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Tina had returned from Saigon, where she was attending university, for a few weeks, she had told me. I hadn’t heard from her for quite some time, but she promised to explain to me why once we met for coffee. She also indicated that she was keen on another role-play but admitted that she didn’t really have a titillating idea of what we could do.

Which was alright, as we needed to catch up, anyway. We met at the old cafe where we had once been with her fellow students, on the last day of eleventh grade. Tina was almost 21 now and had developed from a hyper-correct, ambitious student into a quietly adventurous but also somewhat guilt-ridden young woman.

Tina was still financially dependent on her parents, and her efforts to change that hadn’t been overly successful. She had imagined that she could approach male tourists in Saigon and take them to a hotel for a sensual hour or two – similar to our first encounter as adults when we had met in Saigon and ended up spending the night together.

To teach her the ropes about being a hooker, we had even done a role-play here, in our sleepy town, about six months back, which was among the highlights or my sex-life – and certainly hers, too. But, as life goes: Lots of things could go awry.

“Hey, tell me about your adventures in Saigon!” I requested, as soon as we had ordered our coffees.

“Well, Ben, there aren’t many stories to tell, because of Covid...” she chuckled, seeming slightly embarrassed. “Right now, there aren’t any tourists...”

“But there are some foreigners who live and work in Saigon. They are still here in Vietnam.”

“Right. And I met a nice one a few months ago. We were like ‘together’ almost immediately,” she replied, doing the air quotes with her index fingers.

“Fabulous...“

“Well, wait! His name was Slavik, and he’s from some small country in Europe that begins with ‘SL’, like his name...”

“Slovenia? Or Slovakia?” I offered.

“Well, I don’t know. He was 29, and it was crazy how well we clicked. Instantly, I was like his girlfriend...”

“Sweet. But he probably realized that he could fuck you for free. Or did he keep paying you?”

“No, and that’s the catch. He paid the first two times, but from then on, he only paid for everything when we went out. Coffee, dinner, and such. But it was still great...” she assured me.

“Ironically, that wrecked your plans to earn some extra money, huh?”

“True.”

“Did you fall in love with him, though?”

“Not really, I guess. And he had to go back, eventually. But it was always nice to spend the night with him. Money or no money. Sometimes, we just slept in his bed together, without having sex...”

As I only nodded, she continued: “But then I went through some stuff that I’m not sure I wanna tell you...” she giggled.

“Go ahead! Don’t hold back!” I encouraged her.

“Well, one guy cheated me out of my money. Just didn’t pay. He just left me there in the hotel bed. I didn’t know what to do...”

“Oh, well. Hard luck. Shit happens...”

I didn’t know what else to say.

“And then?”

“One was just an asshole: half drunk, he didn’t get it up, but then blamed me, of course. He tossed me some small bills, and that was that. Because he hadn’t come, he said...”

“Oh, boy...” I blurted out and sighed. “Anything else?”

“One didn’t wanna use a condom, so we did it without, but he gave me something... I think it’s called impetigo. But he had paid well, at least. But going to the doctor was ultra-embarrassing. The lady was nice and really understanding, though...”

“Did you tell her about your side gig?” I asked facetiously.

“Of course, not. Prostitution is illegal in Vietnam, as you know. No, I just said it was a one-night-stand. But it’s crazy how keen people are on knowing who has sex with whom,” she mused, shaking her head.

“Yeah, people have an undue interest in other people’s orifices and what they do with them. Don’t feel bad about the impetigo; a condom wouldn’t have prevented that anyway. So, now you’re completely disenchanted, huh?” I asked her.

“Well, to be honest, yes. And I’m still exhausted from the long train journey overnight, yesterday...”

“Relax and try to forget all that stuff,” I told her and lit another cigarette.

“Do you know what was funny, though?” she asked rhetorically. “When I spread my legs on that weird chair at the clinic, I thought of you,” she laughed.

I probably looked dumbfounded and asked: “Really?”

“Yeah. Until then, I had only spread my legs like that for you. I mean, as wide open as possible... oh, and Tuyet, of course...”

“Well, to be honest, that visit at the doctor could probably be turned into a role-play,” I chortled.

Tina burst out laughing but then shook her head: “Well, we would need some sort of doctor’s office for that, wouldn’t we? Where would we do that?!”

“At your house?” I suggested, again not being serious.

“Oh, no, I don’t think it’s a great idea that you come to my house...” Tina cautioned me. “But I do want to have sex, don’t get me wrong. Profusely...” she added and smiled.

“I can’t wait, either... but, technically, we don’t need a role-play, do we?”

“Hmh, Ben, I always loved them. Somehow, I find it hotter when I can completely forget myself and just be someone else for an hour or two...” insisted Tina.

“Well, any ideas what we could do?”

“I really want to play a hooker again, but maybe as the second or third role-play, while I’m in town... First, I wanna do something else, something new. But what?!”

“We’ll play badminton? You know how much I want to remove your warm panties after an hour of sports and sniff and lick your butt crack...”

“But badminton is a game, not a role-play,” she enlightened me with mock-indignation, rolling her eyes.

“Yeah, I know. But, still ... well, those teacher-student role-plays were always great but we’ve done like three of them already. Let’s try something new, yes: Your family has debt but can’t pay it back, so they send you to me to earn some money...”

She swallowed and thought about it. I knew that was a somewhat brutal proposition, but Tina was into that kind of thing. The role-play when I punished her in an ever-escalating way for her mistakes in an essay had been our best, in my view. I was sure she loved it as much as I did.

“That’s an idea that has some potential,” she admitted, “... but it’d be like a hooker-role-play. Can you think of something that doesn’t involve my family?” she asked.

I thought about it for a minute and, yes, conceived another idea: “I got it: I catch you shop-lifting.”

“Aah!” she exclaimed, apparently loving the vision already. “And then?”

“I’ve filmed you doing it, so then I’ll blackmail you: You come to a hotel with me, or I’ll tell the cashier. At the hotel, you can watch me delete the video after a good fuck... and some pissing, perhaps...”

“Do you remember the hotel you took us once for the photo session?” asked Tina.

“Of course. I used to live there. Do you wanna fuck up on the roof?”

“Maybe. I definitely wanna go back there. There’s some unfinished business, you know...”

Tina had chickened out the last minute, when I had taken her and another girl up on that roof for a photo session. Too guilt-ridden, she had left me with Linh, but we ended up fucking, anyway. Linh’s huge, dense bush had made up for everything.

“There’s something ominous or wicked about that hotel, don’t you think?” believed Tina.

“Oh, yes. It’s kinda creepy, in a way. And the supermarket is right around the corner. I guess that’s better than a small lingerie shop, where they might catch me filming you...” I laughed.

“Yeah, the Coop-Mart is fine,“ she nodded.

“And when? When’s your period, again?” I asked her.

She calculated the days or weeks and said: “Early next week. Or even earlier... this weekend... shall we say the day after tomorrow?”

“Ok. I’ll look for you in the candy section at 12. Till then, you rest and chill, ok?”

Tina’s mood had already brightened. The plan to spend two sensual hours together had improved her outlook, while I had to admit that I would have loved to catch her shop-lifting right away. But she had just gotten back into town and definitely needed to rest. So, we just finished our drinks, paid, and took off.

Two days later, I went to the Coop-Mart at noon, after lunch. Said store was right smack in the middle of town but, by that time of the day, there were hardly any customers. I sauntered through the aisles to warm up a bit; I had already seen Tina at the other end, perhaps five aisles down.

She was wearing a spiffy red blouse and generously-tailored beige shorts that ended half-way down her thighs. Her legs were stunning, and those pleated shorts brought out the best in them. The blouse was, of course, not ideal if she really had wanted to pinch candy, but, well, it was only a role-play.

My heart was already racing in anticipation, but the excitement wasn’t entirely positive. Sure, I anticipated two ribald hours at the hotel, but I was feeling trepidacious about blackmailing a young person into sex for such a small offense. And then there was the threat of her being caught by the staff.

Well, knowing Tina, she had taken precautions for that. And, as far as feeling bad was concerned: Tina had truly been excited when I had proposed today’s adventure. Now, I was greeted by one young lady who was restocking the shelves. I had been shopping at that store for about six-and-a-half years now, so they recognized me as a local.

I kept moseying through the aisles, until I bumped into Tina, who was looking at chocolate bars. She didn’t welcome my presence, of course, seeming pensive and hesitant what to do. I pretended not to see her, which was hard, as she was an astoundingly beautiful young woman, and then turned toward the opposite shelf to saunter back.

I inconspicuously looked at my phone to get it ready to film her and waited around the corner to see what she would do. Now that I was gone would be her chance, but when she turned and saw me, she stopped reaching into the shelf and just looked down, pretending to compare prices.

I pulled my head back and, luckily, I saw that I could watch her in the round mirror with the red-and-white edge above the door to the storage area. I kept an eye on her and started to tape. Sure enough, she now put a small pack of something in her pants pocket and then even a bar of chocolate.

I didn’t think the staff had noticed and, when I looked around I couldn’t see any CCTV system, either. If I had been a store detective, Tina wouldn’t have been on my radar either, prim and proper as she looked.

To propel the choreography forward, I stepped around the corner and slowly walked over to her. I startled Tina, flashing a sardonic smile. She looked at me with wide-open eyes.

“Hey, young lady,” I accosted her in Vietnamese, “What did you just put in your pocket?”

“Nothing,” she replied in English and blushed.

“Well, I saw it. In the mirror over there,” I said, flinging my chin away from us in the direction.

Apparently that convinced her, as she now pulled a Kit-Kat from her pocket and placed it back on the shelf. Maybe she thought I would let her go, but I could still see the contours of that bar of chocolate in her pants pocket. Her young bosom was heaving, and now she put a strand of sweaty hair behind her ear.

“I’m sorry, sir...” she said quietly.

“Well, what’s with the chocolate in your pants?” I almost barked at her.

Somehow, I hated myself for doing that. I found the scene ugly and mean, as I said before, but I didn’t know what to do. I had proposed the role-play, and Tina had really been excited about it. And she did have a masochistic side.

Now, the charming young culprit looked left and right and slowly pulled the chocolate from her pants pocket, as if she was stealing it out of them, and put the bar back where she had taken it from. Then, she took a deep breath and said:

“So, that’s it. Can I go now? This is making me uncomfortable... I’m sorry.”

I raised my eyebrows and looked at her sternly: “Ha! Sure, you wanna go now. Just like that? After I forced you to put everything back, everything is miraculously fine again?”

She nodded abashedly, but didn’t dare to
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