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Anna and I had started to write back and forth a lot, as our province here, in Vietnam, had just tightened the Covid-19 restrictions again. She was still fond of our hour with Hanh the previous week, which had been incredibly sensual, hot, and tender. Anna admitted that, in the end, she did prefer tenderness over getting banged harshly, adding though that a moderate dose of pain provided a special kind of satisfaction to her.

We agreed to go to the beach together on one of the following days – just like during our first sexual encounter six weeks earlier – as the beach communities weren’t really policed. We would drink coffee or beer, eat some seafood, and chat, before we would go back to that small, ever so slightly seedy motel, where we had had our first rumpus six weeks back.

I was convinced that the alleged antithesis between tender affection and roughness could be dissolved in a Hegelian way on the next, upper level. Amidst those wonderful plans burst the news that Thanh was back in town, however. Thanh and I had a lovely little fling around Tet, the Vietnamese New Year, in February.

Even though she was, at 22, only marginally older than Anna or Hanh, she seemed much more mature, which I loved, as a man who was still more than twice her age. As far as I knew, Thanh had a steady boyfriend in Saigon, where she studied, but she had still told me that we needed to meet and catch up.

Thanh, like almost everyone else, seemed to suffer from cabin fever, as the strict Corona-rules had prevented her from seeing her social circle, but she was ready to circumvent the restrictions to spend an hour with me. The way she had worded it seemed half-hearted but perhaps, she just wasn’t sure yet if she wanted or could to cheat on her boyfriend.

I owed Thanh my introduction to the hot springs, where she and I had once spent two hours naked at the pool – a fine ribald rumpus, which we had later repeated with my muse Nguyet. That afternoon, Thanh had met a guy again who she used to have a huge crush on in high school, who worked at the thermal springs as a waiter, and then the two had even consumed their lust in the small bungalow, near the pool.

Anyway, Nguyet had good news, too: the renovations at the vacant hotel weren’t going to start until September 15th or so, which gave us another month, at least, to use the mesmerizing older vintage building for various sensual adventures. And so, my muse insisted that we finally plan the orgy together that we had been thinking about for almost a year now:

During an outrageously ribald Japanese lunch with Nguyet’s neighbor, Thai,  she had conceived the most rousing story ever: She told us that, at her real estate office in a small town in Japan, where she had purportedly worked for three years, every Friday, the whole office would eat lunch together.

One week, however, the oldest colleague had asked one young gal to pull down her pantyhose, so that he could rub his raw tuna between her sticky labia. From then on, male coworkers would ask their female counterparts to pull down their pantyhose during lunch every Friday, so that the guys could refine their food in delicious sour-salty pussy juice.

Of course, Nguyet had never lived in Japan, but she had a vibrant imagination, and my mind kept wandering back to that circle of stocking-clad Asian office ladies who would gladly pull down the legwear very Friday, for lunch. Nguyet had garnished and embellished her stories with several details – at some point, the guys were asked to jerk off on the desserts – but she had never mentioned sex.

However, I found the old hotel provided the perfect venue for such a debaucherous meeting – sex included. There was still some furniture, and the whole thing would go undetected. And even better: since the beds, mattresses, and chairs would be discarded, anyway, we could even pee on each other with impunity. We just needed to get the right kind of people together. And the perfect mix.

And, of course, also the perfect number: I always envisioned three guys and four or five girls, for some reason, but that was probably because I only knew two handsome young guys so well that I could see myself fucking together with them in one room. Anna, Hanh, Thanh, Nguyet, and her colleague Thuy could join Vu, Nguyet’s lover, and the guy that Thanh met six months ago at the hot springs. And yours truly, of course.

Arranging an orgy of such epic proportions had mostly failed so far, since we hadn’t been able to imagine where we could have it, but now, with the vacant hotel at our disposal, there was no turning away from that opportunity. Of course, the thermal springs would have been another option, but with those strict Covid-19 rules in place, there was no chance in hell to go back there for months to come.

So, my plan was to take Anna to a café and talk about the orgy with her, then swing by the old hotel and speak with Nguyet, as she was working there again. Nguyet agreed and promised to bring her beau Vu and Thuy into the loop. We would also try to talk to Thanh and, if she agreed, she would ask the handsome guy from the hot springs, whose name I didn’t know yet.

Tina and Tuyet weren’t able to leave Saigon right now, and I was skeptical about Hanh, my young, cute, blind masseuse. But Thuy or Anna really liked her, so they could try to convince her. I even thought about inviting Mrs. Yen to the orgy, as she was something like a god-aunt to Hanh.

So, Anna and I met at a coffee house, first. I had divulged a few details about the orgy that Nguyet and I were planning, and Anna grew super excited about it pretty quickly. Even before the first coffee arrived, she had her first question:

“And then we all will fuck in one big room?” she asked incredulously.

“Well, with three guys and five girls in the room: what else do you wanna do?!” I laughed. “Do you just wanna watch? Or take a guy and go to another room?” I asked further, after I had lit a ciggy.

“No, no, if I decide to join, I’d want to be among the action, together with everyone,” she assured me.

“Are we all going to do it with a condom?” was she keen to know, next.

“Those who want to, sure ... yeah, we probably should get a pack or two... you’re right,” I nodded half-heartedly, as I wasn’t too fond of coming inside little plastic bags.

I took another drag of my cigarette, as the waitress was putting the drinks in front of us and looked at Anna properly, for the first time that day. She was wearing her beach outfit again, which consisted of a light summer dress with her only bikini underneath, a cardigan, and a rakish straw hat.

Her slim shoulders seemed tanned here, in the shade, and her collar bones were looking at me, after she had taken off her cardigan. She took a sip of her iced milk tea, before she continued:

“Well, I mean I do get bored with all those Corona restrictions, but now an orgy with eight or even ten people?!” she giggled.

And so I told her how Nguyet and I had conceived the whole idea. I underscored again that the old hotel was truly god-sent – our first and, maybe, last chance to play out our fantasy. And then, perhaps not everyone would show up, and the group would be smaller. She thought about it for a few seconds:

“How do we start it, once we all are there?”

“Hey, I’ve never really done anything like that, either. But I wouldn’t worry about that. Once we get the right people together, I think the party will just unravel, kinda naturally... the extroverts among us, like Nguyet, will just start somehow...”

That somehow would not have been enough for me in most situations but here, I truly trusted in the sexual instinct bursting through, as everyone would know what we were there for. So, they would let their guard down, shelve their inhibitions, and do what they so often wanted but knew where not allowed to, in civil society. Nguyet and I had already arranged a few smaller orgies.

“Who would be there?” Anna asked.

“You know Nguyet, and Thanh you know from the Literotica stories you’ve read. Vu, Nguyet’s lover, is about Thanh’s age and really good-looking. Thuy’s really sweet. She works with Nguyet, and Hanh apparently really likes her a lot. And then Thanh has a handsome friend from school, with whom we fucked once at the thermal springs... he works there as a waiter...”

Anna looked past her straw, down at her milk tea, and then cast her eyes up again:

“Well, I probably will never see so many naked women... or so many pussies at once,” she laughed.

That was true, for sure.

“And dicks...” I reminded her.

“Oh, Ben, I’m not concerned about that... I get hit on two or three times a week. I can see as many naked boys and dicks as I want...”

I liked the confidence and lightheartedness with which she had said that. That had been absolutely hot. I loved how nonchalant Anna had turned out to be about sex. And it was true: If a young woman wanted to fuck, she could arrange that relatively easily.

She just needed to offer herself. Any attractive woman could get laid regularly; most Vietnamese were lovely and many, such as Anna, actually quite hot. For guys it was different: most young men got duped and conned by women, and once they figured it all out, they were already married and in their forties.

Suddenly, Anna laughed: “Can I look at those people before we agree to have sex together?”

“Of course. That’s why we’re swinging by the hotel in 30 minutes. Thuy, and perhaps even Vu, are going to be there. Thuy works there, and Vu swings by every other day or so for lunch, anyway. Thanh might be there, too. I invited her...”

“And that’s the Thanh from your stories?” Anna wanted to know.

I nodded: “Yeah, yeah... the one you don’t like too much...”

“Well, it’s not about liking her. I just think she’s so darn serious... so mature. I don’t know how to describe that...”

“No, yes, you’re right. She is pretty serious. But that’s also her allure. If she pulls her panties down, it’s a double whammy. You’ll like her when you meet her... don’t worry.”

Anna nodded, played a bit with the ribbon on the front of her dress, and took another sip from her tea. As the waitress was refilling our cold-tea cups, we ordered another round and I lit a ciggy. I asked Anna if she was wearing denim shorts under her dress again, as many young women in Asia were wont to do, to steer away from the orgy for once; her lap was a splendid topic as well.

She shook her head: “Nah, that’s too warm... I’m just wearing my bikini underneath.”

Any other day, I would have asked Anna to park her skirt on her thighs, but somehow talking about the orgy had sapped our sensual energy away from ourselves. It didn’t occur to me to ask Anna to lift up her dress, although no one was around.

Anna was the most beautiful girl in the world, hands down. And she probably would have done it, but... no. For some reason, I didn’t have an urge to peek under her dress or to turn up the heat of our conversation further. But perhaps, I just was only timid, as more stimulation was looming, anyway.

“You look devastatingly ravishing with your little straw hat,” I commented instead.

She asked what exactly that meant, but then the waitress arrived with our second round of drinks, and Anna had another question.

“So, I’ve asked you before: how are we gonna start the whole thing, once we all are in the room together? Do we just sit down and then someone says Undress!?”

“That would probably be the least erotic and least exciting way to do it... but, do you know what: I think even that would work,” I surmised.

I briefly imagined how Nguyet, as the MC, would clap her hands after a brief speech, after which everyone would get up to undress. Like before gym class in school or so. As odd as that would have been, I still liked it.

“No, I think we’ll eat something simple, first, and talk a bit... we could order sushi... something light... we don’t want to stuff ourselves before having sex, and the weather’s still pretty hot...”

“And those pieces of sushi, the guys could rub between the girls’ legs...” Anna giggled.

“Of course. And not only the guys, the ladies could do it, too...”

I was impressed how she was following
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