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Charlie, a first-year college student, and my young colleague Mira had finally done it. Three weeks ago, when he still had been a virgin, he had recoiled when he saw her long clit but, when we were at the vacant vintage hotel a week back, the young lad had let Mira stimulate his cock and then ride him – and her rather substantial, penis-like clit had been forgotten.

There wasn’t going to be another round this week, though, as Mira had to go to the embassy of the Philippines in Hanoi to get a new passport. Interestingly, she had contacted me, while she was waiting for her delayed plane, saying that she wanted to repeat last week’s gangbang a soon as possible.

Apparently, our bash had been much more rousing than Mira had thought. Bow, she even requested a fourth guy thrown into the mix; a young stud called Vu, who was my former student and who she had heard of, as he used to show his handsome face at our sensual gatherings at the vacant hotel, before Mira had joined our orgy circle.

The sheer thought of four guys banging Mira – and me being one of them – stirred my loins right away but, obviously, that had to wait, since she was out of town. But somehow that suited us nicely, as my long-term affair Nguyet had met Charlie only briefly but still hadn’t had a chance for a sensual encounter with him.

The day he got deflowered at the model home, where Nguyet worked, my muse had to run errands. She had met Mira, Charlie, and me at a cafe beforehand, but then – when Charlie had shied away from Mira’s long clit, Nguyet’s lovely petite co-worker Thuy had picked up the slack.

So, this week, we would meet at the model home in the suburbs again, where Nguyet sold housing units in the subdivision to the aspiring Vietnamese middle-class. Thuy, however, couldn’t be there, as her little daughter was sick.

So, it would only be Nguyet, Charlie and me this week, which I liked, as this wasn’t going to be a gangbang but promised to be a much more sensual event – an aspect that I felt Charlie needed to be introduced to as soon as possible, anyway.

Since Nguyet was by herself in her office this week, she couldn’t meet for coffee before, but asked us to just show up at her office, which was on the ground floor of a really nice three-story home that was fully furnished.

The lunch breaks in Vietnam were rather long: They often lasted from eleven to two o’clock in the afternoon. Nguyet promised to fix us a simple fried rice, before we would roll around naked in one of the bedrooms.

I thought about meeting Charlie at a café beforehand, but decided against it, as the stories he would tell me, in all likelihood, would also be of interest to Nguyet: Charlie was keen on having sex with his mother’s gorgeous friend Yen – who was also part of our orgy circle—albeit more on the periphery.

When Yen had given Charlie a massage, after a sports injury about six weeks back, he had splashed his cum on her wrist. Of course, we were curious to learn the details of this endearing little mishap, as much I was eager to find out more why he had turned away from Mira, during their first attempt to lose his virginity.

And then also, how he had felt when, eventually, Thuy had deflowered him so charmingly. Nguyet had strong exhibitionist leanings and perhaps would show Charlie all the nooks and crannies of the female anatomy, like Annie Sprinkle had in the 1990s. Well, maybe not, as he wasn’t a medical student, nor had ever expressed any interest in gynecology.

But, at least, Nguyet had no qualms getting naked and showing off her supple MILF-body, and she was used to having sex with younger men, too: Both, Vu and Hoang, were about ten years her junior. I knew she was proud of her nimble body, which was trim, fat-free, and looked like chiseled or sculpted.

Her bush was dense, pitch-black, and rather massive, while introducing a novice to the pleasures of sensuality was perhaps her favorite pastime. Unlike Thuy, Nguyet would probably let Charlie fuck her without a condom, as she was taking the pill, as far as I knew. 

When I arrived at the model home, only Nguyet’s motorcycle was there, so that I smoked a ciggy, before I would go in. Of course, when I did, only Nguyet was there, fanning out little leaflets at various spots in the room.

She smiled at me but seemed surprised why Charlie wasn’t with me, but when I told her why I had abstained from asking him to go for coffee, it made sense to her. As so often, she was wearing a knee-length black skirt, which she had combined with a beautiful salmon-colored light sweater, under which one could sense a sweet little bra.

Nguyet had shaved her legs – which she didn’t do very often – but perhaps, she wanted to look her best for Charlie. One side of me had hoped that she would be wearing her navy-blue First Class flight-attendant outfit, together with lacy black stockings and a garter belt, like on the day she had met Charlie, but perhaps that would have been too intimidating.

Nguyet would have looked completely out of his league. Anyway, we kissed passionately, as we were still by ourselves, and realized that we hadn’t had sex for several weeks, if not longer. And the last time she had been at the old hotel, she had been playing all the lewd games with us, but then left, leaving Mira to Hoang and me.

That was the day Mira had discovered her penchant for consensual non-consent: getting fucked against her will provided an oddly stimulating kick, Mira claimed. Anyway, Nguyet told me that she had enjoyed her time of abstinence, partially because she had just met someone.

I didn’t ask her for details, though, as Charlie would be here any moment and, knowing her, she would surely divulge more, once the time was ripe. Since Nguyet didn’t want to go upstairs and then climb down again for Charlie, she told me to sit at Thuy’s desk, but then we heard a motorcycle outside.

Sure enough, Charlie came in through the door 30 seconds later, positively beaming. As shy as he could be, he seemed perennially in good spirits. Sure, in sexual matters he was still somewhat timid and reluctant at points, but this would wear away, I was sure. He was also always ready to strike up a conversation.

Last week, I had watched a few episodes of Silicon Valley on YouTube, since Charlie reminded me of that young Hong Kong Chinese dude, Jian Yang, but now that I was seeing him again, the resemblance even in mannerisms was uncanny.

The way he was looking around the room, he seemed to be missing Thuy or Mira, or both, but didn’t say anything in that regard. Instead, he went over to the large glossy photo of Nguyet and Thuy in beautiful dresses on the wall.

I had a hunch that this was about our sweet petite friend who had deflowered him, rather than Nguyet, but when he turned around, he seemed super chipper. We exchanged some pleasantries, before Nguyet asked me to turn the key in the lock, which had a final, ominous ring to it.

But yeah, we would go upstairs now and, naturally it was indispensable that we had our privacy for what we were going to embark on. We nodded at each other and then went up the stairs. In the kitchen, Nguyet asked us to sit down, offered something to drink, and took a few things out of the fridge.

I liked how Charlie was staring at her little butt right away, while she was rummaging through the vegetable compartment at the bottom at quite some length. When she was standing upright again, she turned around and smiled, like she knew what he – or we – had been looking at.

Nguyet shot him an impish, knowing smile. Charlie blushed, but didn’t seem embarrassed. It was more like a cute little fore-play scene; partially, as the vegetable compartment was still like 20 inches above the ground, since the freezer was underneath it. In other words, Nguyet would have been able to reach in without bending over like she had.

But then, she sure enjoyed cranking up the heat here, in the kitchen, with a few titillating gestures, like that of wiggling her supple MILF-butt around. I wondered, though, if she was actually wearing panties. One side of me wanted to go over to the bedroom right away, but it seemed like Nguyet wanted to eat, first.

I would have found it better to have one round of sex before lunch, as, at my age, I needed an hour to recover in between, which Nguyet knew. But then, we had to be grateful that she was fixing us lunch, so I wasn’t gonna suggest it. And she had probably gotten up before six o’clock, so, no, she should be the one calling the shots.

What was funny was that the door to the bedroom, where Charlie had lost his virginity about three weeks back, was already open, but there was no yellow dress this time. On the fateful day Charlie got deflowered, Thuy had fetched said dress, barging in on Mira and him, which had made her agree, twenty minutes later, to offer herself to Charlie.

Today, he was sitting at the other end of the table, basically between myself – near the window – and the bedroom, while Nguyet’s chair was between us, at the longer edge of the table, facing the wall, against which both of us boys were leaning. 

Nguyet was cutting something over at the counter, which made her ass wobble again nicely, under the relatively thin fabric of her black skirt. Would she splash something on her skirt deliberately, so that she would have to go to the bedroom to change – of course, with the door open?

Charlie would then see her in her white panties and sense the dense black bush underneath, slowly get up – after he had asked me if that would be cool – and I would watch him skip over to the bedroom, with a stiff rod in his pants...

“Ben!” Nguyet woke me up from my reveries. “Entertain Charlie a bit, while I’m cooking...”

“You two have been talking in Vietnamese... the whole time,” I defended myself half-heartedly, a tad peeved.

“Yeah, I know, but I find it impolite to be talking to him, when I’m facing the other way...”

“Nguyet, you look stunning, even from behind...” I assured her. “Charlie, what do you think?”

He nodded and smiled but didn't spring to my defense. Of course, I could have asked him what exactly he liked about her, but that seemed too bold and simple, at the same time. But then, I didn’t feel like chewing up that Mira’s-clit-story again, which had happened over there in the bedroom behind him, from my perspective.

Like I said, Charlie had turned away from Mira, as soon as he had seen her long lust stud peeking out from between her labia. Thuy had rectified the whole situation by tenderly caressing his young bockwurst cock and sucking it, before she had let him come on top of her.

Thuy would thus always have a special place in his heart, as we kind of witnessed earlier, downstairs in the office, when he had been looking at that great picture of her. And Nguyet. Although: I found Nguyet hotter, partially as she was ‘stricter’ and sort of high maintenance but also more mysterious.

Thuy had a pigmentation anomaly, which rendered many of her eyelashes white and had given her freckles, which was super rare among the Vietnamese. On the other hand, Thuy’s breasts were rounder and larger than Nguyet’s; Charlie probably was fond of them. Was he disappointed that Thuy wasn’t here today?

Anyway, there was nothing we could do to change that. Should I ask him about his travels? Since his father had been a pilot until recently, the family had lived in various places and traveled quite a bit. But we’ve had that topic a few times already. But aah, here was something I could ask him:

“Do you know Yen’s daughter, Linh, who’s studying Medicine in Hanoi?”

Charlie had just moved to our town, since Corona had made working in the airline industry difficult, so his father had gotten a decent job at the local oil refinery, which was the oldest and biggest in Vietnam.

Linh was Charlie’s favorite woman’s daughter, but she had left our town, before he had moved here, six months back. Linh was one of my former students; one Sunday morning we had met by chance in Da Nang and, about an hour later, we had landed in my hotel bed.

Linh had a stroke when she was ten or so and, as a result, she limped. She was a great young woman, smart and kind, and surprisingly open to sexual adventures. One afternoon, when I had been to their house, her
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