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Sam: The Villa
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Motorcycle riding is a skill. Never inclined to learn, I considered motorcyclists either rough nut bikies or people with a desire to be organ donors. Then I moved to Vietnam. A seething mass of scooters, motorcycles and large trucks all vied for limited road space changed my mind. 

The road rules in Vietnam appear to be more like guidelines than rules. Motorcycles rode on the verge in the opposite traffic direction and on footpaths or wherever they pleased. Chaotic intersections appeared every block, or so it appeared. Accidents appeared inevitable, but somehow the entire system worked. 
A pedestrian crossing the road found a gap and then walked at a steady pace across the road. Motorcycles manoeuvred around the pedestrian and life continued. Similarly, when riding a motorcycle keep a certain speed and direction and the chaos seems to work. For a Westerner, travelling by motorcycle appeared daunting, if not terrifying. 
Limited transport options offered two choices: walk or ride a motorcycle. A motorcycle seemed a simple choice for me and I admitted to hairy moments. Over time, the skills of riding improved and soon I developed a level of confidence in an ability to avoid disaster.

Motorcycles were not for Sophie, though. Every time we rode anywhere, she clung to my body, terrified by the surrounding chaos. After setting off for the villa, Sophie gripped like life depended on it as we moved through the traffic. Her hands grabbed my skin, and I felt the tension in her grip. Rather than arms around or on my waist for support, she gripped me like life depended on it. Hands rested on my chest and elbows on the waist when we stopped. But when she became frightened or tense, fingers squeezed my pectoral muscles. Delicate yet powerful female fingers groped my nipples on purpose, but I didn’t complain. Squeezed tight behind me, her breasts pushed into my back. Like cushions, they bounced and moved as we rode. Reverse airbags I thought, smiling to myself. Twenty minutes after leaving the apartment, we were in the countryside. I pointed to our destination, a building on a hill in the distance.  

Inside the gated property, I drove up the long driveway that led to a turning circle fronting the villa. Villa described it perfectly. A portico covered the entrance, protecting large French double doors. Expansive French-style windows in each room offered glimpses of the interior. Outside, the exterior required work. Paint peeled on the walls, and the garden appeared messy and overgrown. 

Voices came from the rear of the house, so we ambled along a narrow path, pushing aside ferns and other tropical plants. The foliage gave way to a large pool surrounded by deckchairs, tables, a barbecue and a drinks trolley. 

Sasha had invited over five hundred expats and had received two hundred promises of attendance. To organise the occasion needed teamwork and effort. BYO alcohol and food; we had agreed to provide additional finger food for a small charge of five dollars per person. To cater for such a large number required a professional, so I suggested Andre, an experienced cook, to provide the service. He could buy the food, prepare, and serve it. I contacted him and he was both delighted to hear from me and welcomed the opportunity. 

Contact with Andre proved ironic (a word he loved) because while we required his services he wished to speak to me about an issue. I suggested we discuss it at the villa. Andre quoted the food cost and the time to prepare and serve. I knew he would work out a menu, price it, add a labour charge, and then double the price because we were westerners. Andre came back with a quote of four hundred USD. Sasha asked for a small fee to cover cleanup, breakages and other damage. She had estimated one hundred USD. If one hundred people turned up, we would break even. 

With everything arranged and ready to go, the first person I spotted at the function came to be Andre at the BBQ. I wandered over to say hello and he greeted me with a beaming smile. 

“Hello, Mister Sam. How are you?”

“I am well, Andre, and I miss you. How are you?”

“Married,” came the reply. 

“Wow! Congratulations! Who is the lucky lady?” 

“Minh. You met her.” 

“Ahh, the jade princess,” 

“Yes,” he grinned. 

“You are a lucky man.”

“She is over there talking to those English teachers who speak Vietnamese.”

Andre worked like the skilled cook he had become. Spring rolls by the dozen lined up with prepared sauces. Stacks of satay sticks sat on trays. Piles of grilled sausages cooked on the BBQ. He appeared organised. 

“She dislikes you.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“She pestered me about how I knew an old white man ... I told her.” 

“Is it not allowed in Vietnamese society?”

“Well, it is. They simply ignore it.”

“She left me for a month before she returned. We reconciled and got married.” 

“Why did she come back?” I asked? 

“Well, she fucks me three times a day, and it slowly kills me.” 

Andre paused for a moment before turning to me. 

“Minh had a secret life. The discovery of her secret answered the question of why she chose me? How did I have a chance with such a beauty given the competition? Flattered by her acceptance, I considered myself God’s gift to women. Then I found out about her past life.” 

“Desperate for money, Minh agreed to threesome sex with an older couple. She lived with them as their concubine. The older couple shared Minh with visitors and while humiliated, she enjoyed the money, attention and sex.” 

“But in Vietnamese society, Minh is damaged goods. A whore, a slut, only suitable for a brothel and not for marriage. The family celebrated being rid of her, and I think that forced Minh back to me. We talked about it, and she is grateful that a man loves her. She thinks we are both whores and sluts and accepts that will always be what we are.” 

“Sam Minh told me she loves me and tries to teach me how to please her. But I am inexperienced with women, and I know she is disappointed. I think she prefers quantity rather than quality with me,” he laughed with a hint of sarcasm. 

Then, he offered Minh to me. 

“I can watch and learn.”

Offered to me! His wife! Flabbergasted, I cannot find words. 

“Andre, it isn’t right. Surely Minh can teach you. Besides, you said she hates me.” 

“Minh pleases men, but doesn’t know how to be pleased. I think she loves what I do but Sam, she just lies there while I thrust away. I tried to lick her down there, but I think I annoyed rather than pleasured her. Can you help?”

“Minh would have to agree and given she doesn’t fancy me, then we have a problem. Sure you want to do this?” 

“I am desperate, Sam. Yes, I will ask her. She will hit me and argue, swear, and curse, but if I can convince her. Will you do it?” 

“I tell you what, I can please a woman without using my cock. Offer that to her. I can teach you to eat the mango.”

“Eat the mango?” 

“The clitoris is an extremely sensitive part of the female body. If you do it well, she is content. Remember, at our apartment, I did it to Sophie.” 

He nodded. 

“Okay, I will ask and get back to you.” 

The bizarre conversation wound up as Minh approached. Dressed in a white t-shirt and colourful shorts, Minh presents as a stunning and beautiful young woman. How could a man not smile at her? I smiled at her, but she glowered at me. 

“Hello Minh, and congratulations.”

She mumbled thanks in Vietnamese before turning to Andre. 

I took the cue and retreated.

People poured into the villa’s grounds. Westerners at first, but soon Chinese men and women arrived and then a motorcade brought the local Vietnamese party officials and acolytes. No doubt, chasing free food and drink, they attended on the pretext of supervising the foreigners but reality proved they were also here for sex. Part of the game seemed that they got it. Sophie told me the head of the police propositioned women and a refusal got them in trouble especially if they were single. He groped one woman at the expat’s bar and no one moved to help. People glanced away and locals broke into a sweat when the man appeared. 

The crowd grew beyond a hundred. Andre and Minh busied themselves handing food around to the guests. The party started rolling. Guests either ate food, drank alcohol, or swam in the enormous swimming pool. A loud tap tap on a microphone quietened the crowd and drew attention to Sasha. Jake and Sophie stood next to her. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to my villa. I hope you enjoy the day and please indulge in the facilities. Today is the inaugural meeting to welcome expats into our wonderful Vietnamese community. This is a meet and greet for new arrivals, but also an opportunity to catch up with friends and colleagues. I will post the success of this day on all expat group pages. Please be mindful; we are guests in this wonderful country and should treat the local people with respect and kindness. Enjoy your day and once again use the amenities the villa provides. This house has four bathrooms, ten bedrooms, a kitchen, a powder, a smoking and a games room. Feel free to explore, but be careful because many rooms have been unoccupied for years and the furniture is ... ah, unreliable.” 

The speech wound up with a polite round of applause from the guests before conversations resumed. 

Guests swam in the pool and following the food, Minh and Andre appeared from inside the villa dressed in swimwear. Tanned and fit, Andre led Minh to the pool’s edge before he jumped in. Minh hesitated and stood on the edge in a blue bikini dotted with tiny flowers on the top and bottom. Slim with tapered fine bones, Minh drew eyes. A slender hourglass figure captivates the crowd and when she hesitates to jump in the pool, she notices people staring. A bout of self-consciousness makes her reach for a towel to cover herself. Bashful eyes seek the ground. 

A handful of metres away, I joined the gazing people. Ogle is perhaps a better word. Awful and disgusting old men my age cast an appreciative eye over the young married Vietnamese female’s body. God, what a lovely bottom! The bikini bottom had become ruffled on one side. Instead of cupping her cheek as designed, the material had regressed to her ass crack. Perfect is that magnificent piece of flesh, but I thought no, no, Sam. This is not right. Not only the ass cheek, but Minh had ample breasts for a Vietnamese female. God, what a hot woman. Daydream aside, I walked toward her. Minh trembled at the eyes upon her and appeared ready to flee. My approach didn’t improve her mood. Minh turned away, but I whispered in my best Vietnamese. 

“Minh, the people stare at you because of your beauty.”

An eyebrow raised, and she peeked at me unsure of the words. Minh repeats what she thought I said. I nod. Clenched teeth changed to flitting eyes to a nervous twitch. An arm crosses over to hold the other arm. Like a calculator, I see her brain working and eyes searching for confirmation of what I claimed. Yes, admiring glances from women and uncomfortable stares from men. Minh had seen that stare from people and now blinks and smiles. 

A smile of pride and thanks, not directed anywhere but toward me. The heart skips a beat, and I can see it in her eyes. Minh says thank you in her own way. Has she forgiven me? Don’t know but I take the towel from her, and Minh jumps into the pool to an awaiting Andre. People swim, people dance, people eat, and people disappear into the house. Debbie disappears with the Chief of Police. He will have an experience I thought. I couldn’t see Sophie or Jake and suspected they fucked elsewhere. Sophie fancied the Aussie’s straightforward way and rugged attractive features. Jake’s perpetual smile reminded everyone to not take things seriously, but Jake’s sexual prowess was what she wanted ... and needed. Younger, bigger in the body and cock department and more hair on his head. How do I compete? Like bloody Tom again! Sophie had confessed to bonding the first time she slept with Jake and his absence since that time had worried her. 

Glass of wine in hand, I explored. Old buildings fascinated me, and I wandered the building. Where was it? Ah, the wine cellar. Easy to locate, but alas empty. Empty racks lined the walls or standalone rotting away. Upstairs on the ground floor, I found the kitchen stocked with food and vodka; evidence Sasha came here regularly. The villa nestled in a fabulous spot. The building sat just high enough in the mountains to afford a magnificent view of the ocean with the benefit of a cooling sea breeze. An ideal spot and understandable why the French built here. 

A staircase led upstairs to the first floor, and I hesitated before climbing the stairs. Do not interrupt anyone Sam, especially my ex-wife. In silence, I stepped along the upstairs corridor. In the rooms with open doors, I gazed in admiration at the ancient furniture. Settees, reclining chairs, bureaus and coffee tables, all antique and all in gradual decay. The closed doors I avoided. One door ajar invited me to peek through the crack. The vision of the Chief of Police splayed on all fours and paddled by Debbie would forever stick in the mind. Withdrawing, I descended the staircase to find Andre in a state of agitation. 

“Andre! What is wrong?” 

“I asked her, Sam, I asked her, and she hit me and scurried off. I don’t know where she ran to. Please help me.”

“Of course, I will. Come on.”

Together we rushed outside and around to the front of the house. 

“Which way did she go?”

Andre pointed down the driveway. 

“I have my bike. Jump on.” 

I gunned the engine, and we took off down the winding driveway and out through the gate. Outside the gate, Minh sat on the side of the road in a foetal position. Eyeshadow stained her tear-filled face. Andre raced to her before the bike had even stopped. Arms lifted Minh off the ground and wrapped around her shoulders. Profuse apologies bombarded her ears and he offered to take her home. Minh sniffled, peering at me and whispered to Andre. He relayed the message. 

“Sam, I have disgraced my family. Now, I disgrace my husband. Andre is the only man who cares about me, so I cannot do what he suggests. I am not a whore.”

“Minh, I understand. Andre came to me because he loves you deeply. He is unhappy with himself because he cannot please you and wishes to do that.” 

Minh thought for a while and then glanced at Andre. She spoke to him, and he nodded. 

“Are you that skilful?”  

Andre answered for me. 

“I told her better than skilful; he will give you orgasms and teach me to give you orgasms.” 

Perhaps he spoke those words, but orgasm in Vietnamese was a new unknown word. Minh wiped her tear-stained face and stared at me again. 

“Can you show him?”

“Yes.”

She thought again and shrugged. Should she do this or not? Conflict fought inside her while eyes flicked between Andre and me.

“Let’s go then.”

All three of us climbed aboard and the engine screamed to the load, but the overloaded bike returned us to the house. Minh disappeared to wash her face while I searched for an empty bedroom and gathered my equipment. One empty bedroom upstairs sat at the end of the corridor. At the top of the stairs, I signalled Andre and Minh to come up. The three of us wandered into a bedroom with a four-poster bed. 
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Sophie: Recruitment
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The hair-raising drive to the villa provided further evidence reinforcing why I hated motorcycles. The appalling traffic, the optional road rules, and an inevitable accident appeared to be normal daily life. Fingers gripped Sam’s chest and stomach, which after three years of swimming had hardened. Safety was only one reason for my grip. The roundness and touch of hard pecs and the push against my boobs on his back distracted me from the surrounding horrors. After what seemed forever, we arrived at the villa. Like an unspoken agreement, Sam and I kissed to go our separate ways. 

At the back of the house, I eyed Debbie and Sasha and greeted them. Sasha filled us in on the Facebook registration data. Four potential recruits aged between 38 and 60, either divorced, separated or other. Other intrigued me and I determined to find out what it meant. 

Sasha prepared herself to greet the guests, tapping the microphone to get everyone’s attention. Jake approached with his easy gait and genuine smile. I couldn’t help but flirt. A throb started between the legs, which generated heat. Images floated, recalling how he and Sam had pleasured me as no two other men had ever done. Gee, the temperature seemed high out here. 

“Hi, Sophie. You appear flushed.”

“It’s the heat ... and you.”

A simple invitation. 

Jake smiled and winked. Sasha greeted the guests, welcoming them to enjoy the facilities. It appeared an excellent crowd and at five dollars a head a success. People had registered and paid at the bar in town, where they received a bracelet and a name tag. Walk-ins on the day were permitted, but no bracelet, no entry. Exceptions were the police chief and a local party official. At least their individual entourages paid the entrance fee. Dozens of local Vietnamese mingled with the foreigners. No doubt they had paid a price for entry but since Vietnam regulated the importation of goods officials in the right place might ... ah, make problems disappear. For a fee, of course.

Today my job was to seek new recruits for the Project Club. Debbie would do the same. Never skilled at small talk, I watched Jake, hoping to pick up on his skills. With his easy way, he moved from group to group introducing himself. Jake engaged with people for a moment, laughed, and then moved on. 

I found Sigrid a potential recruit based on her registration form details. Divorced, in her forties, she stood tall and slender with a pinched face. No beauty, but still attractive. I greeted her and a friend called Gemma. Gemma’s clothing clung to her curves and the twinkle in the eyes promised much. Single and never married, a stare into my eyes told me everything. Gemma was gay. Eyes studied my boobs, checking me out as a man would a woman. She didn’t seem too interested, but hey; she was fifteen years younger. Both women spoke in soft tones and appeared difficult to engage in conversation. English was not their native language and as the conversation died, they talked to one another in German. A moment of silence gave the opportunity to move on. I turned to see Jake join us. 

“Welcome, Sigrid! Welcome, Gemma! Are you enjoying the facilities?”

“Yes, Jake, we are. It is a beautiful house, and the people are friendly and welcoming.” 

By god she flirted and shit, Gemma did as well. Bisexual, possibly? Fuck me! Gemma just checked out Jake’s groin. 

“Sigrid, where would you be from? No, don’t tell me. Let me guess.” 

Jake strutted around checking her out. His objectification was so obvious. Jake ... her boobs won’t tell you where she is from. No ... her bottom won’t either. Body parts do not give you an answer. The blatant ogling of a female continued. Sigrid followed him, turning the head to smile at his attention. 

“What?” she asked when Jake paused and checked her earrings. Sigrid flushed at Jake’s proximity. 

“I would say Sigrid is from Switzerland.”

“Yes, I am. How did you know?”

Jake said nothing, continuing his ogling. Her eyes widened when he leant forward and whispered in her ear. Sigrid giggled, and I sensed the sexual tension rise between them. Gemma also studied him over the rim of the glass. 

“Where is Gemma from?” Sigrid asked. 

Jake repeated the same routine, bringing further giggles. 

“Gemma is from Canada.” 

“No, I’m from the USA,” answered Gemma. 

“Well, that is sort of South Canada,” teased Jake. 

Everyone chuckled. Jake excused himself, and Sigrid and Gemma eyed his retreat. The two of them continued to ogle him and whisper in German until Jake disappeared behind another group. 

“Who is he?”

The two of them demanded answers to questions only our group could answer. 

“To find out all about Jake and other men here join us at our regular meetings. Find the information about the Project Club from the Facebook page.”

The two women wouldn’t wait; I could tell. A search found the other potential recruits, but they seemed uninterested so I decided a more direct approach might work. If I told women about the Project Group’s true function, then the next meeting might be interesting. 

Another group I found myself in included the Police Chief. His name was Nam and within a minute of insincere smiles, the scrutiny of my breasts became uncomfortable. Still, though, I welcomed the other officials. 

“Where did all the beautiful women come from Miss Sophie?” 

The fact Nam knew I was a “miss” was disconcerting. Nam asked questions with a smile, but his eyes were cold and calculating. 

“Chief, these women are from all over the world and are here to see your wonderful country.”

Nam’s assistant passed a phone and he turned away. I took the opportunity to withdraw to safety. Nam appeared dangerous and sinister. Furthermore, Nam desired me, but I didn’t want him. 

Two young men stood by themselves sipping beer and I recognised them as the two I danced with at the independence party. 

“Hello Kurt, hello Karl. I am Miss Sophie.” I emphasised, “miss.” 

“Hello, Sophie. We meet again.” 

“Yes, I noticed you two at the independence party. You danced with me.”

They nodded and smiled and flirted. Why did they leave me that night?

“Disappointed when you left, I thought we were going to have fun.” 

The suggestive comment forced an exchange between them in rapid German. They had misread the situation. 

“I thought your husband was there.”

“No. No husband, I am not married.” 

“Okay.” 

Karl smiled over his beer while eyes examined my boobs.

Yep! A loss of focus! Alive and awake down there. Fuck me, Sophie, you sound like your pussy determines your next move. Well ... it does. Two, not one but two, gorgeous, tall and muscular young men flirted with me. It does not, Sophie ... It does not get any better for a woman on the wrong side of fifty. The mind imagined chiselled hard bodies and the throb began. A dry throat croaked.

“Have you seen the house?” 

Fuck Sophie. Control. You are in charge.

“No, no. We have only just arrived.” 

“Well. Follow me.”

Blatant sexual advances made them follow me like puppies. Gorgeous and young puppies they were. The tour of the house seemed haphazard because I didn’t know where anything was located. Bedrooms must be upstairs I thought. The breathing shallowed, the heart rate quickened, and the part between the legs pulsed as we moved from room to room. As we climbed the stairs, hips swayed inches from their faces. Flushed and overheating anticipating the immediate future, I led them down a long corridor. 

“Let’s check out the bedrooms.”

The first few doors were closed, although I heard a human noise from behind the first one. I put my ear to it and beckoned the two men to do the same. Groans and moans worked through the door. A smile and a wink of understanding matched the flirt with the two of them. As I led them further along the corridor an open door beckoned at the end. A four-poster bed and two chairs dominated the room. 

“Well, they weren’t huge on furniture the French,” I stated as an arm curled around me.
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Sam: Lessons
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Minh stood with hands on hips and a fierce expression on the face. 

“No fucking! No kissing! Only eating my pussy. Then you fuck him for the last time, and I watch.”

Andre interpreted the rapid Vietnamese and raised the eyebrows at the last part.  

“Do you want me to lie on the bed?” she asked. 

“No,” I replied. 

A mango and a small knife came from a bag, and in silence, I carved it up. Astonished and curious, Minh watched. I gave her and Andre a piece and kept the core.

“Together we do this. Now watch what I do.” 

The lips grabbed mango flesh, pulled, and then sucked it into the mouth. 

“Andre, your turn to try.”

“Excellent! Now, once again, pull with your lips and suck at it until you have the flesh. Pull and suck the edges. Yes, that’s it. Run your lips along the edge, sucking to get the flesh into your mouth. Andre that is how to eat a clitoris and suck pussy lips.”

Andre interpreted, and Minh blinked four times. 

“Now I let’s practice on Minh. A key skill, Andre is inspecting the private parts. This builds anticipation, but it also allows you to prepare yourself. Take in her scent and enjoy the female pheromones. The wait for pleasure excites the female and can drive them crazy. Then I eat the mango, her mango Andre, you got it.”

“Yes, yes, I watch.”

Fingers unbuttoned her shorts, dropping them to the floor. Her t-shirt remained, but I suggested its removal. 

“Why?” she asked. 

“Minh, it is not just down there that is important.”

Minh removed the t-shirt and the bra. Eyes glared at me while she stood with hands on hips and bottom lip stuck out. A female sneer at my ogle of dark brown nipples topping pert young breasts seemed appropriate for a dirty old man. Fuck me, what a sight.

“You don’t touch,” she warned. 

Minh fidgeted with her hair when I knelt and peeled a pair of pink floral panties down to the ankles. Eyes met hers while lips kissed thighs and fingers caressed perfectly round cheeks. Smooth, unblemished skin forced me to remind myself this was real. Hands and mouth roamed the supple body, tormenting the cock that throbbed at her scent. Fuck me, this might be difficult. I turned her around. Petite ass cheeks stared at me.

“Bend over the bed.” 

Oh god! Oh, God. A younger version of Liz. Butthole and slit appeared when she bent at the waist. A fine line gaped back at me. Death by pussy, Sam. But what a pussy.

This magnificent ass belonged to me. I spread the soft cheeks and guided a finger around the butthole. Minh gasped at the finger’s touch and the mouth’s warm wetness. Fat from each cheek shook to the caresses and squeezing. A parting spank on each cheek made her jump. 

Straightening up, I turned her around. Demeanour and facial expression had changed. Always the giver, not the receiver, Minh had experienced only brief joy and satisfaction from sex. No matter how hard Andre tried he did not please her as much as Minh pleasured him. I aimed to change that. 

Lips met the inner thigh, and I marvelled at the daylight shining into the eyes through the gap between thin legs. Holding her hand, I lifted her foot onto the bed, all the time staring into those beautiful eyes. Legs spread, her pussy presented itself to me. The slit opened, showing part of her inner workings. Perfect, just like her, a shaved groin with just a strip of hair. While inspecting her pussy, I exhaled through the nose. A wisp of hair moved in the breeze. A deep breath and the pheromones struck. The brain detects them. Primeval urges forced adrenalin into the veins, drawing the nose and lips to the soft female flesh.

Fingers pushed aside the folds, revealing the prize. An engorged jewel glistened unaware of my impending assault. Minh’s agitation with my lack of action grew, and she asked Andre. 

“What is he doing? Hurry, pleaseeee?”

The last inspection of this beautiful doorbell passed, and time came to ring it. Lips pulled at the flesh, and Minh sucked in a huge breath. The nub rolled between warm, wet lips, giving her a blowjob. As a change, I used the tongue to move from the pubic mound to butthole not once, but four times. Oh god, a perfect vagina rang my aching cock’s bell.  

Minh groaned and babbled quick fire Vietnamese. A reminder of Ju with her Chinese. I must find out what the words mean. Words poured out, and I didn’t understand one except that the tone became higher pitched. Andre smiled in the corner of my eye and he came over to hold her still. Minh shuddered until she grimaced. Eyes blinked until a long moan stiffened her posture. No movement and no sound.

A scream to wake the dead startled Andre and me. An explosive female orgasm overwhelmed Minh. Wow, just wow. Minh shook, babbled, and convulsed, but I kept eating the mango. Andre beamed a massive smile at Minh’s satisfaction and laughed at words that rolled off her tongue. Minh, on instinct held my head and thrust at my mouth. Oh, shit her face and the mask of lust. Wow! Fingers roamed inside her to touch behind the clitoris. Another scream and she belted me with a hand. Now Minh cried as if in pain. 

“Please stop.”

I stopped, stood up and caught her as she collapsed into my arms. I passed a whimpering Minh to Andre who laid her on the bed. Minh gasped, sighed and opened her legs. 

“You may fuck me now; I have changed my mind.” 

“No,” I said. “You are for him; I will not spoil that. I spoil your husband instead.”

Men undressing in front of her had Minh sit up, intrigued. She studied her
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