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Chapter 1

Hi Victoria,

That sounds perfect. Antoine and I are looking forward to meeting you,

See you soon

Emelie,

I finalize my booking with Emelie as I pack my clothes, readying myself for my latest adventure. Emelie Fur - the name they gave the guest room in what looks to be a fancy home.

My sexy lingerie rests on top of my clothes as I shut my case. I've discovered you can never have too much sexy items when traveling abroad.

I live in Brixton, London. Well, that's where I pay rent. I'm hardly at home. Most of my time is spent touring the world in search of inspiration.

My clients are mostly wealthy businessmen. No, I'm not a stripper, although I wouldn't make a bad call-girl if you ask me.

Wealthy men from across London approach me to help build their dream home. I travel the world in search of inspiration for whatever theme they desire.

My plane is currently headed for Brussels, Belgium. My latest project is to help design a 17th century; Flemish themed home. Thankfully, my job is not to judge, because some of the requests I get is nothing short of ridiculous.

I plump my lips with one final application of my blood red lipstick before heading off to grab a cab to the airport.

Many people consider me to be a tease. I wouldn't consider myself to be much of a tease. I'm too straightforward to beat around the bush teasingly.

I look for fun on my excursions, and I make sure I get it. It's what keeps me going. It's what drives me to work on my next project.

I live by two rules.

Rule 1 - Never back away from fun.

Rule 2 - Always keep your fingernails short.

“Mrs. Victoria Steele?” The ticket agent asks.

“Ms. Victoria Steele,” I correct her.

“My apologies,” she smiles.

“Oh, my lord! Look at that fine specimen.” I say this more to myself than Cindy, the lady across the counter.

“Well, Ms. Steele, you're in luck. He's boarding the same plane as you. Perhaps you could strike up a conversation with him then.”

“Oh, I plan on striking up more than just a conversation,”

I’d have an hour and 10 minutes on this flight. If I am to get anything out of him, I’d need to make my move within 30 minutes.

“Good to know,” I add.

He's seated two rows behind me on my left. “Zank you,” he says to the air hostess as she passed him a beer. That Dutch accent makes my pussy wet.

He has the most seductive deep blue eyes; come-to-bed eyes.

He's young. I can tell by his cleanly shaven beard and wrinkleless face. It’s now or never.

After a quick make-up touch-up, I perk my tits up and scramble my way past the two people seated next to me.

Mother fucker.

The bastard’s taken. Looking up, I find my Dutch hunk lip-locked with some blonde chick.

I am wet. The mere sight of him made me wet. It would be such a tragedy to waste that.

“Ma'am we will be landing shortly,” the air hostess with the name, Jasmine, tells me.

“Yeah, I need the bathroom. I'll be real quick.”

With my Dutch hunk in mind, I lift my mini-skirt and reach in. My pussy lips quiver with the touch of my smooth finger on them.

I imagine his Dutch cock spreading my lips apart as I slowly slip my middle finger inside. At first, I enter slowly, softly grazing the surface. “Oooh,” I moan softly.

I pant heavily as my finger slips in deeper and my soft flesh consumes my finger.

This is why rule 2 is so important. I never know when I'd need to stick my finger inside me, or stick them someone else.

“Oh fuck!” I moan, a little louder than expected as my finger curls towards my G-Spot. I use my thumb to rub my clit.

“Ah-ah-ah!” I moan. It feels as if a wave of electricity entered my legs, reaching up to my cunt. I breathe sharply and let out a soft moan as I squirt, my cum landing on the floor of the plane’s bathroom.

The air hostess’s voice fills the plane. “Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome to Brussels international airport. Please remain in your seats and fasten your seatbelt as we prepare to land.”

Knock, knock, knock.

“Ma'am is everything alright in there. We’re about to descend.

I open the door, swinging my hips seductively as I walk out. “Never been better.”

The air is nippy as we land in Brussels.

Brussels international airport looked more like a mall than I had expected. Large plasma screens line the walls with my flight showing as the latest arrival.

It wasn't difficult to spot Emelie and her husband. They both held up a large sign with Victoria Steele written in very untidy handwriting.

They looked eager once I waved at them, perhaps a little too eager.

They do not look like what I had expected. I'm not entirely sure what I expected, to be honest. Perhaps an old, retired couple with nothing better to do than house some Brit for a week.

Emelie is fair in complexion, with short black hair in a sleek bob-cut. Her lips are naturally pink. Her eyebrow are seductively trimmed and rest atop beautiful blue eyes.

They both had blue eyes.

“Hi,” I greet.

“Victoria?” Emelie confirms.

“Yeah.”

“So nice to finally meet you. I'm Emelie, and this is my husband, Antoine.”

Emelie extends her arms and reaches in for a hug. I'm holding onto Emilie, but my eyes are fixed on her hunky husband.

Antoine extends his hand as he greets me.

“Hello Victoria,” he says finally. Dimples form on his cheek as he smiles at me.

Emelie has what sounds like a South African accent, and Antoine has a thick Dutch accent. Their accents complement each other.

They make a beautiful couple.

Antoine also has deep blue eyes, but his eyes are more narrowed as compared to Emelie’s. His eyes look innocent yet commanding. Antoine also has thick black eyebrows.

“You got everything?” Antoine asks.

“I do now,” I tease. Not sure if he caught on.

“Well then, let's get you home.”

He is easily 1.83 meters tall, with a lean athletic build. I watch him from behind as his wavy black hair bounces gently. Everything about him oozes sex appeal.

I'm going to have a rough time keeping my hands to myself this week.

I watch in awe as we drive home.

The houses in Brussels is beautiful. They are all painted in varying shades of pinks, blues, and beige. These houses look like mini-castles. They rise high, with 17th-century cathedral-like finishes.

I could tell when we were close to home. The homes became larger and more modern, yet they kept that aged and timeless look. My home for the week will be in the posh Le Vivier d’Oie district.

“Oh, Emelie. I didn't get your surname?”

“Van den Burg,” she responds. “Why do you ask?”

“Just curious,” I reply.

I did a bit of research before booking my accommodation. I wanted to experience that hotel-like life, but with the comforts of home. Emelie also offered to take me sightseeing, so staying with the Van den Burgs was a no-brainer.

“We’re home,” Antoine says. Their neighbors have a sign with the word, tekoop outside their yard. If I had the cash, I may just have bought it. This really wouldn't be a bad place to settle down in.

“Wow! Your house is stunning.”

At the front door lays a heavy mat with welkom printed, greeting you as you enter the house.

The house looks like a Manhattan apartment. It's three stories high, and I can imagine the views of the city on the top must be insane.

“Okay, let me give you a tour of the house and show you your room,” Emelie tells me.

The house is large but minimalistic. It's as if the Van den Burgs realize that having space does not necessarily mean you must clutter it.

From the ceilings, hang beautiful crystal chandeliers. Most people would need to take out a second home loan to afford some of the tasteful furniture.

That leads me to wonder why they would want to house me and why they would only charge me 600 Euros for my week’s stay. They certainly don't need the money.

“Hey, what's in here?” I ask as we stop by a mysterious black door with Speelkamer engraved on the door in a sexy font.

“That room is off limits,” Antoine tells me. I stare at him suspiciously.

Next to the room with the black door is a bathroom, fitted with a shower and a large bath.

“This is your bathroom. We’re still looking at fitting an en-suite bathroom in your room, until then, this is the guest bathroom.” Emelie has an embarrassed look as she shows me the bathroom.

“Oh, no. This is terrible!” I tell her.

“Really?” She asks nervously.

“I'm only messing with you. This bathroom is perfect.”

“This is your room,” Emelie tells me as we reach the third floor.

The room is large, with splendid views of the city. Centered in the room is a King-sized bed. It's furnished with a dressing room table and boasts a walk-in cupboard.

“Listen, if there is anything you need or need to know, speak to myself and Antoine and we will assist.”

I hesitate for a second.

“Okay, what's in the room?”


Chapter 2

“Morning! Did you sleep well?” Emelie asks.

It's a warm day in Brussels and Emelie is dressed the part. Wearing a tight pink shirt that curvaceously molded around her tits.

“Like a baby!” I tell her.

“That's good. Listen, Antoine and I need to go out quickly. When I get back, I'll take you sightseeing, if you're keen?”

“I thought you'd never ask.”

I hate being told I can't do something. My curiosity got the best of me, and I Googled speelkamer to find out what it means.

Playroom.

The name sounds like something I’d find in 50 shades of Grey. I know they don't have any kids, so I doubt it's a play pen for kids.

“Roughly, what time will you be back home?”

“We won't be gone for long. 2 hours max.”

“Perfect!”

For a room Antoine so desperately does not want me to see, he really should keep the door locked.

My heart races as I open the door handle and walk into this mysterious room. I feel for the light switch.

What the actual fuck?

The room is lit with dim neon red lighting. The first thing I notice is the mirrored ceiling.  I don't know where to start. 

In the mirrored ceiling, I spot a black leather sex sling.

The room itself is large, easily the size of two bedrooms combined.

The sex dungeon has a medieval look to it, but with modern finishes. Various toys hang on a standalone rail. Most of the items are black, and some part of every item is made of leather.

Leather eyes masks, whips, paddles, and cuffs hang on the railing. Interestingly, there are different variations of each item. Next, to the soft, fluffy handcuff is a more rough looking handcuff with leather straps. Next to that is a handcuff made only of steel.

“Ooooh!” I say out loud. I shiny object catches my eye. I love me some accessories.

I pick up probably the largest cock ring I've seen and start picturing Antoine’s Dutch cock chocked by the large silver ring.

Four of my fingers can fit in this ring, and there would still be space to shove in something else. The cock-ring rest on a chest of drawers. Opening the top drawer, I find numerous other toys.

The Van den Bergs sure have a healthy sex drive.

“What is this connected to?” I ask myself as I pick up a remote with far too many buttons for my liking, searching for anything electronic that it may be connected to.

“Oh, my fuck.” I nearly shat myself as the entire room echoed with moans and sounds of balls slapping. I quickly realized the plasma screen is connected to the ceiling, directly under the sex sling.

I watch what looks to be an orgy. There are easily ten people all groaning, moaning and breathing heavily.

Antoine and Emelie are the only familiar faces. Emelie is getting screwed hard and Antoine is also breaking a sweat. Interestingly, they aren’t fucking each other. I guess we all have our little secrets.

Emelie is positioned on this very sling I'm now sitting on, begging for more as some guy rams in and out of her. The sounds that fill the room and the sight of Victoria begging for more makes me horny as hell.

I grab hold of a thick black vibrator in the cupboard, the biggest I could find.

Returning to the sling seat, I lift my skirt and allow the vibrations to send shivers down my spine as I place the large vibrating cock on my pussy.

Even with the dim lighting, I can see the wetness of my pussy leak through my panty.

I slip the dildo under my panty and place it gently on my clit before switching it back on.

“Ooooh,” I moan as it touches my wet cunt.

My eyes roll back with pleasure as it glides through the flaps of my pussy. I shift the dildo, preparing for entry and softly push it into my yearning pussy.

Beep Beep.

OH shit! The alarm beeps as they enter the front door. They're back!

I reach for the remote and press the power button. The dildo lands with a thud as I rush out of the speelkamer.

“Hey!” I call out, trying to hide the fact that I’m out of breath.

“Hi, Victoria,” Antoine says, looking at me suspiciously.

“What did you guys get up to?” I steer the conversion before they ask questions.

“I needed to get some new clothes,” Emelie tells me.

“Got anything sexy?”

“You’re so funny,” Emelie laughs. “You’re ready to explore Brussels?”

“Yeah, I just need to get dressed into something more comfortable.”

“Oh sure, you can just let me know when you’re ready.”

I bite my bottom lip suggestively. “Well, I was hoping you’d help me pick out an outfit.”

“It’s pretty warm out, so I thought I might want to dress down today?”

Ever since watching the video of Emelie getting fucked and hearing her moan, she makes my nipples stand.

“Ooh, this looks pretty,” she tells me while handing me short yellow crop top and sits on the dressing room stool. “You think?” I ask and smile at her suggestively.

Moving to the window, I make sure the sun catches my hair as I free the elastic holding my tied back hair. I throw my head back as my golden blonde hair drops. The curls in my hair dance as it extends from my head. The sun adds an extra glimmer to my hair. I look over my back and smile seductively at Emelie.

“You have the most amazing hair,” she tells me.

“Thanks.” With my back still towards her, I slowly remove my top.

I watch as Emelie stares at my tits in awe.

“You also have amazing boobs,” she adds. I smile in response. I paid a lot for these bad boys, so I’m used to having people stare at my perfectly shaped-cupped breasts.

Emelie takes in a sharp breath as I lean over her and grab my hairbrush on the dressing room table. My tits softly brush against her cheek, but she stays seated and still.

“Okay, let’s get going,” Emelie tells me as if snapping out of a daze.

“So, this is the Grote Markt, also known as The Grand Place.”

“Wow, this is simply amazing!”  Grote Markt is perhaps the most beautiful square I have seen. The historic buildings have a medieval look with a touch of modernity. I touch the town hall and wonder how a structure built in the 1400s still stand strong today and is still as beautiful as ever.

All surrounding buildings have perfectly molded lines, and they all look timeless. I’m in my element and start snapping away, capturing images from every angle. I grab my pen and paper and sketch out ideas.

Next Emelie takes me to the pissing statue, also known as Manneken pis. It’s a bronze statue of a little boy pissing into a fountain.

I can’t help but laugh at the little boy pissing. The area is also filled with tourists. “It’s interesting how a statue of a boy with a small ding draws so much attention,” I comment.

“Hahaha, yeah, it is rather funny.”

“Speaking of piss, I heard the guys this side are well hung. Is that true?” I ask.

“Well, another interesting fact about Brussels is that we have the second tallest men in the world. I’m not sure where we rank in dick size, but I’m sure we’re right up there. Trust me,” Emelie adds quickly.

“You know what, had you said that yesterday, I might not have believed you.”

“Hold on,” Emelie instructs. Scrambling in her purse, she pulls out a 20 Euro note and hands this over to a homeless guy, begging on the street.

“Woah, that is a lot of money.”

Soon our conversation shifts to people begging for money and whether giving them the money enables them or not.

“Perhaps giving to the homeless does enable them, but it is not my place to judge. Many people believe that the homeless only use the money for drugs and alcohol. So what?” She tells me. “I go home and drink a glass of wine in my warm, comfortable home after having a shit day. If a beggar wants to make his life living on the street more manageable with booze, then who am I to judge?”

Listening to Emelie speak and stand up for the people that can’t stand up for themselves leaves me insanely attracted to her.

“Anyway, sorry. I didn’t mean to kill the vibe,” she tells me.

“Not at all. I could listen to you all day,” I tell her. “So, it’s 4 pm. I guess we could do an early supper?”

“You will find some of the best French food here,” Emelie says as we walk into ‘T Kelderke.

A beautiful French girl tells us she will be our waitress and leads us to our table. The restaurant is packed with people and loud chatter. The decor has a very 17th-century look to it.

“I will have a glass of Chardonnay,” I tell Marie, our waitress.

“Chiraz,” Emelie orders.

“Do you ladies know what you would like to eat?” Marie asks.

“You have to try their famous horse steak!” Emelie suggests.

“You know what? I think I will. I’ve always liked my meat large.”

The waitress looks awkward as I smile seductively at Emelie. Emelie looks back at me and together, we giggle helplessly. “Well, in that case, I’ll have the same.”

Emelie was more talkative than I would have imagined. Not in a bad way. I could listen to her for hours.

She tells me the story of how she met Antoine.

“I know what’s in the room, I say boldly.

Emelie freezes, her sentence was cut short. She stares at me for a few seconds, contemplating.

“What do you mean? What did you see?”

“Well, for starters, I saw myself on the ceiling,” I tease. That was enough said.

“Okay… what else did you see?” She asks. I look at her tits and can picture them bouncing the way they did when she had that huge cock ram into her.

“Hmmm… I saw someone getting fucked and loving every second of it,” I teased.

After a few moments of contemplation, Emelie bites her bottom lip and stares at me seductively.

“And… did you like what you see?”


Chapter 3

Still half asleep, I press the power button on my iPhone and 02:11 fills the screen.

All that wine last night has caught up with me, and I need to use the bathroom. Emelie and I had a few too many drinks. She ended up asking Antoine to fetch us from the restaurant.

Stumbling down the stairs, I feel my way towards the bathroom.

Reaching closer to the bathroom, I hear odd sounds. At first, I shake it off, believing I'm still inebriated.

The sounds come from the playroom. The closer I reach the bathroom, the louder the sounds become. The black door is left slightly ajar.

Emelie’s hands and ankles are firmly locked in. Her ass rests on the sling seat, with her legs spread apart. “Ooooh! Fuck!” Emelie moans as Antoine’s head is dug in her pussy.

I stand in my underwear, watching the hot couple through the cracks of the door. Antoine has a firm ass. I can imagine holding onto that ass while he fucks the shit out of me. I slip my hand on my now wet cunt as he lifts himself and aims his dick towards Emelie’s yearning cunt.

I breathe heavily as I slowly circle my finger on my clit.

“Oooh,” Emelie moans as he slips his cock inside her. He enters her slowly at first. I watch as her head falls back as his last inch thrusts inside her pussy.

I slowly slip a finger inside me and grind my teeth as pleasure fills me.

“Awwwww! Fuck me!” Emelie screams. Antoine’s balls slap against her cunt as he rams in and out of her.

Sweat starts dripping from my forehead as I rub my cunt faster.

“Ah fuck!” Antoine moans. He's about to cum and Emelie pants heavily with the build-up. “Ahhh!” Antoine pulls his dick out and shoots thick loads all over Emelie.

“Oh fuck,” I murmur and race to the bathroom before getting caught.

The early morning ray of sunshine shines brightly in my face, waking me up early.

I still can’t get the image of Antoine and Emelie out of my head. I had a dream about me being involved in their steamy session. I feel sexually frustrated. I need to get laid and soon.

My heart starts racing as I see Diego’s name on my iPhone.

Hi Vic,

How have you been? Hope you’re good.

I have been okay. I started a new job as head chef in a nice restaurant.

So, yeah. Things are looking up… in most aspects of my life, I suppose.

I walked passed the goldfish fountain and couldn’t help but miss you. It reminded me of the time I messed ice cream all over your boobs. You were so angry with me until I licked it off that night. Hahaha, good times.

Anyway, you probably won’t respond to this mail, just know that I miss you and still love you,

Love,

Diego

He’s right. I won’t respond to him. I haven’t responded to his last four emails. It’s not that I don’t want to respond to him, it’s that I can’t.

Diego lives in Barcelona, Spain. I told him we could not be together because of the distance, but that is not the case. In fact, that is complete bullshit.

***

“Oh, stop it,” I tell him.

“I'm sorry Ms. Steele. I can't help myself,” he teases. Diego always called me affectionately by my surname.

Diego tickles me in public. This was always very intentional because he loved hearing me scream out loud in public - in more ways than one.

“What are you-” Diego pulls my hand and drags me away into an alley. “Diego! What are we-”

“Shhh,” he tells me while placing his finger on my lip. He has that look in his eye. That look that says, I want you.

“Babe! We're in public!” I moan.

“Exactly! That makes it that much more exciting!”

Diego slips his finger up my skirt. He smirks as I breathe heavily into his open mouth as his finger brushes against my pussy. He gently nibbles on my lower lip as he slips his finger under my panty. The hairs on his finger tickle my pussy.

This may be an alley, but people still walk through here. The idea of getting caught is a turn on and makes me want him more.

“Quiero hacerte el amor,” he tells me in his sexy Spanish accent.

“Yeah! I want you to have your way with me!” I beg.

Our lips lock as we kiss passionately. He penetrates my lips as he spreads them apart with his tongue and slowly enters me. His tongue guides mine as he gently massages my tongue. While our tongues dance passionately inside our mouths, he slowly runs his thick finger along my clit.

I grab his crotch through his pants and feel his rock-hard dick begging to be freed. Grabbing his shaft, I start rubbing his dick up and down. He gasps in my mouth with pleasure.

“Oh!” I moan softly as he finger slowly enters my pussy. I feel myself become more wet with every soft thrust of his finger inside my moist cunt.

Diego moves his tongue away from my mouth and starts licking the sides of my neck as he finger continues to enter me.

I watch as a teenager walks passed us. He was so engrossed in his phone that he didn't even notice Diego’s finger in my cunt.

Diego’s finger enters deeper and, he curls his finger towards my g-spot. “Awwww,” I moan.

I pull the zip of his pants down. Reaching in through the opening of his zip, I pull out his cock. I run my palms on his head with the precum of his cock.

“Babe, I want you to fuck me,” I whisper in Diego’s ear.

Diego pulls my panty aside, and I feel I his head push into my cunt, parting my lips as he enters me. “Oh-oh-oh!” I moan as he slides deeper into me. His throbbing dick runs against my flesh.

I fall into a state of ecstasy as he slides his cock deeper into me.

Hanging onto Diego, I wrap my legs around his waist as he thrusts into and out of me. His strong hands hold me up.

“I’m going to cum,” he murmurs in my ears, and I feel his back arch as his grip tightens and his muscles contract. “Fuck!” he moans and I feel his warm, sticky cum shoot deep inside me. Three final thrusts later and I am filled.

***

Diego taught me the art of spontaneity. We used to fuck in the oddest of places, places most people would be too scared to fuck in.

I’ve never been one of those people that pretend my problems don’t exist. I miss Diego so much, but I cannot bring myself to face him. I cannot bring myself to look him in the eye after knowing what I did.

I make my way downstairs in my bra and panty. It’s 06:51, Antoine and Emelie are probably still asleep, so I’m not going to waste my time putting on any clothes. I head off to the kitchen for my morning coffee after using the bathroom.

Getting closer to the kitchen, I hear Antoine’s voice, singing. He is awfully jovial this morning.

I gasped as I saw Antoine in the kitchen. Antoine dances and sings in the nude. I guess, he got it all last night. He has every reason to be in such a good mood.

A smile spreads across my face as I watch the naked man dance. He has no rhythm and is as stiff as his pole was last night, but that doesn’t stop him.

His dick sways, gently slapping on his thigh as it lands.

I never really had a good look at his cock last night, but now I’m faced with a clear view of Antoine’s Dutch prick.

He has a beautiful dick. The skin covers the head of his uncut cock. Even when flaccid, his cock is thick and veiny. He is clean-shaven, except for a thin line of hair passing the V shape of his abs and leading to his dick. His balls hang low, probably the largest set of balls I’ve ever seen.

The thought of his cock still being covered with Emelie’s pussy fluids enters my head, and I start craving Antoine’s dick in my mouth.

“Oh, my god,” he says as he turns around with two cups of coffee in his hand. I can tell he is conflicted about holding the coffee or dropping it to cover his crotch.

“Hahaha. Relax,” I tell him. “Nothing I haven't seen.”

Antoine stares at me suggestively. I look down and realize I’m still walking around in lacy underwear.

“If it helps you feel better, I can take my clothes off as well,” I say.

I watch as Antoine’s cock stiffens with a small bounce.

Knock, knock, knock.

“Come in,” I call out.

Emelie stands at the door looking sexier than ever. “Morning,” she says.

“Hi Emelie. Did you… sleep well?” I ask.

“Oh, I didn’t get much sleep.”

I smirk slightly. “Oh really, why is that?” In response, Emelie simply points towards her pussy. I smile in response.

“Antoine and I are going out for supper. We were wondering if you’d like to join us?”

I point towards my pussy and respond, “I would love to.”

We walk into Comme Chez Soi, a beautiful French-themed restaurant.

The Van den Burg’s sure eat out a lot. The waitresses greet them by name as we walk through the restaurant. The restaurant has a tasteful vintage look to it.

The waitress speaks to Emelie in French. She simply responds with, “I’ll have the usual.”

“Comment vous appelez-vous?” I ask the waitress with the little bit of French I’ve learned.

“Louise,” the waitress replies.

“Je m'appelle Victoria,” I tell her.

“Very good,” Louise affirms.

I don’t even try pronouncing the names on the menu. “Chardonnay for me, please,” I tell the waitress.

“Black label,” Antoine says.

“Oh, you like your beer strong?” I tease. “Oui Madame.”

“Well, I like everything strong,” I tease. Emelie picks up on this and smiles.

“Louise is so cute. Can we take her home?” I ask.

“So, how have you enjoyed your stay thus far?” Antoine asks. It’s hard to take Antoine seriously. I can still picture his thick, uncut cock ramming into Victoria. Under the table, I move my hand on my pussy.

“Brussels is one of the most beautiful cities I’ve been to. The buildings are magnificent, the food is amazing, and the people are beautiful.”

“Do you know what you would like to eat m’dame?” Louise asks.

“I’m craving seafood. I’ll have whatever you recommend,” I tell the waitress.

“Is there anything else you wanted to do before leaving Brussels?” Antoine asks. He asks this with a suggestive tone in his voice.

“Well… there is one thing,” I tell them.

“You name it,” Emelie says.

“I want to experience the Speelkamer.

“Emelie told me you saw Die Speelkamer,” Antoine confirms. “Most people wouldn’t want to go in that room.”

“I’m not most people.” I rub my finger against my cunt as I say this.

Some of my wine spills on my tits. “Oops. I’m so clumsy.”

“You like what you saw in Die Speelkamer?” Antoine asks curiously.

“Well, what stood out most for me was Emelie being screwed by some other guy, while you had your way with someone else.”

“You enjoy that?”

“Oh, I would most definitely enjoy that!” I confirm. My finger brushes harder against my wet cunt.

“Well, perhaps you can join us one day?” Emelie teases.


Chapter 4

“Get dressed. I want to show you something,” Emelie tells me.

“I'm running out of clothes at this rate,” I joke.

“Oh…your clothes aren't that important for where we're going,” she replies with a smirk on her face. I stare at her for a moment. She smiles back seductively.

“Orytie then.”

It seems like she enjoys seeing me get undressed because she has a look of pure enjoyment as she watches intently.

Emelie wears a comfy shirt and leggings that still reveals her curvaceous body. She wears little make-up and doesn't need much. She has a natural sex appeal that would drive any man crazy and, in this instance, drive me insane.

I feel her hand discreetly brush against my ass as she closes the door behind her.

“Where are you taking me? The suspense is killing me!”

“You're just going to have to trust me. It'll be fun!” She promises.

We sit in the back of an Uber, and she whips out a small flask. “I have tequila,” she whispers loud enough for me to hear and soft enough for the driver not to notice we snuck alcohol into his cab.

“Emelie! I'm dressed to step into a club!”

“Just relax,” she says and holds the flask at my mouth.

My head spins as I gulp down a shot of the tequila. “Woah! Oh, my fuck!” I whisper.

She looks over at me and smiles as she downs a shot herself.

The driver pulls up outside a place called Die Gat. I can hear Lady Gaga blasting through the speakers from outside.

As we approach the club, the first thing that catches my attention is the big sign with ‘21’ and a red strike through it. A sexy guy smiles at me, with a look that says, I want to fuck you. I smile back.

The entrance fee to Die Gat is €50 and the cost covers dinner and drinks at the bar.

Emelie pays for both our entrance fees, and we are searched by two big male security guards. I gasp as the guard brushes his hands against my pussy.

“The ladies entrance is this way,” he concludes.

“It’s odd having male securities guards brush up against me,” I tell Emelie.

Emelie smiles. “Those rules don't apply here.”

Emelie leads me down a long passage. The music gets louder as we draw nearer to the club. Eventually, we end up a dark room. A tall man greets us and hands us a coat hanger.

I watch as a woman in front of us removes all her clothes and places this on the hanger.

“Oh, Die Gat has only one rule. No clothes are allowed,” Emelie tells me as she slowly lifts my top. As she lifts my top, I grab her head and start kissing her passionately. I've been waiting to grab a taste of her and it was worth the wait. She kisses me back as she lifts the button of my jeans.

“Any other rules?” I whisper in her mouth.

“Yeah! Have fun.”

Die Gat is large with a dance floor in the middle of the room. Naked men and women walk around in only their shoes. Some dicks are soft and flaccid; others stand at attention in search of flesh.

I watch in awe as two guys fuck on the dance floor. The guy at the back thrusts with every beat of the EDM song playing in the background. The loud music drowns out the moans coming out of every corner.

Naked waiters and waitresses drop off food on a large dining room table.

Sex slings occupy brightly lit areas of the hall.

Antoine spots us and dashes towards us. “Does he know you're here?” I ask.

“Of course. We only have one rule. Never have fun alone.”

Antoine leans forward and hugs me. I can feel his pelvis thrust forward as he leans in on me.

I look down at Antoine’s feet, and this makes my pussy wet. He has large, strong feet. Gentle hairs cover the tops of his toes. If there is one thing that makes my pussy wet, it's a man with good feet. Resting on his beautiful feet are his muscular calves. Antoine has legs most rugby players would die for.

His cock stands firm and proud. Even though we’re in a conversation, his hardened cock remains. He looks at my body and I can tell he wants to stick his cock inside of me. His dick is easily 9 inches and thick. Decorating his prick is that silver cock ring.

Emelie strokes his cock before they whisper in each other's ears and Antoine heads off to the dance floor.

“Let's grab a few drinks at the bar,” Emelie tells me.

We pass a group of guys waiting in line to fuck a chick with massive tits on a sex sling, as we head off to the bar.

“So, what do you think?” Emelie asks once our Cosmopolitans arrive.

“You surprise me, hey! When I met you at the airport a week ago, this is the last place I would have pictured you to bring me to!”

“I think that guy likes you,” Emelie says looking over at a guy stroking his cock with a smirk on his face.”

“Yeah, but that's not who I want right now,” I say while watching Antoine getting his cock sucked.

“Well, if you don't want him, I'll have him.”

Emelie strides over to the guy and dances around. She seductively brushes her nail on his chest.

“I'll have a shot of Jagermeister,” I order at the bar. I watch intently as Emelie seduces the man and my pussy goes weak.

“May I join you?” I hear a voice whisper in my ear. It's Antoine.

“I thought you’d never ask.” Antoine looks at his wife getting fucked, and he smiles. He sees me touching myself. “You have a beautiful pussy,” he tells me.

“I'm so wet, ” I whisper.

I groan with gratification as Antoine places his fingers on my yearning cunt. We look at each other with uncontrollable desire. Antoine cupped his palms on my moist pussy, and my eyes roll back as he rubs his fingers through the folds of my cunt.

My breathing becomes heavy as he teases me with his finger before inserting his thick middle finger into my aching slit.

Looking up, I see Emelie’s hair bounce as she gets fucked up.

Antoine navigates his way into my cunt with his finger, massaging the walls of my craving pussy.

“Fuck! Don't stop! I'm close!” I moan. He curls his finger and starts rubbing my g-spot.

“Oooh,” I moan as I begin to lose control of my legs.

Antoine grabs me and holds me tight to make sure I don't fall, while his magic finger continues to stimulate me. My breathing becomes erratic and Antoine realizes this as he sticks his tongue in my mouth.

My body contracts and lets out violent jerks of ecstasy as I cover his hand with my cum.

“Fuuuuck,” I sighed. Antoine’s rock-hard cock pushes against me.

“Can’t wait to do this again,” he whispers in my ear.


Chapter 5

I can't believe this week has come to an end already. It feels like just yesterday I was on a flight ready to meet Emelie and Antoine.

I have a collage of photos and memories from this trip.

I hold up my lingerie. Pity I didn't get to use this.

“Ms. Steele.” I hear Emelie call me by my surname. This catches me by surprise. No one calls me by my surname besides airport assistants, bank tellers and…Diego.

“Come in,” I call out.

Emelie walks over and has a seat on the edge of my bed. Usually, I would get annoyed with a host constantly in my space. With Emelie, I quite liked having her around.

“So, you're flying back tonight. I'm going to miss you,” Emelie says.

“Aww, I'll miss you too,” I confess.

“So, your very last day. If you have anything else you want to do, now is the time.”

I smile suggestively at Emelie, flip my hair back and walk towards her. I run the back of my nails softly against her cheek.

“You know, I still haven't played in the Speelkamer.”

Standing in front of Emelie, I brush her hair behind her ears with my fingers.

“Well, what's stopping you?” Emelie asks. I can see her struggling to remain composed as my fingers slip lower and start caressing her neck.

Emelie bites her lower lip, and her eyes slant seductively. Our eyes remain locked as I lower my fingers further, seductively running my fingers down her arms. I lock my fingers in between hers and lift her arms, throwing them back behind her as I lean into her.

Our eyes remain locked as I extend my tongue slowly into her mouth.

She leaves her mouth slightly ajar, leaving enough room for me to enter. Emelie’s eyes closed slightly as I entered her. She welcomes me with her tongue and gently massages against me.

Our lips are locked like two puzzle pieces. As we continue to kiss passionately, I run my hands down her waist and slip my hands under her top.

Emelie moans in my mouth as I softly squeeze her tits.

I lift myself off Emelie and look down at her laying on the bed. Her body begs for more.

“Shall we?” Emelie asks raising her hand.

I grab hold of her hand and gently pull her up. “Let's,” I tell her.

I lead Emelie down the stairs and walks towards the Speelkamer with a coy smile on my face. I've wanted to play in the speelkamer since I got here. I always get what I want.

The beeping sound the front door makes when it opens fills the house.

“Babe?” Antoine calls out.

“We’re upstairs!” I shout out.

Emelie lifts my top and pulls it over my head as she leans in and kisses me again.

I return the favor and under the buttons on her blouse, revealing her perky tits.

“What are you guys—” Antoine walks into the Speelkamer with an image of me caressing his wife's tits.

Antoine takes a seat on a black leather couch and sits back as he enjoys the show.

I break the kiss with Emelie and smile seductively at Antoine.

Emelie has a seat on the sex sling, and I bend over and pull down her panty. She holds onto the sling straps as I lift her legs.

I look up at her with lust. I roll my tongue up Emelie’s silky soft leg. She throws her head back with pleasure, letting out a soft moan as I work my way up towards her pussy.

In the corner of my eye, I see Antoine stroking his cock.

I nibble softly on her skin as I work my way up to Emelie’s sweet pussy. Her delicate hairs greet me as I get my first whiff of her pussy. I look up at Emelie and smile as I extend my tongue on her clit. She closes her eyes and grinds her teeth slightly as I brush my tongue against the folds of her pussy.

Slowly, I extend my tongue further and deeper into her. “Awwwww,” she moans softly as I invade the insides of her cunt. I feel the walls of her pussy throb when I finger moves onto her yearning slit, gently massaging it.

Emelie lifts her head and smiles at Antoine. I understood the message behind that smile, and so did Antoine.

I’m on my knees, licking out Emelie. I soon feel Antoine’s strong touch on my back of my leg. “Awww, don’t stop!” Emelie begs as I circle her clit more vigorously.

Antoine runs his hands down my soft legs. His strong hands send shivers down my spine.

“AHHHH fuuuuck,” Emelie moans. Her legs tighten around my head, and she squirts hard into my mouth. I keep circling her clit with every squirt, and she throws her head back as she allows the pleasure to consume her.  

Emelie lifts herself off the sling. After looking back at Antoine suggestively, I turn around and slowly lift his shirt. I run my fingers across the indents on his perfectly sculpted abs. His abs are rock-hard, and that is not the only thing rock-hard.

The nipples on his chest stand upright, and I work my way down his body.

Antoine groans as I softly graze my arm against his dick. Looking up at Antoine, I undo the button on his short and free his cock from its prison. His huge cock bounces, slapping me in the face as it’s freed.

I grab hold of his cock from the base. His dick is porn-star worthy. I open my mouth as his prick slides into me.  

I maneuver my tongue around his head, rubbing his head with my tongue. He grabs hold of my hair and starts panting heavily. “Oh fuck!”

The taste of his delicious cum enters my mouth, and I find myself craving that salty taste. My tongue runs down his shaft, and I can feel the valve under his cock filled with cum, waiting to release.

I take in his cock, inch by inch. Slowly allowing him to consume me. I can usually handle a lot of dicks without gagging, but Antoine’s monster has me gagging within seconds. I want more!

Antoine turns around, lifts me up and places me on the sex sling seat. Carefully, he places the straps on my wrists. He places the remaining two straps on my ankles.

“This is rather pointless,” I say, pointing towards my legs. The straps hang loose. He smiles at me and reaches for the remote I discovered on my second day of living with the Van den Burgs.

“Holy shit,” I call out as the straps on my arms and legs pull tighter, controlled by Antoine and his remote. By the time he was done, my arms and legs were far spread out, with my ass resting on the seat.

Antoine stands near my pussy and slaps his thick cock on my yearning cunt. “Oh fuck,” I moan as it slaps against my cunt.

I feel his stumble softly graze against my pussy. I try pulling my legs closed but can’t.

He’s quite rough with me, but I like it. Within seconds, he sticks his tongue inside my pussy. He rolls his tongue around my slippery walls. His rough touch makes me crave him even more. “Fuck me!” I beg eventually.

Antoine stands upright, and I moan as I feel his thick cock slap against me, yet again.

“Fuck me!” I beg again. Antoine places his head on my slit, slowly rubbing my lips with his head as he enters me slowly. His thick cock spreads my pussy apart as he enters me. I feel the veins on his cock throb as he rubs against the flesh of my aching cunt.

“FUCK!” I scream as his cock enters me, completely submerged in my cunt. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I moan as he rams in and out of me.

He places his strong fingers on my clit, gently massaging it with every thrust.

“Fuck! I want you to come in me,” I beg. He starts massaging my clit furiously as his balls slapped against my glorious pussy. With the little movement I had, I lightened my legs around Antoine as pulses of pure ecstasy coursed through my veins. “I’m going to cum,” I moan. Seconds later I feel the first jet of his creamy cum shoot inside me. My muscles convulsed as I released.

“Awwwwww! Fuuuuck,” I moaned.

Antoine stood above me, breathing heavily and looked down at me with the hugest smile on his face.

***

“Please, do come and visit again!” Emelie calls out.

“You bet, I will,” I respond and kiss both Antoine and Emelie before bidding them goodbye.

The Van Den Burgs wave, until I’m out of sight.

This was one of the best trips I’ve been on. I got to see an incredible city and fucked incredible people. What more could a gal ask for?

Now it’s time to head back home and get to work. I double check my handbag in search of my sketchpad.

“Back to London, Ms. Steele?” The ticket agent asks while holding my passport.

I stare at her for a second, contemplating.

“You know what? Cancel that flight,” I tell her.

“Excuse me ma’am?” she asks.

“Cancel that flight. I need to book a flight to Barcelona, first.” 

I need to see Diego for my own happy ending!


Additional reads


Part time job

[image: ]

After seeing Bruce and Amanda get hot during their son's birthday party, the last thing I expected was to receive a call, offering me a job.

This job is EXACTLY what I needed. The benefits are more than I could ever have hoped for...

Grab your copy now
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