then walk to the club. Remember, never ask a taxi driver to recommend a club.  

Okay, so here is a quick list of some escort services and sex clubs 

Escort Service Amsterdam is an escort girl’s agency that services the higher end of the market.

Dreams and Desires High Class Escort is an exclusive escort service to upscale gentlemen, businessmen and couples. 

Yantra only works with high class escorts, like penthouse and playboy models for a nice evening out or a couple of hours in your hotel room.

Real Women is an escort girl’s agency with plenty of style and experience. 

Anna Escort offers a no strings attached relationship with a woman that is both intelligent and beautiful. 

And now for some Sex Clubs:

Club Elegance actually lives up to its name but in a sleazy kind of way.  

Societé Anonyme is located near the Rijksmuseum within walking distance from the Leidseplein square and close to the Holland Casino. 

Royal Society Models is located very near Societe Anonyme.  You will find the same women working in both places because it is the same place but operates under a different name during daytime. 

Privehuizen which are Private Brothel Houses.  Private brothel houses are not allowed to serve alcohol so they don’t have a bar. Drinks are delivered to your room.  

Love Club 21, located in a lane off Nieuwmarkt square, is more like a private house than a club so do not expect a fancy place. 

If you want to see a live sex show, then the Red Light district offers a variety of live sex shows for you to experience.  You can go alone, with friends or your spouse or girlfriend.  To describe a live sex show would be like watching a live porn with creative twists.  

The first ever live sex show I went to stands out in my mind and rightfully so.  

So, by this time I had done the whole coffee shop, drug, clubbing experiences.  The last thing on my list to try was a live sex show.  But, I was a bit nervous and didn’t know what I was going to experience.  But, by this time in my life, I had had a lot of sexual experiences and was looking for something new and different.  So, where do you go to find that?  The Red Light District!

Maybe I should rewind back a little to get you up to speed first.  At this time, I had been in Amsterdam for about four months now.  Marten and I ended up falling in love and I moved into his cottage with him that was also located in Hoofdorp.  Remember Marten?  He was the guy I had my first “X” experience with.  Needless to say, there were many more experiences after that with “X” and Marten.

Marten was a physical fitness trainer by day and worked part-time at Schiphol Airport in security at night.  I didn’t work for two years, but I had my savings, so I wasn’t a freeloader, I paid my way with no problem.  

So, one night on a Saturday Marten and I went to a seedy looking sex cinema.  It was promoting all sorts of taboos like water sports, whipping and young lesbians as I recall. We were going in there to try to get turned on even more than we had been.  I wanted to see what was on in there then maybe go and drink some more before returning back to our cottage, but it got more interesting than that.

There was one big stage and it had three different levels at different heights and there were chairs lined up in front of it, which we maneuvered between each of the chairs looking for a good seat. There were several other couples, so I didn't really feel uncomfortable. But we had been munching shrooms that night, so we were pretty relaxed anyway.

On one of the higher stage levels, away from all the nipple clamps and candles burning, we saw some alluring girl-on-girl action. I can't recall much of it now but it was certainly something we felt like watching. 

We sat at the end of the row, arms around each other, and watched and giggled for a while. Eventually, there were a few kisses and hands wandering and a bit of making out. I was wearing a leather miniskirt with black boots, and Marten’s hand was already pushing up between my thighs, trying to feel how wet I was.

I opened my legs, of course, and let him in, I was starting to get quite turned on and a few probing fingers were more than welcome. We were kissing as his fingers ran along the outline of my pussy lips through my lace panties when someone sat next to me on the other side. We stopped in surprise, and Marten's hand moved back down to just above my knee. It was a middle-aged guy, he was obviously looking at me as well as the performance on the stage.  I was dressed pretty hot and was a bit of a hottie back then, and maybe he wanted to see what me and Marten were up to.

Anyway, after a few minutes Marten whispered, “Ik hou van hou,” to me in my ear.  This is “I love you” in Dutch.  Then he said, "Why don't you put your hand on his crotch, start squeezing and rubbing a bit. I'm here to keep an eye on you."

I don’t know if it was the shrooms or the sheer fact that I was really horny, but I said, "OK," I smiled and gave him a deep, wish-me-luck kiss before turning to the on-stage action. My arm had just kind of been resting, at the elbow, on the arm of the chair, and I let my hand slide down onto this guy's lap. His surprise was obvious, and I smiled at him as he raised his eyebrows at me. 

He was already hard and I stroked through his jeans lightly, the situation rather than the physical sensation making him even harder.

Inevitably, he reached down and unfastened his jeans, pulling his cock out and letting it stand proud in the open. I remember thinking it was quite a big cock and I wrapped my left hand around it, squeezing it gently. 

At this point Marten took my right hand and placed it on his own crotch, just to show me how turned on he was getting. And that set me off on a mission.

I was still squeezing the guy's cock and I could hear him moaning beneath his breath. I turned to him slightly, crossing my legs in the seat as I did so and managing to get my skirt riding up a bit to expose more of my thigh. I let go with my left hand and reached over with my right.  Now he knew he was going to get a proper hand job. With a loose grip at first I started with long slow strokes up and down his cock, occasionally dragging my nails over the head. His eyes were closed and fluttering while I had my small hand gripping him. He'd lost all interest in the lesbian action on stage now. His right hand wandered into my seat, trying to push up my skirt, but I moved it and whispered, "No". 

The man was squirming in his seat as I began to speed up a little, thinking it wouldn't take much to finish him off. But, from behind, Marten whispered: "Suck him a little." I was fairly wet and he knew this would make me even worse. And I knew how much this would turn him on. I removed my hand climbed into a kneeling position on my chair, making sure my ass was right in Marten's face. 

My hands clambered over to the guy next to me and my head slowly moved down towards his eagerly awaiting cock. I noticed across the aisle two guys were jerking furiously as they watched what they hoped would turn into a live sex show from the audience section.  With me as the star.

I took the cock with my hand and began kissing it at first, then licking down the underside to the balls. I remember that it wasn't the sweetest smelling cock in the world but I was hoping for something to happen soon.  I wanted to please Marten and this seemed to get him excited. 

I nibbled and licked, breathed heavily over the end.  I did everything but take the whole thing in my mouth as I wanted to tease him for a few minutes more. My hand worked the base, gradually taking a firmer grip, and I felt a hand rise up between my thighs and close around my pussy. It squeezed and I opened my legs to allow more room for Marten.

The squeezing and gentle rubbing between my legs was making me moan a little. The time now seemed right to drown the cock in front of me inside my mouth, and I lowered on to it slowly, my hot wet mouth making my new sex buddy gasp out loud. I came back up, leaving as much of a saliva mess as I could, sucking hard on the end when I got back up.

My skirt had been raised up around my waist, exposing my ass and panties to anyone who might have been behind me. But I wasn't overly concerned. I was more eager to see what Marten would do next. I felt a tongue licking along the edge of my panties, and a finger probing between my legs, threatening to enter my wet pussy. All the while I was stroking the other guy off with my mouth sucking on the end of his cock. He had reached down under me to pull my top and bra up and was gently kneading my breasts.

Behind me a hand gently pushed my legs further apart, and I assisted by dropping my right leg off the chair, pushing my foot against the back of the row in front of us. A face immediately hungrily buried itself between my legs while two hands grasped my thighs. I took a minute to look up at the guys beating off and then looked at my original prey, who was wide-eyed at my position. 

A hand behind me was trying to pull my panties to one side and get a tongue inside me but the fumbling seemed unfamiliar and when I looked around it wasn't Marten but a different guy. Marten was now in the row in front watching my own live sex show.  In fact, at this point, no one was paying much attention to the girls on stage and all eyes were focused on me!

I stood and pulled my panties down, kicking them away. I returned to the position I was in, my hand returning to the cock I had been sucking, and two fingers immediately slid into my pussy. I pushed back against them making it clear I wanted some action. There was no need to work my pussy.  I was already dripping wet.  After a few moments, this guy behind me took his fingers out and replaced them with something a lot bigger. Later, I found out that Marten had told the guy to fuck me!

As my mouth returned to the pulsating cock in front of me, another one slid into my pussy from behind. I wasn't expecting it, but it felt good. I moaned as I felt him push right up inside of me. 

One of his hands reached around to grope my breasts. As he began fucking me so my strokes and sucking became more rhythmical and the guy in front was finding it hard to hold on. Perhaps the added friction caused by me being fucked sent him over the edge, but it was only a little while into the sex that he started to cum.

As I felt the first drop of pre-cum in my mouth I moved away and leaned over him so that his cock was shooting up towards my chest. I do not know why, at the time I just didn't want it on my face. He was gripping the arm of the seat real hard and grunting with each shot, while the guy behind me was picking up some speed having seen one guy satisfied already. His hands were on my hips and as he thrust in he was pushing me up, lifting my knee off the chair. I was quietly groaning into the seat, ready for a big, big, orgasm. I looked up to see everyone watching me.  All the guys were masturbating as they watched. I looked around to Marten and he was stroking himself as he leaned over the seat.

The guy fucking me decided to give my ass a slap and Marten told him no and I took the pause as an opportunity to move over to Marten. I ended up standing against the back of a seat in front.  My legs apart and kissing Marten passionately. 

The guy got up behind me and re-entered. I turned and told him to fuck me and then went back to Marten, my hands fumbling down to his jeans so I could jerk him off and kiss him while I was being fucked from behind.

"Are you gonna let him cum in you?" Marten asked as my hand stroked him vigorously.

"Don't think I have much choice now," I panted back.

I was being rutted quite hard and deep but had happily positioned my clit against the top of the seat so that every forward push was creating some enjoyable friction. Soon the guy started pushing on my back, bending me over more as he neared his orgasm. The strokes got slower and more pronounced and as I felt Marten shoot over my hand and the back of the seat that he was facing, I orgasmed myself.  That always seems to happen to me when drugs are involved.  I moaned in pleasure, squeezing the throbbing cock inside me. The guy cried out, his hands dug into my side and I felt him shoot right into me.

After he'd finished he leaned over and whispered a "thank you" - which was polite of him. I sat down and waited for all the cum to drain out.  I couldn't find my panties anywhere. 

Marten came back around to sit with me and we kissed and cuddled.  The lesbians who had been performing on stage, had left.  They had been replaced by a man hanging from the ceiling, his wrists were in shackles and a woman clad in all black vinyl was whipping him and calling him names in Dutch.

****

So, if you ever find yourself in Amsterdam, remember the drug laws and what you can and can not partake of legally.  I would hate for anyone to get busted and end up in prison when all they wanted to do was relax and veg out for a few weeks.  It’s not worth it.  There are plenty of legal drugs in Holland to have fun with.

As for the Red Light District and sex shows, there are many for every taste.  It all just depends on what you are looking for.  If you’re nervous about attending a sex show, smoke a joint, have some shrooms or enjoy a tasty cake... relax... and enjoy life.  Who knows?  You just may be the star in your own live sex show!
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