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         He grabs a beer from the fridge and taps it with his index finger I’s an old habit and he has done it since he had his first beers as a teenager. The sound of the beer opening echoes through the kitchen and the empty flat. Eddie lives by himself and he likes it that way.

         He sits down by the kitchen table in his office chair and spins around until he is facing the window. A black cat with white paws crosses the street outside. Eddie feels a strange connection to it. He loves cats.

         They know how to enjoy life. They understand freedom.

         He leans back in his chair, puts his feet up on the windowsill and has his first sip of the beer. He lets his gaze wander from one window of the house on the other side to another. The sun is low in the sky and it throws its light on the wall of the house like a huge spotlight, making it a stage. He is sitting in the audience, hiding in the shadow.

         In the flat opposite, all he can see is the light from the TV screen. The TV in there is huge and takes up most of the wall.

         In the next window he can see a dark kitchen with a very regular and wooden kitchen table, surrounded by four chairs. A crochet tablecloth, wallpaper covered in flowers and little porcelain figurines on a shelf on the wall. It’s probably the home of an older person. The next kitchen is empty. No curtains in the window. No table and no chairs. But the light is on.

         Eddie coughs as he swallows some beer down the wrong pipe.

         A woman with proud posture is now walking around in the empty room, wearing a very thin and short nightgown. It hangs from her shoulders in thin straps and it is pale pink and almost see-through. Her breasts are plump and bouncy. Her thighs look strong. Her skin is hazelnut brown and it looks like she comes from South America. Maybe from Brazil? Her hair is wild and messy. She fills the room with her presence and with her unapologetic and confident femininity. Her face is beautiful with delicate and sharp features. And something more. Something secretive. She looks happy.

         She leans over the windowsill to look down the street. She sees something – maybe the cat – and turns her head. Her breasts plump up in her cleavage. The fabric of her nightgown is so thin that you can see her nipples through it, big and dark.

         Eddie rests his beer can against his lower lip.

         A man the same age as the woman enters the room. They are young, in their thirties. She can’t hear him and she hasn’t seen him yet. She is still leaning over the window sill, looking at whatever it is that she sees down there. The man slowly walks up to her. He reaches his arms out. Then he grabs her from behind. The woman jumps from the surprise.

         It looks like she is screaming. Maybe she is angry, but he hugs her hard and presses his cheek against her cheek, hiding his face in her dark and wild hair. The woman relaxes as he moves his hands up her body. She turns around and embraces him in a kiss that is intense and long.

         He squeezes one of her breasts. It’s so big that he can’t fit it in his hand.

         Their kiss is passionate. Eddie can even see their tongues dancing with each other. She closes her eyes and arches her back. She moves her hips as slowly and gracefully as a belly dancer. The man starts pulling at her nightgown. Eddie watches them with excitement. Almost there now.

         The man – who seems really impatient – grips the front of the woman’s nightgown and pulls it firmly downwards. Her breasts bounce out of it.

         The ripped nightgown hangs from her shoulders. Eddie is spellbound.

         The woman’s breasts are squeezed together in between her thin arms when she puts her hands in front of her on the windowsill for support.

         Eddie quickly pulls his jeans down and grips the base of his stiff cock.

         The woman looks around, down on the street, her eyes wandering from window to window. All of a sudden she seems tensed up and she turns around to say something to the man. He doesn’t seem to care.

         Instead, his hand disappears down in between her legs. She flinches, from surprise and pleasure, and she stops talking. She arches her back and pushes her ass backwards. Her whole body is swaying. She opens her mouth and rests her head on his shoulder. Her eyes are closed. Pleasure radiates from her face.

         Is he already inside of her?

         When she opens her eyes, you can really see that she is horny. She leans forwards and her breasts bounce up and down.

         She uses one hand to support herself as he thrusts into her from behind and her other hand looks for something next to the window. Before Eddie grasps what is happening, she spins something in between her fingers, and the curtain closes. The blinds. They close and hide everything that is happening in the flat.

         Fuck!

         Eddie keeps jerking himself off, unsuccessfully. He feels frustrated. Just like when a wasp shows up by a beautifully set breakfast table in the summer. Oh well, he lets go of his cock and downs his beer.

         At least he knows who his new neighbors are now. He walks over to the fridge to get another beer. Then he walks to the living room. There is a sofa in there and a sofa table. He doesn’t own a TV. Empty beer cans, soda bottles, papers and other trash all over the floor. Two big paintings that he has painted on the wall. One is a collage of miniature breasts in different skin tones that together form a pair of enormous and well-shaped breasts. The other one is a painting of a half-naked woman in sexy lingerie with the words Baise moi tattooed on her lower back––French for fuck me.

         He sits down on the sofa and looks in between the sofa cushions. He finds some money and puts it in his pocket, but that’s not what he is looking for. In one of the drawers of his sofa table he has a big pile of old magazines. When he picks one of them up, it makes a sticky sound. A piece of paper is stuck to it and he pulls it off. Half of the paper sticks to the magazine and on the tiny piece of paper that he holds in his hand. Only three of the numbers are readable.

         Fuck! He wants to throw something out the window, but stops himself. He tries to remember the number, but he can’t. He is thinking about how he can find her again… What are the odds that you will run into a random person again, in one of the biggest cities in Sweden?

          
      

         He puts on a denim jacket and heads outside. It’s cool in the shade and the sunshine burns his face and his neck. The streets are full of people, and when he reaches the main street, it’s so crowded that he has to slow down. The sound of high heels against the concrete makes him turn around. The woman passing him has long legs and a short skirt. Her hips move seductively from side to side and she walks so fast that her hair sways in the wind behind her. It’s a lovely day.

         The pleasant feeling of the alcohol is fading away and he is hungry. He looks for a good restaurant. He doesn’t have the energy to pick one, so he walks into the first one he sees that has tables outside.

         Many people love choices, but they are a damn burden. Every time you make a choice, you lose another opportunity. If you decide to never make choices but to just go with the flow, you have the whole world in your hands.

         He sits down at a table in the corner of the outdoor seating area. He can see the street, but he can also see the entrance to the restaurant. He always picks a table with that view. That way he can have his back against the wall and at the same time see everything that happens. He looks through the menu. Salmon. Perfect. A beer. That’ll be great.

         The waitress walks over to his table. She picks up her notepad and looks like she is thinking about something.

         “Hello, what can I get for you?” she asks.

         He looks at her. She is very cute and has a small mouth with plump red lips. It’s hard to see the contours of her body underneath her outfit, but he can tell that she is slightly bigger, curvy. There is something very tempting about that. And her face looks amazing. The more he looks at it, the more beautiful she becomes. Her eyes are green. He places his order and she writes it down on her notepad. He can’t believe that he had almost missed it. Bright green eyes, like a cat. I will make her purr, he thinks, and smiles.

          
      

         It’s another waitress that brings him his food, but he hopes that she will be the one who brings him his check. He eats slowly. The salmon tastes wonderful and he is enjoying it so much that he forgets about her for a moment. Then he waits. When she walks towards his table, he knows that she is coming over to ask him if he liked his food, so he says:

         “This is the best thing I’ve eaten the whole day.”

         She smiles.

         “I’m glad to hear that… I’ll tell the chef.”

         His plan is to charm and seduce her, but when he looks into her green eyes, he is suddenly lost for words. Just say anything.

         “I love your green eyes.”

         “Okay… thanks!”

         “They are unusual.”

         “Yeah…”

         “Do you know what more I like?”

         “No. What more do you like?”

         “Pillow fighting.”

         She starts to laugh. “Okay,” she says, and twists a lock of hair between her fingers.

         “But the best time for a pillow fight is obviously in the morning after a night of wonderful sex,” he continues.

         She blushes, looks around the restaurant, straightens her back and looks at him again. She smiles.

         “So, what’s your favorite, morning sex or goodnight sex?” he asks.

         “Do I have to pick one?” she says.

         Now it’s Eddie’s turn to laugh. “No, you don’t. Just go with your gut feeling.”

         “Is that what you are doing right now?” she asks.

         “I’m just doing what I’m doing. It’s always the best thing to do.”

         “You’re just doing what you’re doing.” she says, and smiles. They are both silent for a few seconds and then she says:

         “You could always take my number.”

         “Sorry, I don’t have a phone.”

         She raises her eyebrows and gives him a skeptical look. “You don’t have a phone?”

         “Nope. But when do you get off work?”

         “I mean, not until five.” She looks at the big clock on the wall and says, “That’s in more than two hours.”

         “That’s cool. I’ll wait.”

         “Are you just gonna sit here and wait?”

         “No, the sun is disappearing soon and this place will get cold. But you see that café over there?” He points at the building across the street. The outdoor seating of the café has a couple of tables and chairs and it is half-full of people. “It will bathe in the afternoon sun for a while longer. You know that lovely afternoon sun. So, I’m going to sit over there. And you are welcome to join me if you want. I’ll save you a seat,” he says, and takes a sip of his beer.

         Wow, he is so cocky. Who does he think he is? I hope he’s not playing games with me. What does he mean wait? Is he going to wait for me for hours? Did I have a shower this morning? What will happen if I go over there? I bet those lips would be great to kiss, his dumb smile. I wonder what his ass looks like? I have to check it out when he stands up. And what does he mean if doesn’t have a phone. It sounds like a bad lie…

         She takes a deep breath and says, “Okay, if you say so. But I’ll have to get back to work now.”

         But she doesn’t move. She looks like she still has something to say. She looks at him again. Then she turns around and walks away.

         He drinks his beer slowly and looks at the people walking by on the street. In the back of his head he replays his conversation with the waitress. What he said, how she reacted, what had made her react, and so on. The analysis happens automatically, as that’s how his brain works. But he is sick of it, bored, and he doesn’t want to care about that now. He grabs the cold glass, takes a big sip and focuses on how lovely it tastes.

         A couple of meters away a kid accidentally lets go of a red balloon. His dad doesn’t see it. He is busy talking to another man. Eddie can see that they have bumped into each other accidentally and that they really don’t want to talk. Their body language gives them away. Polite smiles and feet that are ready to start walking again. It looks like they are both pulled in different directions by an invisible leash.

         In the meantime, the kid stares at the balloon that is slowly disappearing upwards into the blue sky.

         Eddie smiles to himself, stops himself from screaming out and stands up.

          
      

         He walks over to the café on the other side of the street and orders a beer.

         The waitress, whose name is Frida, throws a glance at him from time to time. Just a glance, as she has a job to do too. It isn’t a busy afternoon for her, but she can’t just stand around staring.

         He looks pretty good as he sits there in the sun and she feels a tingle inside. Then she gets annoyed with herself: Who goes to a restaurant alone? Doesn’t he have a life? Friends? But it’s also brave. I would have found it very hard. He is calm and confident, but maybe he is boring? I guess I should just ignore him, as it’ll be nice to get home, but…

         She realizes that she never told him her name or asked for his. In that moment she decides to walk over to him when she finishes her shift. If nothing else she wants to know his name.

          
      

         Eddie smiles when she walks towards him. And she is doing her best to make it look like she was just heading that way anyway.

         “Would you like a drink?” he asks.

         “Yes, I guess I’ll have one,” she answers.

         She orders a beer. They chat for a while. He doesn’t say much but listens carefully, and after a while she realizes that she has told him a lot about herself.

         Eddie likes the sound of her voice. He looks at her; how her hair falls over her shoulders and how her fingers move when she speaks. He looks at her green eyes and sees that they sparkle sometimes when she gets excited about something. She asks him general questions, but he keeps his answers short.

         They fall silent for a while and he says, “Come, let’s take a walk.”

         They cross the bridge over the canal. They walk past the plaza and onto a street lined with old houses, big doorways and no stores. She rests her head on his shoulder for a second and squeezes his arm.

         Suddenly, Eddie puts his hands on her ass and lifts her up in the air. Her surprised scream echoes in between the walls. He puts her down again.

         “What are you doing?” she says, and laughs.

         “I saved you from stepping in that puddle!”

         “What… what puddle?”

         “Look, there!” he says, and points at a tiny puddle. It looks like someone has spilled a glass of water.

         “Oh, okay, thanks I guess.”

         “No, I’m just joking, I’m just looking for a reason to touch you.”

         She smiles, looks down and bites her lip. She punches him in the chest and thinks that he must be strong. She wonders what his upper body looks like naked. He takes a step towards her and his face is just in front of hers. Her body fills with heat and she can still feel the weight of his hand linger on her ass. He kisses her gently on the cheek and moves his lips up along her neck.

         Frida’s chest moves up and down, and she slowly places her hand behind his neck. The kiss is sudden but it makes everything easy. They lean against the wall and she grabs his right buttock. A voice of reason whispers careful, slow down, but the voice is drowned out by the next kiss. It feels good, it feels right. And Eddie loves the way she tastes, her scent and the soft curves of her body. He hears no voice of reason at all. All he can hear is a big, strong bear, growling from pride and excitement.

         He lifts her up and squeezes her buttocks. His trousers are thin and he rubs his erection against her. He can tell that she is relaxing and warming up. They look at each other and their eyes tell them exactly what they need to do.

         “Come,” he says and grabs her hand. They find the closest doorway and walk up three steps. The heavy door creaks when they open it and the staircase inside is empty and silent.

         Eddie presses Frida up against the wall. She is longing for his hands. He looks at her and she starts unbuttoning his pants. She pulls his cock out and starts to move his foreskin back and forth.

         “What if someone comes?” she whispers.

         “We’ll hear it. This place is so empty we would hear a pin drop.”

         “Do you want to fuck, now?”

         He nods.

         “This is crazy.” She looks down. Sees her hand moving up and down around the wet head of Eddie’s penis. She is surprised by herself, by what she is doing, by what she wants to do, because she really wants to. His dark moans make her move her hand faster and press herself against him. Without saying a word, her body begs him to take her against the wall.

         He put his hand down her panties. She is soaking wet. Their moans echo in the empty staircase. He turns her around and pulls her pants down to her thighs. He rubs his erection against her and she moans. She helps him to enter her. It feels just like she wants it to feel and it’s completely amazing. Both of them move together.

         He fucks her hard and she has the palms of her hands against the wall. The sound of their bodies crashing into each other reverberates through the building. She turns her face towards him, and when they lock eyes, she feels like she is having an out-of-body experience, like she is waking up from a dream. It blows her away.

         Eddie desperately wants to taste her lips and presses against her until she almost loses her balance. She is stuck in between him and the wall. They both breathe heavily, cheek against cheek, and they are sweating. When he kisses her, she bites him.

         He nibbles her ear and her neck. She feels like she is filled up by fireworks, confetti and mini-orgasms. The sensation starts in her head and spreads down her neck and down her back. The pressure from his cock, his body and the wall is everything. She knows what is coming, and it comes hard. She feels it in her toes. In her stomach. The sensation washes over her and her whole body is electric. She is lost in the orgasm. She is nowhere and everywhere. She knows him better now. He keeps pumping, and it feels nicer and nicer.

         “I’m almost there” he mumbles.

         She turns around and he slips out of her. She takes the swollen and hot cock in her hand and he cums and cums, sperm going everywhere. On her, on the wall, in the palm of her hand. With a light touch, she squeezes the last drops out of him as he gasps from pleasure. She wipes her hand off on the wall.

          
      

         Le petit mort, the small death. They quickly put their clothes back on. Little by little, reality returns to them. The empty and dark staircase. The knowledge that they were strangers just minutes ago.

         Frida stares at the man in front of her. She has no idea who he is. She stares at him and enjoys her experience. A golden memory that she will carry with her like a little treasure.

         Eddie starts to feel restless again. Something else is waiting around the corner, he is sure of it.

         “Maybe we should go. I’m pretty sure there are some poor old people hiding behind their doors, scared half to death. Wondering if they should call the police or join us.”

         Frida laughs so genuinely that Eddie starts laughing too.

         It’s evening outside when they leave the building, but the sky is still blue and it’s warm.

         “I’m gonna go home now,” Frida says. “But maybe we’ll meet again.” She picks up a business card from her pocket. It has her name, her e-mail and her phone number on it. And it tells Eddie that she is a photographer.

         “You can order these things literally for free, it’s not very serious… I like photography, I’m not a pro… it’s just a hobby. But I thought, as you don’t have a phone, well, now you know how to get in touch with me again. If you want to.”

         Then she stops talking.

         Eddie can’t help feeling flattered. She looks amazing; vulnerable and insecure. He kisses her and puts her card in his pocket. Thinks about how to say goodbye. See you in the next life?

         “You’ll have to show me your photos one of these days,” he says.

         “Sure.”

         She holds her head high and looks at him. Then she leaves. They go separate ways on the empty street, and not until he turns a corner and is completely alone again does he he cheer inside. Not until then does he allow himself to show emotions.

         He runs straight into a flock of doves and the birds fly in panic into a dark cloud in the sky. He laughs out loud.

         That’s when he sees them, in the distance, on the other side of the plaza. The new neighbors, the couple. The unbelievably sexy Brazilian. He remembers her breasts bouncing up and down in the window. She is wearing make-up now and she is so beautiful that he can’t look away. Her hair is shiny, messy and curly. He can hear her high heels against the street. The man, a handsome man, is wearing a shirt and his sleeves are rolled up. His posture is great and he looks strong and powerful without being huge. He walks with his head held high. They really look like the perfect couple.

         Eddie watches them from a distance. When they walk around a corner, he hurries after them until he can see them again, and then he slows down. At this moment, he doesn’t care about what just happened in the empty staircase or the business card in his pocket. Sure, he will think about it with a big smile on his face just before he is about to fall sleep later tonight, but right now he has forgotten about it completely.

         The couple rounds another corner. He sees the door to a strip club. A small door with a red neon sign. Discrete but still obvious. They walk past it. He is so close to them now that he has to stop. He pretends that he is waiting for someone. When he looks their way again, he sees them walk in through a discrete black door. He runs over there and follows them inside. He enters a dark room, dimly lit by red light bulbs. The music is sensual and the vibe is very intimate. Black walls and sticky floors.

         “Sorry man, only invited guests tonight.” The bouncer is huge and looks very tough, but his eyes are friendly.

         “But I know the guys who just walked in,” Eddie says.

         “Sorry, they said nothing about that.”

         “They must have forgotten. I told them I would be here later, but then I caught up with them anyway. I guess they didn’t see me.”

         The bouncer gives him a suspicious look.

         “Hey, by the way, I’ve seen you at the gym,” Eddie says quickly. “Now I recognize you. You deadlift without lifting straps or anything. You don’t see that every day. Real old school, I respect that. But look, I’m not here to pick a fight. You get that, right? I know the rules. Those people who just walked in, they are my friends and they said I should join them to see what this place is all about. I’m just here to look, nothing else.

         Eddie carefully takes a step forwards, confidently. He looks at the bouncer and smiles.

         “Okay, fine. I’ll let you through. But don’t do anything stupid.”

         “You rock man,” Eddie says, and puts a hand on the bouncer’s enormous shoulder. “Have a good night.”

         The next thing he sees blows his mind. A woman is lying on a small stage, spreading her legs, exposing her pussy for everyone to see. She moves slowly and graciously. Another woman is squirming next to her, a redhead. The woman spreading her legs is a blonde. The redhead licks the blonde woman’s thigh, closer and closer to her most intimate parts before she lands on them with her face. The moans mix with the music.

         On a sofa a woman has pulled a man’s cock out from his jeans and is now jerking him off. They are both watching the women on the stage and then she suddenly bows her head down and hungrily puts his cock in her mouth.

         Eddie sees some stairs that lead down to the basement and he continues further into the dark room. Further into the sweaty and horny atmosphere and the arousing scent of sex.

         Once again, he is blown away by what he sees. In the corner of the room downstairs he sees a bed shaped like a heart and it’s spinning around. It is spinning slowly, and on it a thin and pale woman is being fucked from behind by a big and dark man. His dark skin glistens and his big hands on her hips make him look like a giant. She whimpers and looks at him with horny eyes. It doesn’t look like they care about all the other people in the room that are staring at them.

         What must be around ten people are sitting in the sofas surrounding the bed. Two of them are the neighbors.

         Eddie sits down next to the couple, next to her. His heart races and it feels like he is dreaming. He keeps a polite distance, but he gradually moves closer to her, as if the sofa was full and he has no choice. He can feel her heavy scent fill up his nostrils. He is hooked. He can feel her naked shoulder and her thigh against him now. It’s electric.

         In front of them, they see the couple on the bed from the side. Eddie looks at the Brazilian woman. Her breathing is heavy. Her chest is moving up and down. When all they can see is the tense and sweaty ass of the man on the bed, Eddie looks down at the Brazilian woman’s thighs instead. He presses himself against her and she doesn’t move.

         Eddie puts the back of his hand on her thigh. She does nothing. He turns his hand over. Her skin feels soft and warm under the palm of his hand. Then she looks at him and her eyes are full of desire. She is so beautiful that Eddie doesn’t know if he is horny or in love or maybe both. But what he feels is stronger and rawer than what is happening in front of them and stronger than anything else in the room.

         She can see straight through him. She is horny and doesn’t care who he is, but she wants something from him.

         She grabs his hand and turns to her boyfriend. She whispers something to him. Lightening in his eyes. He stares at Eddie for a long time. Then he kisses his girlfriend, stands up and leaves.

         Eddie’s heart is pounding in his chest. The Brazilian woman looks at him and smiles. Her eyes tell him that she has the same fantasies as him. She squeezes his thigh and moves her hand up towards his crotch. She touches his pulsating bulge and starts working on freeing it from his clothes. She smiles again and leans forwards, but pauses above his erection. She hesitates. Can she smell pussy?

         She continues carefully, kissing the tip, tasting it. But then she opens her mouth and closes it around his cock. She sucks it clean. Her tongue circles the head for a while and then she fills her mouth again. Eddie’s face feels hot and he moans loudly, but he can’t help himself. And then it happens. It’s good enough to make his heart skip a beat.

         She looks at him with big brown eyes, and they connect completely.

         He puts his hand inside her dress, grabs one of her breasts and sails away on the wild ocean of sexual euphoria.
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         My name is Nadine. I am 19 years old and I work the night shift at a hotel. This is my paradise because it's quiet and luxurious. I like observing the people who come here. Most of them are wearing expensive clothes, and are very well groomed. They're either going somewhere or have just returned from meetings, business or a vacation. There are always fresh cut flowers and clean towels. The mirrors are always polished and shining. I'm the receptionist, but I do room service as well.

         When it's quiet, I sit here writing down my fantasies. I have to pass the time some way or another, and I've always dreamt of being an author. My ultimate dream is to have a private secretary like the one Barbara Cartland had. I'll rent my own room here at the hotel, and lounge about in silk pyjamas drinking champagne while dictating to the secretary what to write.

         I've already been in contact with an editor. He looks like Mel Gibson, only younger, and with brown eyes. He likes my erotic fantasies, and it excites me that he wants to read them, even if there are lots of pages to go before it's enough for a book.

         My favourite artist is Sophie Calle. She used to work at a hotel, where she did housekeeping and took pictures of people's belongings as part of her art project. My project is my stories.

         It's an old hotel with Chesterfield leather furniture and green lamps. The bar in the basement is dimly lit and looks like something out of an old British movie. When I walk around with the feather duster to do a bit of light cleaning, I imagine that this is my home, my castle and that the editor is my master, giving me orders on what to write.

          
      

         This hotel has something unique, which no other hotel has, as far as I know, and which is exclusively for the very wealthiest of the patrons. It's called PLAYROOM.

          
      

         It's a place where you can pay to be the voyeur of a couple having sex. The guests at the hotel can also have sex with one another there.

         The exciting and unique aspect is that there is a pair of eyes on the opposite wall as well, which look through a hatch that closes as soon as the sex is over.

         That's why the hotel is named The Voyeur. Without having to spend the night, you can watch your wildest fantasies being played out. The business card contains these words:

         
            “You've heard about us. You're looking for us. At The Voyeur you can live out whatever you want, whenever you want. Your deepest fantasies come true right before your eyes. Do you want to try? Call us at 666-999-000.”
      

         

         I have yet to be a voyeur, but it's certainly not because I don't want to be. I've managed to gather a lot of inspiration, but I've done so through very seedy behaviour.

         Because it's an old hotel, the doors and locks are old as well, with old-fashioned heavy keys. When the keys are not in the locks, you can peek through the keyholes and get an eyeful when couples are having sex. The keyholes provide excellent views of the beds.

         It's from this position that my experiences – which are not technically my experiences, but only things I've seen – have become the inspiration behind my writings. Sound travels very well here too, and you can hear what's happening when someone is really having passionate sex. It's very arousing.

         Once I went the extra mile and hid in the cupboard while a couple was having sex.

          
      

         I had to cover my mouth with my hand as I participated in their activities without them knowing. Fortunately, they went into the bathroom afterwards and I was able to sneak out. My heart was pounding for an hour afterwards from the excitement and the fear of getting caught.

         I've signed a discretion waiver since many important and prominent patrons visit us. Many of them hold high-powered jobs, and it would be a complete scandal if anyone were to find out that they participate in these games.

         Sometimes, prostitutes come in directly from the street, but usually, it's expensive escorts, both male and female. Many of the patrons are members of swinger clubs. The hotel keeps detailed accounts of the guests and has a protocol to show who slept in which room on which night. The so-called 'Red Pages' contains information about sexual preferences. Furthermore, there is the 'Directory,' which contains the contact information of the 'participants.'

         The employees of the hotel are hired based on their age, their looks, and their own preferences. I'm still a novice, but 'Mama' is tutoring me. She is the wife of the hotel manager, and a former costume designer and make-up artist. She helps the new employees learn how to do their job.

         As far as I'm concerned, I'm not going to pursue a career as an escort, but as a writer. I only work here to gather inspiration for my writing. It was the editor who got me the job. I had only submitted a single short story, and then he arranged for me to have a job interview here.

         My dull suburban parents would die of embarrassment if they knew what I was doing. They think my job consists of making beds and handing people their keys.

         During the day, I'm studying to become a nurse, and so I use my Anatomy textbook as a cover for what I'm actually doing. I'm studying male and female genitalia.

         The book is open on top of my writings.

         Not even the manager knows that I'm writing about what takes place in his hotel. What goes on here is not technically illegal. No one is below legal age, and there are no foreigners without work permits. Everyone in the Directory is here to seek pleasure. Otherwise, it wouldn't be fun to watch – nor would it be fun to write about.

         I'm wearing jeans and my hair is loose. My jacket is open. I'm wearing a red blouse with short sleeves, which shows a bit of my stomach as well as my navel piercing. I’m also wearing my red Converse trainers. The room looks like the stage in a small theatre. The floor is empty, and there is only a single bench in the middle of the room. There is a large potted plant by one of the walls. The lighting is dim, except for a spotlight on the bench.

         I rub my thighs and wait nervously. I feel slightly impatient. I take my phone out of my pocket and look at the pictures of my boyfriend, Baby, and I kissing.

         One of the walls has a lovely sculpted surface in earth tones with a wavy pattern. Suddenly, I hear the sound of a hatch opening. I stare over at the window which makes a rectangular hole in the wall, like a screen or a window to another room. It’s a ticket booth.

         I put my phone back in my pocket and walk towards the window. A beautiful, feminine hand is giving me a plastic access card with the words in red: VOYEUR. The letter O is punched through, forming a hole. I put it in front of my eye as if it were a monocle.

         Now I get access to a new window. I use the card to open it.

         A beautiful blonde woman with a short, boyish haircut is looking directly into my eyes. There is a plank bed in the room behind her. There are flowers all over the floor and hanging from the ceiling.

          
      

         It's very beautiful and colourful. The flowers provide a gorgeous contrast to the sparsely furnished room, where the bed is the only piece of furniture. It's reminiscent of a forest or a beautiful garden. Green leaves and red flowers.

         The woman lies down on the bed. Her body is slender, and her skin is light and delicate.

         An amazingly attractive naked man appears, bending down over her. He kisses the essence between her thighs while her arms are stretched out above her and her head is swayed, over the edge of the bed. I can hear her sounds of pleasure as he glides his finger into her. They then switch to a 69 position with him on the bottom and her on top. I see his tongue sliding in and out of her pussy. She's got him in her mouth. He's big and hard. Her buttocks are gorgeous, and she's cleanly shaven.

         She squeezes his balls and grabs his cock in her other hand. She satisfies him hard and rhythmically.

         I'm a part of this, and yet I'm not. The wall is between us. But it almost feels as if I'm her. I'm pretending that she's me.

         She has a black tattoo on her thigh. I recognise the shape from Buddhist iconography. I stare at it feeling completely mesmerised. It's a mandala for meditative purposes.

         My eyes glance back and forth between their mouths, as they taste one another. His hair is as dark as hers is light. A beautiful couple in the middle of this oasis of the city, of whose existence I was completely unaware before my editor slipped me the small access card with VOYEUR written on it.

         I'm wet with excitement, and I feel like climbing through the small gap and entering the other side. I touch myself outside my clothes. My nipples are hard, aching to be touched, kissed, licked and pinched.

          
      

         Their sounds torment my ears in the most arousing way. I press my pelvis against the wall and rub against it.

         Suddenly, music starts playing. It is a rhythmic sound of violins and deep bass notes. The music goes through my skin, my flesh, and right into my bones. It's all so wonderful and alluring. I feel the tears running down my cheeks. How I'm being touched and seduced through my eyes. The here and there are melting together within my vision.

          
      

         I once had an acupuncture appointment. According to Eastern philosophy, every organ is represented in the ear. Perhaps something similar is the case with the eye? That our bodies themselves are represented there? How else does one explain that this sight is linked to my brain and giving me a feeling that it's me lying there – naked, horny?

         I need to shut my eyes for a moment. I can hardly contain my arousal. His massive cock is so thick and hard. I long to feel him thrusting it inside of me.

         He pulls his foreskin back and forth rapidly while she sits like a statue staring at him. The light hitting her body makes her look like a work of art, an object one ought to worship, and to which one ought to submit entirely. I imagine that I'm him, that I'm touching her.

         She takes him in her mouth. He's so big and long that she's a long way from being able to fit all of him inside. Her lips are moist, and I imagine the smells, the only thing I'm unable to sense here on the other side of the wall.

         He puts on a condom. He enters her with his large, hard cock.

         My head is close to the surface of the small square that enables me to watch.

         I hear myself moan and gasp. They turn their faces toward me and smile. Their expressions are inviting me to join them in their paradise. I unzip my jeans and slip a couple of fingers underneath my knickers and against my pussy. It's a beautiful and passionate sight. They kiss with great desire, loving and sensuous.

         Now she turns around and gets on all fours. He touches himself a little bit, so he won't lose his erection as she positions herself. She crawls right up to the edge of the bed and raises her bum towards him. He enters her anew.

         The music changes, and her moaning sounds like a powerful soprano. His voice provides the bass. It sounds absolutely divine.

         I imagine that she and I kiss, as my hands grab her blonde, boyish hair. My tongue probing her labia to find her diamond and make it throb and glisten.

         He pumps her hard and fast. Her breasts swing back and forth. I want to squeeze and pull on them.

         Once again I imagine her lips. Licking them. Our tongues meet in a kiss and respond to each other's desires.

         She sits on top of him when he cums. Their voices flow together in orgasmic delight. Then I hear the sound of a loud clap and the hatch closing before my eyes. The room disappears, just like their naked and excited bodies.

         I'm alone with myself again. I move away from the window. Simultaneously aroused and unfulfilled. I put my jacket on.

         Baby is my own personal James Bond. He's the ultimate boyfriend and an amazing lover. My first time was fairly late at 17 years old, and it was with him, so I've only ever slept with one man. He's in acting school and he can play most parts. Sometimes I act alongside him when he has to learn his lines.

         A movie producer has predicted that he will have a magnificent career. He already acted in one movie where he was nominated for an award for best-supporting actor.

         Even though I'm not quite ready yet, I fantasise about how beautiful our children would be. He's a couple of years older than I am, and I feel SO amazingly lucky. He would be any girl's dream catch.

         He used to go out with my best friend, who is now no longer my best friend – because of him. Sometimes you have to choose love and go where your desire takes you. I didn't feel as if I had a choice. I was madly in love, and I still am. Right now I call him Baby. It's because of an acting role where that's his name.

          
      

         Baby thinks it's very arousing that the hotel has a playroom, and he can't wait for it to be 'our' turn. The hotel manager is naturally open to the idea even though Baby would only agree to do it if he's sure it wouldn’t be taped. A sex tape could really damage his career if it should appear in the media. There's a lot of that going around these days, after all.

         Baby and I have watched Fifty Shades of Grey several times. I have dark hair, just like the leading actress. It turns me on when he takes control and tells me what to do. I'm not into hardcore S&M though. Only the more gentle things, with slight pain, a bit of unpleasantness, so long as it doesn't get crazy. I'm a woman who likes caresses and kisses, not bizarre and extreme things.

         If I didn't have Baby, I'm sure I'd already be having an affair with the editor. He has tried asking me out a few times, but I've always maintained my rejection. To me, Baby is my absolute dream and I don't want to risk anything. Although, the editor certainly has his appeal. He's mature and experienced, his voice is deep, his hair is dark grey, and he has large bushy eyebrows. His dark brown deep-set eyes undress me while he talks about words. That arouses me very much, in a way that is entirely different from what Baby does. As if words and flesh become one when the editor is nearby. Sometimes he asks me to read what I've written.

          
      

         I can see the longing and the torment in his expression. How badly he wants the words to become flesh. I sit there with my short and simple sentences, while the shelves behind him are packed from floor to ceiling with books he has edited. It certainly has an effect on me, and I feel proud. That the words have power, my words, in the same way that flesh and bodies and caresses might.

         He sighs my name.

         “Nadine, you are so good.”

         Even though he might as well be praising a dog, I feel warm and happy inside. He emphasises the “good.”

         I'm reading about the eye. It is the size of the pupil that determines how much light enters. In darkness, the pupil expands, and it contracts in the light. The image we see of an object is always mirrored. The brain flips it over to make us see it properly. Our field of vision becomes limited when we look downwards, compared to when we look upwards and outwards.

         The rods in the eye are extremely sensitive to light, and they get stimulated in dim light, when they create a hazy picture in grey shades. That's why the old Danish adage holds true, that all cats are grey when it's dark. I have to read the chapter a few times to properly grasp it. I've also bought an anatomical eye, which can be taken apart so as to demonstrate its structure in three dimensions. I make detailed notes of all the new terms I need to memorise before my Anatomy exam: nasal concha, nervus opticus, saccus lacrimalis, bulbus oculi. I truly love those words, even though there are far too many for me to remember.

         I'm in the middle of writing a new story, and I use writing as my reward when I've finished reading a few pages.

         The manager walks in, completely drenched with sweat. It's obvious what he has been doing. He has either been fucking Mama, or walked up a staircase.

         He's so fat that his stomach barely fits inside his shirt. His black hair is greasy and shiny on the sides. I'm sure he was a handsome man 50 or 60 kilograms ago. Mama is quite large as well.

         It feels a bit odd that they should be so large. But they like fatty foods. Mama also does the cooking and makes artery-clogging Danish specialities for the hotel guests. I'm sure she was beautiful once as well.

         “Can you book a massage girl? We had one, but she just cancelled. It's for one of our regulars.”

         I nod and try dialling a couple of numbers, but there are no girls available.

         The manager wipes the sweat off his brow with a handkerchief.

         “Maybe you could do it?”

         “Me? Do a massage? Um…”

         “Nothing kinky, just your hands and his back. He has a backache and has to attend a meeting at the cabinet department… Please?”

         I smile and nod.

         “I'll do it.”

         “Thank you,” he says, sitting down at the desk to fill in for me.

         “Go and see Mama, she'll give you the supplies you'll need.”

         The windows are foggy in the kitchen. Mama is stirring a pot with some cut or another of beef in it. It smells amazing.

         “I was sent to get massage supplies.”

         Mama nods and wipes her big hands on her apron, which is slightly stained with gravy.

         “Come on,” she says, and I follow her to a small supply room adjacent to the kitchen. She hands me a basket of oil, various massage implements, a sheet and a towel.

          
      

         “Just do your best. Nothing bad will happen… just don't apply any pressure to the spine. Stroke toward the heart.”

         I nod and take the basket.

         “And wear this.”

         Mama hands me a tight black outfit.

         The outfit looks as if it has been smeared on my body. It's made of a synthetic leather fabric. Mama nods and brushes my hair before gathering it in a ponytail.

         “Just a massage then?”

         She nods and smiles.

         “Don't worry. JUST a massage.”

         I smile with relief.

         Holding the basket in my hand, I find his room. I knock on the door and wait for him to open it. He's a tall and handsome man with dark hair, a few specks of grey and a beautifully masculine face. I gasp slightly when I notice his hairy chest under the partially unbuttoned shirt.

         “You're the massage girl then?”

         I nod and give him a nervous smile.

         “You're very young, aren't you?”

         I nod.

         “19, sir.”

         “I like them young.”

         “I'm only here for your massage, sir,” I say gently but firmly.

         He breathes deeply. He has a strong and masculine scent. He takes off his shirt and trousers, while I put a sheet on top of the bed. He lies down on his stomach. He's tan, and his shoulders are broad.

         I place the basket next to the bed and grab the bottle of massage oil, which I warm up by rubbing my hands together before I slowly smear it over his back. The naked skin is warm and slippery. His voice reveals that he's enjoying it.

         He's making no effort to hide it. He's embarrassing me. Fortunately, he can't see me blushing. I sit down on the edge of the bed so that I can reach both sides easier. I quickly realise that I have to take my shoes off and sit on the bed straddling him before I can reach everywhere.

         “Feel free to be a bit less gentle,” he says, his head half buried in the pillow.

         “Yes, sir,” I reply, doing what he says.

         I get a firmer grip as if I were kneading dough, every muscle and sinew.

         “Oh, that's amazing.”

         I feel proud and happy to be praised by him.

         I'm straddling his lower back. I'm not doing it on purpose, but I am accidentally rubbing myself against him as I massage him. The entire situation is arousing me, and I can feel myself getting wet, aching with a desire for him to turn around and face me and begin unzipping my outfit.

         My mum always said that you should be careful what you wish for because your wishes might come true. Am I cheating on Baby by fantasising about another man? I decide that I'm not. It's just work, and maybe the inspiration for a new story.

         The man turns around.

         “I feel quite sore here as well,” he says, gesturing to the side of his chest.

         I can hardly control my breathing at the sight of his hairy and sculpted chest. I take another handful of oil and warm it up. I straddle his lower body, but on my knees, so that my body is not resting against his.

         I start by applying the oil to his chest and to his well-toned stomach. Then I grab his chest nice and hard. It appears as if he likes it.

         “Pinch my nipples a little bit.”

         I grab each nipple with two fingers and pinch slightly.

         “Oh yes, that feels so good.”

         I squeeze a bit harder.

         “Try sucking one of them instead.”

         I stop for a moment and stare at him. If I do what he asks, I'll have gone astray. My knees are getting tired, and I let my lower body rest against his. I feel his erection through his boxers. He makes a loud sigh of pleasure as I sit down on top of him.

         What happened next was not planned, nor was it on purpose. I let him do it. I let myself do it.

         I bent my face down towards his chest and let my moist lips engulf his nipple. I play with it with my tongue and suck on it.

         I feel his lower body rising up and throb against me. There's no mistaking it. His manhood is hard as a rock now.

         “What's your name?”

         He strokes my cheek with his hand.

         “Nadine,” I whisper.

         “Nadine,” he says slowly. “Such a beautiful name.”

         I feel his hand grabbing the hair band holding my ponytail. He pulls it out. My dark hair loosens and falls down.

         “You are so sexy and seductive. I thought I was only getting a massage?”

         I was about to object, but instead, I taste the finger he inserts into my mouth. He moves it in and out between my lips.

         “Lick it”, he instructs me with a deeply aroused voice and an expression in his eyes that makes it impossible for me to say no.

         “Nadine,” he repeats, unzipping my outfit. The zipper starts at my cleavage and runs all the way down to the centre of my groin.

         He glows with excitement when he sees my exposed breasts. He grabs one in each hand and squeezes gently, then a bit rougher.

         I'm completely horny now. I rub my lower body against him outside of the fabric. I then feel a finger penetrating me. His hands are large, and he goes deep. He fucks me hard with his finger. He inserts one more finger.

         “I want to feel you,” he says, giving my backside a light smack with one hand.

         I bend down and start kissing him. His lips are irresistible, as is his body, his scent and his voice. I couldn’t help it. It just happened.

         “I'm sorry,” he says, looking at the time on his big expensive watch.

         “I got carried away. You look so beautiful…”

          
      

         But now I'm fully aroused, and I want him.

         I can't hide my sense of disappointment as I zip up my outfit and get off of him. I begin gathering the massage supplies I brought.

         “But perhaps you liked it? Do you want to feel my cock?”

         I suddenly feel shy. It's one thing to write that word or reading about the male genitalia in an anatomy book. It sounds very arousing, and also slightly repulsive, to hear him use that word, “cock.”

         “I'd hate to disappoint you. Do you think you'd like it?”

         I have no idea what to say or what to do with myself. I shrug teasingly, but noncommittally.

         “Then let me hear you beg for me to take you. Come on, let's hear it.”

         For a second, I envision Baby and everything we have together. Just for a second. This man is not just some young bloke, but a grown man. I look at his watch once more. It radiates power and money.

         “Please, Mr…”

         “Call me Mr. Smith.”

         “Please, Mr. Smith, take me.”

         “That's what I want to hear.”

         He sits up, scintillated with excitement. He then stands up and walks toward the door where he locks it.

         I look at him feeling a bit timid, and yet, very excited as he stands there looming over me.

         “Nadine, lie down.” He says firmly.

         Baby would never say anything like that. I like it.

         He finds two lengths of cord in his luggage and ties my wrists to the bed. My pussy trembles with desire. My mind is slightly anxious.

         I've never been with another man and certainly not while tied to a hotel bed. He kisses my breasts one after the other, as tenderly as if it had been a butterfly lazily drifting over a field. I can hardly feel anything, and yet, it arouses me to no end. I breathe deeply and moan.

         “Oh, Mr. Smith.”

         Just when I'm feeling at peak arousal, he kisses me passionately. It is deeper and more heated than anything I've experienced before. He strokes and licks my breasts, bringing me to an orgasm.

         He then puts on a condom and thrusts inside me. I feel him slide his finger into my anus. “Touch yourself,” he says as he unties one of my hands. The whole thing feels kinky and exotic as it pushes me to climax. He proceeds to orgasm immediately after.

         He unties my other hand, sinks down, and presses himself against me. He kisses my cheek. I don't know why I'm crying. Maybe it's because I've ever felt such extreme levels of pleasure.

         We lie there for a little while before he stands up and goes to take a shower. I get dressed, grab the basket and take it down to Mama. She asks if it went well and I nod as she puts the supplies back in the storage cabinet.

         I look at the calendar. Mr. Smith only booked a single night. I feel devastated at the thought of him leaving. The fact that I might not see him again hurts. Instead, I immortalise him on paper as a fantasy that came true. I'll call the story Voyeur.
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