


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Fresh Dew on Butterflies


[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Best of The Center of the Universe


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


By Douglas Van Wyck

Preface

The ten novellas of this compilation here are part of a much longer series of erotic stories, titled The Center of the Universe, which were written between Spring 2019 and the fall of 2023. As varied and multi-faceted as the chapters are, they are all fed from three sources:

The somewhat repressive official sexual mores in Vietnam, the underlying Southeast Asian looseness in sensual matters, and the curiosity about Douglas, as pretty much the only foreigner in the sleepy little town.

Although all the episodes are already available in smaller anthologies – with three to five novellas, each – and also more extensive ones, with 50, under the title The CenterS of the Universe – I still decided to republish the most charming and captivating adventures here, as it is certainly the best introduction to the extensive omnibus.

All stories have retained their original title, including their initial consecutive numbering, so that the reader can gauge the place of the respective rendezvous in the epic story. Naturally, all newly-introduced characters are then developed further in the subsequent chapters.

I never planned to write what must be one of the longest series of sensual novellas, ever; on the other hand, life went on. In the same way, the characters develop and discover new facets of themselves – exhibitionism, voyeurism, urophilia, or even masochism – which then gives the trysts a new dynamic.

When selecting the episodes here, I made sure to present a certain range and introduce as many protagonists as possible. Ultimately, all the novellas are driven by the desire of the young, mostly Vietnamese ladies to free themselves from rigid moral concepts, but they are further inspired by the tension between culture and nature.

The stories should appeal to all those readers who – like the author himself – have, at some point, felt the frustration that good, entertaining literature often shamefully stops at closed bedroom doors, while porn goes about its business far too quickly and far too mechanically, leaving no room for the development of sizzling erotic tension.

The Center of the Universe has set out to change this by creating bridges between humans as cultural and natural beings, as sexuality is located precisely at the interface. Readers are thus invited to involve themselves in Douglas’ adventures with the, initially, often rather shy young ladies here, in the Vietnamese province – while all of them, after a warm-up phase, really let it rip and forcefully bring their hidden desires to the surface.
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Chapter 1 – How it all began
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I had met Nguyet the first day I visited my future workplace: a small private English school in a non-descript town in Central Vietnam. While I was being shown around by the headmaster on a sunny Sunday afternoon, we popped in a small room that had only a few kids in it.

A young woman was holding a book in front of her, going over some material with the students. The director explained that she was actually one of the receptionists, but sometimes went over homework with the students, since her English was pretty good.

The young lady was just around 5 foot tall and perhaps 24. She had shiny, shoulder-length black hair and was wearing a red-and-blue checked shirt, combined with dark blue jeans. I had mostly seen her from the side, but her high cheek-bones were marvelous, as were her butt cheeks.

Surprisingly, she was barefoot, while she was in the classroom, and so I saw that her skin had that slightly yellow tinge that is typical for many Vietnamese women. We didn’t stay in the door of that small room for long, but I thought to myself, as we were moving on to another classroom, that I would definitely accept the job offer.

Seriously smitten, I would try to win her heart. I was in my mid-forties then but quickly got a sense that courting her was not going to be easy – not because she did not like me but because of the age difference. Fifteen years, I was explained, was the maximum and, with younger women like her, it was considerably less.

For all young Vietnamese, the perfect age to get married was around 26, with the wife being slightly younger than her husband. For a while, I kept my feelings to myself, anyway; partially, because I was meeting marriageable women left and right during the first months of my tenure.

At least, I often went to work excited, with that sheepishness of a teenager who is experiencing love and desire for the very first time. After about six weeks, I asked her to have lunch together, which she declined, saying that she had to cook for her parents at home, but going for coffee did not seem to work, either.

Once, however, when our director was complaining about our young Vietnamese staff to me, I defended Nguyet as exceedingly competent, which prompted our boss to say:

“You sound like you love her...” 

When I confirmed that I, indeed, had a huge crush on Nguyet, the principal later told all the Vietnamese ladies. From that moment on, Nguyet blushed whenever we saw each other. Everyone tried to bring us closer, but it was always slightly awkward when we were sitting together, since everyone was watching.

In the end, Nguyet accepted a job at a big real-estate company and left us, after she relayed to me that she was flattered but, alas, definitely not going to marry me. A few times, I still saw Nguyet, after she had left the school, at various celebrations, perhaps twice per year.

At all those events, she looked ravishing. Her mother tailored all her clothes, and she was becoming more intriguing as she was getting older. Her high cheekbones became more pronounced, as did her gliding-gullwing-shaped mouth. She had become more lady-like over the years and often wore her hair pinned high up on the back of her head.

She sported glasses more often now, which did not take away from her beauty at all. Her slim figure had stayed the same over the years, though: small breasts, a butt just big enough to know it was a woman’s, and a pair of graceful legs. She was shy yet confident, and she was the most intelligent member of staff that we had ever had at our school.

To this day. Since the time Nguyet had left our company, we had also chatted online, once in a while. I was always the one who had initiated it but, once we were talking, we usually continued for a while. The last time I had actually seen her was at Robin’s, one of my coworkers’ wedding in July.

A few days later, Nguyet sent me a message how cute my son had looked in his traditional red shirt with big yellow dragons. Thanking her, I told her that I found her absolutely stunning in her dazzling pink dress that day but then, she ended the conversation abruptly.

I did not hear from Nguyet for several weeks. She did not respond to my attempts to continue our conversation, which was a trifle saddening.

Needless to say, I was thrilled to hear from her one morning in late August. Out of the blue, Nguyet asked me if I wanted to meet her over coffee. As in any small town, going out together was tricky: First, I had gotten married two years before, but I also imagined that she did not necessarily want to be seen enjoying coffee together with me.

So, I suggested an older, but not much-frequented café near her house. That place was huge, but it clearly had seen better times. The good thing about it was that there weren’t too many customers and that it was tucked away in an alley, so chances were slim that anyone who knew us would go past or see us even if they did. 

Of course, I made sure to arrive before her and picked a table on the very right about 15 yards in, away from the alley. From there, I could see the whole place, but we would be pretty much off anyone‘s radar. There was even a high-enough wall with ivy growing up on it, separating that seating area from the small street.

If worst came to worst, we would pass our encounter off as a spontaneous coworkers’ reunion. Nguyet arrived just before noon, after her lunch. In the parking lot, she took off her long wrap-around skirt that Vietnamese women wear on sunny days, draped it on her scooter, and started walking toward the table.

She was wearing a simple white blouse with thin red stripes and one of her trademark black, knee-length skirts; just the way, I liked it when we still had been working together, at said private English school.

Of course, I had already fantasized hundreds, if not thousands of times about spending the night – or at least, an afternoon – together. One of my favorite reveries had always been that we had been sent together to the next big city for a two-day ESL conference or something, so that we had the chance to enjoy an evening and the night in anonymity. 

We would rent separate rooms at the same hotel but, of course, end up in one of the two rooms together for the whole night – and, naturally, another quick, succulent romp after breakfast the next morning, before checking out.

Now, Nguyet was here, at the coffee shop, and I had no idea how far this would go. I knew what I wanted, but my mouth was already dry. Anyway, Nguyet said Hi and sat down. We ordered some drinks and started talking.

Since we had not seen each other for a long time, we caught up about what was new. As this was our first time out, alone, we also talked quite a bit about our families and her time at college. We actually didn’t know much about each other.

Even now, at 29, Nguyet was still living with her parents, as is customary in Vietnam. Her younger brother was a fourth-year university student in the capital; he only came home for the Tet holiday in February and during summers.

Nguyet’s mom worked as a dressmaker at home, while her dad, who was only one year older than me, had an office job somewhere in town. As our conversation continued, I could not help looking at her more closely: her face, her small bosom, and, of course, her legs.

Her shins were a trifle hairy, which didn’t bother me, but her calves were shaped perfectly. Her skirt was resting just above her knees, which she held closely together. Her chin was nestled in her right palm, and I thought she was looking at me in a slightly challenging way.

There was something on her mind; I could almost see the gears turning behind her beautiful forehead. After perhaps half an hour, I had turned my chair by 45 degrees, away from the table, and stretched my legs out, so that she could put her feet up on the crossbar down on the side of my chair, about seven inches above the ground. 

Hesitatingly, Nguyet took the hint, moved her chair slightly closer, and slipped out of her flat, checked canvas shoes. As her legs were now within reach, I began caressing her soft yet firm calves. She did not flinch but said, with a mocking smile:

“You mustn’t do that. You are married ...”

“Oh, I know that. I also know that, technically, I’m not supposed to be here with you, in the first place. But I simply can’t help it... I’ve been longing to touch you... your legs, for ages ... you know that...” I replied with a smile.

I could already feel an erection coming, but I did not yet want to draw her attention to it, as inexperienced as she was. As it seemed impossible, though, to continue talking about mundane matters, at this point, I asked her, with my heart beating fast:

“Nguyet, show me your thighs! At least, a little more above your knees...”

She laughed, blushing: “I can’t do that here...” 

“Well, let’s go somewhere else then!” I replied, but this was only met with another chuckle:

“Nguyet, there isn’t anyone here who could see it...” I added quietly, clumsily trying to sustain the modest momentum. 

To my surprise, however, Nguyet seemed to be seriously thinking about the options we had. As far as I knew, she never had a boyfriend and was still a virgin, so what she was doing was already fairly bold, while this whole situation might have been just too unfamiliar to her.

Perhaps now, though, at 29, she was determined to flirt a little and break the agonizing cycle of waiting for Mr. Right to show up? I surely hoped so, and the sheer fact that she had initiated an hour or two together at a coffee house was promising.

Now, Nguyet put her feet back down, let her knees fall apart, and moved her skirt up with one hand, but only right in the middle, between her legs. She looked at me as if she wanted to say: And?! You like it? As my heart was beating faster, I only said:

“Yes, but use both hands! As it is, I can’t see much yet...”

Nguyet hesitated for a second or two, of course, but then exposed the larger part of her thighs, which were as beautiful as I had imagined them to be. Almost white, soft yet muscular. They were squeezed a little by the chair seat below, even though Nguyet had propped up her feet a tad so that her thighs would not appear too big.

As the waitress was approaching to refill our glasses with iced tea, however, I motioned Nguyet to temporarily cover herself again. As the server was at the table, anyway, I asked for the check, and the girl languidly sauntered away into the lazy tropical midday-sun. 

Since she would not be back for another minute or two, I asked Nguyet to pull her skirt back up again, possibly a little further than before. Of course, she blushed once more, shaking her head, but then smiled and eventually relented.

She even opened her legs and quickly – and only very fleetingly – lifted up her skirt and let me see her legs in full, all the way up to her burgundy panties. This was so much more than I ever had seriously expected, and all I could say was:

“This is revoltingly hot... Nguyet, you have no idea how horny you make me...”

When the server was back with the bill, which I settled, the question immediately arose where we would or could go now. I asked Nguyet if she was up for going to a small, hidden hotel, of which there were about a hundred in our small town.

Almost like she had done that before, she replied, though:

“No, not a hotel, but we could go to my house... my mom’s visiting relatives in Saigon, and my dad is on a business trip, until the end of the week... but we have to be quick to get inside before the neighbors see us...”

We agreed that Nguyet would go first and text me when no one was in sight. After all, though, it was a rather sultry early afternoon in late August and pretty much everyone was asleep right now. I waited about 80 yards from her house, browsing my phone. From the corner of my eye, I could actually see her getting into her home, which also was in an alley.

Luckily. After a minute, she texted me that the coast was clear, but I should drive right into her house – as is customary at night – so that she could lock the door behind me, and my motorcycle could not be seen from outside. This last stretch went without a hitch and, all of a sudden, I found myself inside her home, for the very first time.

It was very peaceful and quiet. There was a slight breeze coming through the opening above the front door going to an open window somewhere in the back of the house. I could only hear a caged bird chirping, which the neighbors had outside. As I was standing there, Nguyet excused herself and disappeared quickly.

I had actually reached for her, trying to kiss her, but she had eloped with a smile. A promising one, though. At least. Now, she was probably in the bathroom, and one side of me was hoping she would return with no panties under her skirt. But then, on the other hand, I wanted to watch her taking them off or even do it myself.

Anyway, Nguyet eventually returned, saying that she had put the kettle on. In a few minutes, we would sit down right here, in the living room, to continue our conversation. And our tender play.

Since there were some moments to bridge, I reached for her waist again and pulled her toward me. Nguyet bent away a little, but then, we finally kissed, for the very first time ever. Initially, I had just pressed my nose into her hair but then, I held her dazzling face between my hands, so I could finally admire her completely unencumbered.

I kissed her forehead, and now our eyes were tracing each other. How beautiful she was! Good Lord! I then pressed my mouth against hers, until she opened her lips. Letting my hands off her face, they were now traveling down further, while we were still kissing. Finally, after so many years, I touched her breasts, which were really small.

Pretty much all I could feel was her bra, but that didn’t change my longing for her. While my left hand was still holding on to her chest, I let my right move down her back and then I even caressed and squeezed her little girlish butt. Out of breath, she eventually excused herself to take care of the tea.

When Nguyet came back with the tray, she had re-pinned her hair up on the back of her head. I was concerned as to how we would sit best and how to proceed. I didn’t want to ruin everything by being rash, so I suggested we position ourselves the same way we had been sitting at the coffee shop:

“I want to see your legs and those dark red panties, while we’re drinking tea...” I told her, somewhat demandingly: “Together with your black skirt, that’s a beautiful combination...” 

Nguyet smiled as if she had surreptitiously taken her panties off already and told me to sit on a chair that she had just turned by 90 degrees. We would sit along the longer edge of the table, facing each other, with our elbows on the surface.

After a sip of tea, I already sensed that we would eventually end up going much further that day than kissing or looking at legs and panties. Yet, I did not want to rush things. After all, this was all new to her, and we were having a good time already, as it was.

In some ways, it felt like the afternoon had just started, and we would go through the same motions again, as we had at the coffee shop. We started talking once more; this time about English soccer, some more about her time at college, and her love for Korean and Japanese culture and music.

I asked her if she hadn’t had someone courting her at university, but Nguyet just replied quietly:

“No, not really...”

Unsure if she was going to elaborate, Nguyet reached for the tea pot and refilled the cups, while I decided that it was time to get back to the most beautiful moment at the café. There was a small stool within reach that I put half between us and half next to me, while I moved a few inches away from the table.

Now, she could put her feet up onto the crossbar on the stool, which was half under the table, while I could caress her legs again – or, at least, one of them. After another sip of tea, I told her to sit like at the café and begged her to pull her skirt up again: 

“There isn’t anyone who could see you now...” I added. 

Nguyet didn’t exactly pull her skirt up but, instead, she let it fall between her legs as she put her feet up. Her whole left thigh was exposed now, right next to me. She was still wearing panties, as far as I could tell, though. 

Her feet were next to each other on the crossbar, while her thighs were at a 45-degree angle with her knees pointing upward, in front of me, a bit to my left. Nguyet looked incredibly cute, with her slightly mischievous grin, which complimented her intelligent face wonderfully.

Soon, I started to touch her left leg again, of course; at first gently, just using my fingertips, before I let my hand travel up and down her gorgeous little thigh. My erection was coming back, and I knew I would feel seriously horny soon.

While I was looking mostly at her face, still, I was naturally keen to get another glance of her panties. At the café, I had already seen her pronounced pussy boat-hull as well as the contours of her pubic mound in her underwear, but now I wondered if there wouldn’t be any pubic hair be sticking out, perhaps. And, was her pussy wet yet?

Because of her somewhat hairy legs, I had always assumed she must have quite some bush. And so, I reached further and further down her thighs without changing the way I was sitting and looking at her. I was able to get fairly far, almost all the way. My hand moved on to the inside of her right thigh and then back to the underside of her left.

Her inner thighs were as smooth as baby cheeks. Looking at her face, I could tell she was digging it, so I refrained from asking, as any needless talk might have ruined the moment. Everything was hot, yet lovely, relaxed, and joyful. 

“I wanna see your breasts, too...” I heard myself say, all of a sudden. 

“There isn’t much to see, Ben...” she only quipped.

Since Douglas was hard to pronounce for the Vietnamese – and I had never liked Doug – I had decided to call myself Ben, a long time ago. Anyway, I insisted that I loved small titties and assured Nguyet that she needn’t worry.

Finally seeing her chest would be the most wonderful thing; particularly, since I could not make up my mind if she had small or big nipples, pink or brown:

“Well, what’s your guess?” she was impishly buying time, after I had asked her. 

“Medium-sized and dark-pink... mauve...” I replied.

I stopped moving my hands along her thighs to see if I had guessed correctly. Nguyet wasn’t sure how to proceed, though, as she had never done that, either. She didn’t seem ready to take her shirt off and sit there just in a bra, so she lifted up her blouse and her little bra simultaneously.

And, lo and behold, her nipples were medium-sized (somewhat bigger than a quarter, perhaps) but darker than I had envisioned them. Her boobs were indeed just small little pads but, of course, I could not resist reaching for them immediately.

Nguyet let me fondle her bosom and seemed to be enjoying it, too, although it was difficult to tell, with her shirt now covering her face up to her nose. At this point, I wasn’t afraid anymore that what was going on could be ruined.

To propose anal intercourse, right at that moment, would have been a mood killer, sure, but other than that, nothing could stop our endearing love-play. I just needed to go with the proverbial flow, which brought me back to the lower half of her body, though.

As Nguyet was removing her bra now – which was a nice gesture – she was also moving her legs and opening them. She had stopped watching herself consciously. I saw her simple burgundy-red panties again, which weren’t very tight but looked superb, in combination with her stunning light legs and her black skirt.

There was just a bit of unruly hair sticking out to the sides, but the best part was that, through her panties, her pussy looked like a banana. Or the hull of toy boat. It was protruding, perhaps since she was already aroused.

Lo and behold, there were also two dark spots of pussy nectar on her knickers; one small and the other one a little bigger. I couldn’t help it any longer and got my dick out. It was pretty erect, pointing at her. Nguyet blushed, laughed, and hid her face behind her hands for a split-second: 

“Ben, you have to wait with that, until we go upstairs...” she told me. 

“I didn’t know that was the plan... but, anyway... it was getting painful. You know how long I’ve been waiting for us to be alone like this...”

Nguyet put her chin on her right fist, looking at my dick. She seemed to be thinking what she would do with it now. To jumpstart the process, I stroked it gently and pulled the foreskin back, so that the purple head was getting some fresh air. 

“Stroke it like that,” I suggested.

Nguyet reached for my cock and touched it. She held it between her slim fingers, felt it throb and twitch, but then looked at me and whispered:

“Ben, this is my first time... to see and touch a penis...”

Now, that was the most endearing thing I had ever heard. Seeing her elegant hands explore my cock was sexy as hell, of course. While there were, again, so many other things to ask, I only said:

“Take it in your hands... and do what I just did... It feels good. Or take it in your mouth... that’s even better...”

Nguyet ignored that last bit and moved closer, so that she could easily reach my dick with both hands. She had taken her legs off the stool and stretched them out on the floor to the left and right of my chair. Now, she was using both hands to stroke my shaft slowly.

After telling her to use some spit, she seemed pretty focused, and she was a lot of fun to watch. I kept looking at her stunningly beautiful, diamond-shaped face and her little naked legs but, when I let my eyes rest on her chest, I could also see her nipples under her shirt; now that her bra was gone.

This all made me more and more ecstatic, but I started to worry about coming right there, in the living room. That was certainly one option but then, at my age, it would take a while to be able to do it properly and then come again. But this was too good to be stopped:  

“Nguyet, pl-please... t-take off your panties, for Christ’s sake!” I moaned, feeling that I would be coming soon.

Man, I had been so determined to load her pussy, but now I just gave in, relishing the moment like none before. Nguyet now put the tip of my dick in her mouth and, simultaneously, reached down her hips to also take off her panties. Oh, how I appreciated her quick thinking.

But now, she had to let go of my dick again to disentangle her underwear from her ankle but, when she put my noodle back in her mouth, she was blocking the view of her legs and pussy, so I asked her to lean back and continue the handjob:

“This is awesome... but spread your legs further and pull that skirt up all the way!” I urged.

Nguyet moved forward to the edge of her chair, kept stroking my dick with one hand and arranged matters the way I liked them, even tucking her skirt away, into the waistband, so it wouldn’t fall back onto her thighs.

And now, I had a full view of everything: her face, nipples, legs, and bush. I had never seen anything hotter or more beautiful. Absolutely mesmerizing and breathtaking, there it was: the Center of the Universe. 

Nguyet didn’t see it coming, but we saw me cumming. It had been too much stimulation, titillation, and so, I exploded right there, in her parents’ living room. I flung my head back, suppressing a moan or roar, as we were close to the front door.

The first squirt of cum landed right on her forehead and hair, which startled her, so she pulled back and watched me ejaculate up in the air. Nguyet was still holding on to my dick, so the overflow was going on her hand. She was amazed and amused by my convulsing cock and now looking at me, slightly befuddled. 

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s semen... cum... sperm... but it’s supposed to go in your pussy...” 

“Well,” she giggled: “I’ve always wondered what that is really like...”

After Nguyet had looked at her hand for a little while, stretching her fingers to feel how gooey and sticky that stuff was, she took a pause but then said:

“I guess we have to clean that up...” 

There were some napkins on the table, with which she wiped her fingers, my dick, the table, and my shirt. I took another napkin and then dabbed her temple and her hair.

“Gosh, that felt good... but I didn’t wanna come right here,” I said: “I wanted to come inside you...”

“Ben, we can still do that, but let’s go upstairs...” was her reply.

Nguyet quickly took another napkin and looked around the floor to see if there were any more spots to clean, while I finally stepped fully out of my shorts and underwear; I couldn’t fathom putting my cock away again. When she was done wiping the floor, I playfully lifted up her skirt; I finally needed to see her pussy up close and got down on my knees.

They were hurting immediately, though, so I told her to sit back down for a minute. Thank God, my arousal had subsided, and my heart rate had returned to fairly normal. Nguyet put her heels up on the chair that she was sitting on and spread her legs fairly widely, without further ado.

The beautiful, shy lady that I had known for about five years had just jerked me off, made me come and now, she was presenting her pussy to me. Like a gift. She wasn’t embarrassed or in a hurry, just completely at ease and confident. I put my pants on the floor, since there was nothing else that I could use as a cushion and put my elbows next to her on the chair.

I squeezed her backside with both hands and took a deep breath. Her inner pussy lips were dark, beveled, sharp, flushed with blood, and protruding. To think that she was still a virgin made this moment extra sweet and powerful.

I was already proud of us that we had made it so far and, in an odd way, I was feeling doubly proud for her. After so many years of yearning and longing in vain, Nguyet had boldly gone against several mores of her society: 

She had lifted her skirt in public, at the café, taken her bra off for a married man, stroked my cock, until I had ejaculated, and now she was sitting here in all her beauty as a human being, as a woman, with her huge bush, and was proudly showing off what no one had ever seen before.

Twenty minutes ago, I had wanted to sniff her panties, while she was stroking my dick, which had still been on one of her knees – as is customary in Asia during foreplay and sometimes even sex – but now, I could just indulge directly in the sourish and warm fragrant odor that came wafting toward me.

In a way, I was glad that I had already come: Experiencing this moment fully aroused may have triggered a heart attack or only God-knows-what. I put my hands on her thighs and leaned forward. There it was, finally: the center of the everything – her pussy. Wet and glistening, it greeted me with its rich, savory aroma.

Around her lips, there was even more hair than I had envisioned, and her bush was pitch-black and dense. It was luscious. Succulent.

“Show me your pussy, Nguyet! Open it a bit...” I begged her. 

“You do it,” she threw the ball back into my court. 

I gladly obliged and pulled a little to the left and right, so that I could see the dark mauve folds of flesh inside. I let my tongue flicker over her nether lips and then moistened my middle finger with her pussy juice to play a little more.

She stuck out her belly, while I stuck out my tongue, let it run up, inside and out, and down, touched her clit, nibbled a little here and there, but soon got up again because my knees were hurting.

Good salacious Lord! Nguyet rose, too, dropping her skirt like a theater curtain and, after we double-checked that there was nothing compromising left in the living room, we moseyed past the rooms on the ground floor to the back of the house, where the stairs were.

As we were walking those few yards, I realized how different everything was now. Once, at work, she had come up all the way to the fifth floor, where I was teaching, to check the Wi-Fi. Surprised to see her, I couldn’t think of anything beautiful or original to say, however.

When Nguyet went inside the adjacent classroom and even climbed up on a chair to check the router, I didn’t go near her or, at least, tell her how stunning she looked, even though there was no one nearby. I was just thunderstruck and obtuse; my mouth was dry, while my heart was racing, but I wasn’t able to come up with anything charming. 

In hindsight, I could have told her to stay up on that chair for a little while, so that I could admire her. Or even touch her calves ever so gently. Or her butt. But, back then, she probably would not have liked me doing any of those things. 

Once, she had admonished me for sending her a private email to our company email address, when I knew she was working at the receiving end. Perhaps all that would have gotten us in a lot of trouble, and we would have ended up on bad terms.

Now that we had reached the stairs – I, with my limp dick exposed, and Nguyet not wearing any underwear – I let go of her hand and told her to take off the rest of her clothes. But she shook her head, pointing at the window. The fact that my dick was exposed didn’t seem to faze her.

I had wanted to walk upstairs behind her and watch – and hear? – her glistening pussy move and whisper a little with every step. Oh well, it wasn’t the time to argue and so, I just put my arm around her waist, and we started to walk up the stairs together, with my cock gently whipping in the air.

After the turn halfway up, however, when the window was out of sight, Nguyet took off her skirt, handed it to me and continued walking. I waited for a second, until she was three steps ahead and watched her beautiful white little ass – with the gleaming hairy peach squeezed in between – ascend.

Her bedroom was right next to the stairs, and the door was ajar. The room was small and simple: It had a single bed, of course, a wooden wardrobe, a fairly modern desk, and a nice chestnut chest of drawers.

Nguyet reached for the fan on the wall and start to look for something, presumably a blanket or old shirt, that she could throw on the bed, so that the blood would not soil the mattress. When she didn’t see anything, she got a pillowcase from a drawer and draped it on the middle of the bed.

Nguyet finally took off her shirt as well, so that I could admire her completely naked body, for the first time ever. Slightly embarrassed, she twisted her hands in front of her bush, but smiling. I held her upper arms and then went on to cup and squeeze her small breasts gently.

Nguyet blushed again, as her nipples were getting harder and then turned her face away and laughed. I disentangled her hands and placed them on my crotch.

“Let’s lie down...” we both suggested simultaneously.

While I lay down on my back, next to the wall, she was half next to me and half-way on top, with the lower part of her body to my right.

“What made you change your mind?” I was curious. 

“I don’t know, Ben... I just got tired of nobody wanting to kiss or touch me...” came her quick reply: “I’ve really wanted to have sex for quite a while now. You know, I’m almost 30 and most of my friends are married, now...”

“And so ...” I summarized for her: “You remembered that there’s one guy out there who loves you dearly and, although he’s 20 years older and married, you decided that this was better than nothing?”

“Kinda like that. Much better...” Nguyet assured me already: “I feel bad though, since you’re married...”

“Well, I feel a little bad, too...” was all I could say, not wanting to discuss the issue: “I have always wanted to kiss you, see you naked, touch your breasts, watch you lift up your skirt... and, yes, have sex with you, obviously... so, here we are...”

Nguyet placed one ear on my chest, looking downward. Her right hand took my cock and started stroking it again. My right hand was resting on her back, close to her waistline. I could feel her right hip bone and ended up fondling her right butt cheek.

Needless to say, I soon let my middle finger slip in between her buttocks, and we quietly enjoyed touching each other in that fashion for a while. It was hot and sultry, and the fan was providing only some relief. I was still exhausted from the ribald rumpus downstairs.

However, her butt was inching closer – so as to make it easier for me to pleasure her between her legs. Of course, I only too gladly accepted the invitation. Nguyet flinched and her pussy tightened when my fingertip entered it for the first time, but then she pressed her butt up a little further.

I wetted the thumb of the same hand with her pussy juice, so that, while my middle finger was inside her, my thumb could caress her little, leathery, dark anus funnel. While my complete middle finger was in her now, I noticed that – after looking at my dick and stroking it – Nguyet must have grown curious again as to what it tasted like.

And how it felt to have it grow bigger in her mouth. At first, she flickered her tongue around my glans, then placed her lips firmly and fully around it and, finally, she took half of my shaft in her mouth.

Now, she was bobbing her head up and down; once, she glanced back at me, smiling – and moved her nimble ass yet a little closer – but then she turned around again as if to say, I’m busy and continued sucking me. I propped my upper body up on my elbows and looked at her slurping. Her lithe young body resting on mine could have lasted forever. 

Her butt was still to my right, while her upper body was firmly placed on my belly, as she was blowing me. Not wanting to stop her, I placed my hands around her thighs and lifted her over my chest, so that I could lick her butt, while she was busy with my dick.

I admired the sight of her dripping-wet dark pussy between her porcelain legs, which – if you looked very closely – also had short hairs on them. There was also quite a bit of fluff between her pussy and her butthole, on her perineum.

With my dick in her mouth, Nguyet’s upper body was still rhythmically moving up and down. I reached for another pillow to prop my head up and pulled her closer, so that I could sink my face between her tiny buttocks.

The smell of her pussy was overwhelming by now, and I almost passed out from pleasure. I finally remembered to also diddle her clit, which sent some more juice down her thighs. As her pussy was soaking wet now, I entered it with two fingers. Her tight sheath stretched rather easily, since our foreplay had been going on for ages.

I gently kept pushing and pulling, until Nguyet started moving her ass more and more quickly, like her mother’s sewing machine. All of a sudden, she squeaked elatedly and moaned, as the well between her legs started spouting. Her juices were running down my arm, and I even caught the tail-end of her squirting with my mouth.

The heavenly concoction tasted slightly sour and salty. I chortled wholeheartedly, as she slowly collapsed onto me and, after a few quiet minutes, she turned around and rolled over next to me. The panting had subsided, but the look on her face seemed to be saying What in the whole wide world was that?!

“Oops,” I commented: “Nguyet just had her first orgasm...”

She had her eyes closed and was still collecting herself:

“It’s the best feeling ever, huh?” I continued, but Nguyet didn’t know what to say.

Instead, she was looking at the bed, which was completely soiled, and seemed to want to do something about it. Eventually, she got up, saying only that she needed to go to the bathroom. We went together, actually, and I watched her pee. My dick was half stiff, pointing at her as she was sitting on the throne.

Back in the bedroom, Nguyet got another sheet from the drawer and tossed it over her bed, before we lay back down in pretty much the same way as before. Curiously, Nguyet hadn’t dabbed herself, after she was done peeing, as if to say, I know we aren’t done yet.

Nonchalantly throwing another bedsheet on the bed seemed to be saying the same thing. And she was right.

“You’ve never masturbated?” I asked her.

“Not really. Sex has always been a taboo in our house... in our family...” 

I was determined, though, to find out a little more: “And what about at college? Did you never talk about boys with your roommate?” 

“Well, she actually had a boyfriend. He came over a few times and stayed overnight, which wasn’t allowed, though...”

“Well, they must have fucked...” I was convinced.

“Of course, they did... but only when they thought I was asleep...” she chuckled. 

Curious now, I insisted: “But didn’t that turn you on?!”

“Sure... once, a thick, fat drop of what I thought was pee came out of my pussy, as I was lying there, listening to them doing it...” she remembered. 

“Well,” I surmised: “And you touched yourself to make some more come out?!” 

“Oh, no, I didn’t want more come out of my pussy and soil my bed. I didn’t really know what it was...” she added.

“Well, now you know...”

Having said that, I reached down and started stroking her belly a little, plucked her pubic hair, just as an excuse, and quickly was back right between her legs. Feeling her pussy again woke up my dick. Nguyet reached for it and looked at me.

I thought we should kiss again but, as I was about to invite her to ride me, she got up on her knees, lifted herself over me, settled over my hips, and fiercely stroked my cock again. When it was sufficiently stiff, Nguyet aimed her pussy, wiggling a little.

Finally, she stretched her tight entrance over my glans, until it had completely disappeared. As Nguyet started riding, my shaft quickly got further up inside her, but her hair fell in her face and started swinging. She removed her hair clip, which was only dangling on one side, anyway, and tossed it onto the floor.

Her nipples were protruding quite a bit, like antennas, as were her ribs. I reached around her butt cheeks and held them firmly, lifting her up and pulling her down rhythmically. As I was much heavier, it was probably best that she was riding me. That way, I could also observe her supple body in full.

Now, she was going more slowly, putting her hair behind her ears from time to time. After all those hours – or, shall I say: years? – being finally inside her was so titillating and insanely beguiling.

Soon, my midsection started twitching, and then I released a decent load in her, roaring and convulsing, before Nguyet collapsed on top of me one more time. But then, it was very quiet again.

Apart from the caged bird that was still chirping downstairs, only the occasional motorbike was passing by, down in the alley. I had completely lost track of time. All in all, we may have spent close to three hours here, at her house, so it would be almost 4 in the afternoon now. 

“When you asked me to go for coffee, were you planning to have sex for three hours?” I asked her, chuckling.

She rolled off me and opened her eyes:

“No, Ben...” she mumbled: “When I asked you to go for coffee, I thought that it would simply be nice to spend time with a man who likes me and thinks I’m beautiful. I wanted compliments from you... I wasn’t plotting any details or what we will do...”

After another minute or so, Nguyet sat up: “I need to clean myself. Down there it’s all wet and sticky...”

“Yeah, sure... some pink sperm dripped out of your pussy onto my belly, too.”

We went back to the bathroom, here on the upper floor, and cleaned ourselves quickly. When we returned to her bedroom, Nguyet put on an older red-and-blue checked shirt, which she left unbuttoned, and sat down on the edge of the bed. 

“Do you remember: That’s the same shirt you were wearing the day we met...” 

She smiled: “Oh, really? Well, I used to wear that shirt a lot back then...” 

Since I had to work later that evening, I would have to leave soon. I sat down next to her and just told her: 

“Nguyet, that was quite something...”

She nodded in agreement: “Yeah... Now, I know what sex is. And an orgasm. And sperm...” 

“And pussy juice,” I added to the list: “Are you hurting?”

She smiled shyly, shaking her head. “Did it hurt earlier?” I wanted to know.

“Just a little bit, Ben. It’s ok. I guess it’s supposed to hurt a little... I think I need to go and take a shower now...” she said.

“Yeah, me too. But I guess I’ll do that at home...”

We got up and she waited for me to get dressed. As Nguyet was going to shower, once I would be gone, she didn’t get into her clothes again. She had one arm in front of her belly holding her shirt closed, which was still unbuttoned. A woman wearing nothing but a shirt is just so sexy, I thought to myself. She looked exhausted but entirely relieved and happy.

“Oh, I need to let you out...” she remembered and slipped back in her black skirt, but she didn’t bother to put on her panties. She just grinned and said:

“Let’s go!”

I put my arm around her waist, and we ambled downstairs. I gently let my hand run over her buttocks and, when we reached the front door, we paused and kissed again. Ever so slightly, I passed my hand over the front of her skirt for a few seconds, touching her pussy through the skirt for one last time.

Eventually, I opened her shirt with the backs of my fingers, like the curtains on a small window. As I was touching her breasts for one last time, for now, letting my thumbs rub her nipples, she pulled her skirt up and let me say goodbye to her legs and her perfect, large, pitch-black triangle between them.

Nguyet was grinning, and her sparkling almond-eyes seemed to be saying Wow, Ben, look: We really did it!
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