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Disclaimer

This book, “ Anna’s Secret Flames :My Wife's Secret Fantasy (Third Edition)”, is intended strictly for mature audiences (18+). It explores complex adult themes, including relationships, desire, emotional conflicts, and situations that may not be suitable for all readers. Discretion is strongly advised.

The narrative may include strong language and intimate scenarios that are meant to serve the story’s emotional and dramatic depth.

All characters, events, and situations portrayed in this work are entirely fictional. Any resemblance to real individuals, living or dead, is purely coincidental. This story is a product of imagination and is created solely for entertainment purposes. It is just an imaginary story and has no relation to any religion, any person, any community, or any real-life event. Reader interpretation may vary, and the author does not intend to promote or endorse any specific behavior, lifestyle, or viewpoint depicted within the story.


Reader Reviews & Feedback

Dear Readers,




If you enjoyed reading  Anna’s Secret Flames :My Wife's Secret Fantasy (Third Edition), I would be truly grateful if you could take a moment to share your honest review on Amazon Kindle. Your reviews help other readers discover the book and mean a lot to me as an author.




Please feel free to leave your thoughts about the story, the characters, the emotional journey, or any part that touched you. Whether you loved it, found it intense, or have suggestions – every review is valuable.

You can leave your review by visiting the book’s page on Amazon after finishing the story.


Summary of "When She Moaned Another Man's Name : My Wife's Secret Fantasy " (First Part)

Vince, a 27-year-old project manager, had long harbored a deep, secret fantasy: watching his wife be intimate with another man while remaining hidden. This desire shaped his search for a wife. After years of dating and rejection, he finally met Anna, an innocent, shy 19-year-old from a nearby village. Her quiet demeanor, gentle voice, and untouched purity immediately captivated him. They married quickly, and Anna became the perfect canvas for Vince’s hidden desires. For the first ten months, they lived in Vince’s father’s house with his sister Lena, elder brother James, and younger brother Derek. Anna adapted beautifully, forming close bonds with the family, especially Lena. Vince secretly observed how other men in the house looked at Anna — her cleavage when she served milk or bent over, the sway of her hips, and the way she smiled shyly. These moments fueled his fantasies during their nightly intimacy. Though he never shared his thoughts, he began gently molding Anna, teaching her to kiss passionately, explore his body, and enjoy physical pleasure. After moving into their own apartment, their sex life intensified. Free from family, Vince introduced revealing nightdresses and began planting seeds of fantasy. One transformative night, during passionate lovemaking, Vince urged Anna to imagine another man touching her. Though initially hesitant, Anna eventually surrendered to the game. She became highly aroused, moaning and participating actively. That night marked a turning point — Anna experienced her first intense orgasm while imagining someone else, leaving both of them deeply satisfied and craving more. The next day, Vince began a secret phone game. Using a disguised voice and unregistered SIM, he called Anna as “Henry,” complimenting her body and teasing her. Anna was startled but intrigued. She played along cautiously, feeling a strange thrill. Vince, watching from afar with binoculars, observed her reactions. Anna started getting wet from these conversations and even touched herself for the first time, feeling guilty yet excited.

That evening, Vince instructed Anna to wait on the terrace in a revealing outfit (sleeveless top, no bra) for “Henry.” While she waited, the real security guard, Oliver, flirted with her from below. Anna, suspecting he might be Henry, engaged playfully. Oliver boldly asked her to lift her leg onto the railing so he could see between her thighs. Anna teasingly complied for a few seconds before laughing and retreating inside. This small act marked her growing comfort with being desired by other men.

Vince then brought his senior colleague Adrian home for coffee. He secretly hoped Anna would flirt or show some skin. Though Anna remained mostly modest, Adrian clearly admired her figure. When Adrian touched her waist briefly during goodbye, Anna didn’t protest. Later that night, Vince role-played as Adrian. Anna fully immersed herself, calling him “Adrian ji,” moaning his name, and reaching climax rapidly while imagining his friend taking her. She even messaged “Henry” afterward, confessing how much she enjoyed it. The story shows Anna’s gradual transformation. Once shy and reserved, she now finds herself aroused by the attention of other men — Henry (the fantasy caller), Adrian (Vince’s friend), and Oliver (the security guard). She begins hiding things from Vince, enjoys the thrill of secrecy, and questions her own desires. Vince, meanwhile, grows increasingly excited seeing his innocent wife slowly embracing the fantasy world he created, wondering how far she will go.

The narrative builds tension through detailed erotic scenes, psychological manipulation, and slow corruption. It explores themes of cuckold fantasy, female awakening, role-play, and the blurred line between fantasy and reality. By the end of this part, Anna is no longer the same innocent girl Vince married — she is becoming the passionate, curious woman who moans another man’s name in pleasure, setting the stage for deeper exploration in future parts.

Second Edition : Whispers in the Dark : My Wife's Secret Fantasy (Second Edition)


Anna’s Secret Flames : My Wife's Secret Fantasy

(Third Edition)


Anna stood near her doorstep, waiting for the lift to open. Adrian stepped out of the lift and walked towards Anna's apartment. But Anna kept the door closed and continued waiting. She listened to everything as the sound of Adrian's footsteps approached and stopped right outside her door. Her heart began to pound loudly.

Adrian rang the bell and said softly, "I'm here now... open the door..."

Anna stood pressed against the door, her heart beating rapidly, her throat dry as she swallowed hard, breathing heavily without giving any reply.

Adrian pressed the bell button again and said, "Please... Anna, open the door?"

Adrian rang the bell and said softly, "I'm here now... open the door..."

Anna stood pressed against the door, her heart beating rapidly, her throat dry as she swallowed hard, breathing heavily without giving any reply.

Adrian pressed the bell button again and said, "Please... Anna, open the door?"

Anna said in a trembling voice, "No, I won't open it. Please go back. The watchman will find out everything. He'll tell Vince that you came here. Please go..."

Anna wondered why she was even answering him. She thought she should have stayed completely silent, just like that morning when Adrian had left on his own. Anna herself did not know whether she was doing the right thing or the wrong thing.

And Adrian pressed his mouth close to the door and said, "Listen, my love, don't create a scene. People will wonder why this stranger is standing at your door for so long, and why this woman isn't opening it. It will attract everyone's attention. So, to avoid all that, open the door, my love. I'm longing to take you in my arms, my darling..."

Anna thought, "He's right. Other people will find out if he stands at the door for too long..." So she had no other choice and opened the door.

Adrian immediately pounced on her. While closing the door, he pulled her into his arms with force and began kissing and licking all over her, tasting her neck and cheeks, rubbing his hardness against her thighs through his pants as he panted heavily. Anna stepped back several paces into the house, trying to free herself from his grip. She tried desperately to save her cheeks and neck from Adrian's lips. But she couldn't manage it, and she began to tremble as a strange feeling came over her.

***** **** *

By the time they reached the sofa, Anna was about to fall. The way Adrian was holding her tightly and pushing her forward, her legs hit the sofa and she sat down on it, with Adrian on top of her. Then Adrian looked at her body and her clothes with a big smile. So much of her figure was visible. Her short jeans and her top, which revealed her entire waist and navel. All of this attracted Adrian even more, and his hardness swelled inside his pants. Adrian felt as if he had entered heaven.

Anna lifted her head, looked at his face, and said in a trembling voice, "No, no, this isn't right. You should go back, Mr. Adrian." Saying this, Anna turned her gaze away from his face and looked to the side.

Looking at her warm body, Adrian said, "Listen, my darling, the time has come for us to enjoy. You want this yourself, your body needs it. Don't lie to yourself, my love. Why are you holding yourself back?"

Anna then looked at him with a lowered face and said, "But I don't like it this way. I'm not happy at all doing it like this. It doesn't feel right to me. Please go back, Mr. Adrian..."

Then Adrian sat down right there on the sofa beside her, running his hand over her thighs.

Anna tried to move his hands away and said, "Look, Mr. Adrian, let's just be friends. Let's be friends, okay?"

Adrian laughed loudly and said while gazing at Anna's body, "Listen, darling, don't tell me now that you don't want to do what I've come here for. Look at yourself, my love. Look at what you're wearing? When you knew I was coming, you could have worn something else to cover up. You know very well that your thighs, stomach, waist, navel, and underarms are all visible. And a man who desires your body is coming, yet you chose to stay in this dress to tempt me even more. Isn't that so, my love? You like showing your body, yet you're asking me to stay away. I think this is your way of seducing. Maybe you enjoy saying no while receiving it. Perhaps you like it more when you say no and I continue anyway. Tell me, do you like it a little rough? Do you like the violent type? Does something like that appeal to you? Do you want to keep saying no while I take you forcefully, hmm... Tell me, sweetheart, tell me, my love. Hmm..."

Anna was very surprised to hear all that Adrian said and replied in a soft voice, "No, not at all. I don't like violence at all, Mr. Adrian. I hate that. You have shocked me with these words, Mr. Adrian..."

Adrian lifted Anna in his arms and said, "Come on, let's go to your bedroom, darling. We'll be more comfortable there..."

But Anna resisted, shaking her entire body in such a way that Adrian had to let her go. Then Anna walked to the terrace door and said, "No, Mr. Adrian, let's just talk. We need to talk..."

Adrian felt that it was going to be a very difficult time with her and thought that perhaps he was rushing her by forcing things. So he decided to listen to Anna's words for now. He said, "Alright, fine. Come, sit here, let's talk..." and Adrian sat down on the sofa.

Then Anna slowly came towards him and sat down beside Adrian on the sofa, keeping her hands on her breasts. Adrian put his arm around Anna's shoulders as if protecting her. With a smile, he said, "You're behaving just like a young girl, and I like it so much. You look like a girl of tender age who has never even had any experience, hahahaha..."

Anna bit her lower lip with her teeth and asked, "Tell me the truth, didn't Vince send you here? Doesn't he know that you've come here at this time?"

Adrian said, "Of course he doesn't know anything. Why are you asking this again? Should he have known that I came here? Hmm?"

Anna was thinking that perhaps Vince had sent Adrian, and if not, then both of them were cheating Vince together. And this idea of cheating her husband affected Anna's mind in such a way that she slipped back into her role-play world, just like she played with Vince at night. Every time she called him "Mr. Adrian," a sweet ache rose inside Anna, and she felt herself in that role-play world. A wave of sensation ran through her body. She could not understand what she wanted at that moment. It seemed her heart wanted to say yes, let's enjoy. But her mind was refusing. Anna could not decide what to do and what not to do.


Adrian was trying to read what was going on inside Anna's mind. He could sense that she was feeling quite confused, so he decided to seduce her gently. With great affection, he leaned in and placed a soft kiss on Anna's cheek, which she allowed him to do. Then, Adrian placed his hand on her thigh and began to stroke it lightly as he asked in a tender voice, “Doesn't it feel good when someone caresses your body like this?”

Anna lowered her head shyly. Taking advantage of that moment, Adrian gently moved her hair aside and ran his tongue along the back of her neck. That intimate action sent shivers through Anna's body, making her goosebumps rise instantly. She grabbed Adrian's wrist firmly with her hand. When Adrian felt the softness of her palm against his wrist, a wave of pleasure washed over him. Slowly, he moved his lips from her neck upward, tracing a path toward her mouth while his tongue lightly moistened her cheeks.

Anna quickly turned her face to the side, avoiding the kiss.

Downstairs, Oliver was wondering what that man might be doing with Anna in her room. He decided to go and check for himself. After instructing a young boy to stand guard at the gate, Oliver took the lift upstairs. He was extremely eager and restless. The image of Anna in that revealing outfit, with a man in her apartment while her husband was not at home, kept playing in his mind. Just thinking about it made Oliver feel increasingly drawn to her. He was convinced that something intimate was happening, and through this, he hoped to find his own chance with Anna one day.

Adrian licked near Anna's ear and whispered softly into it, “Tell me, my darling, you yourself had said that you would call me when the right moment came. This feels like the perfect opportunity today. Last time you said Vince was here, so you didn't want to. But today, there is no one except the two of us. We can make each other very happy. Now come on, my love, let's go to the bed.”

By then, Oliver had reached Anna's door. He pressed his ear against it, hoping to catch at least some of the conversation. Listening carefully, Oliver heard Anna replying to Adrian, “Why the bed, Mr. Adrian? We are fine here on the sofa. It's better right here...”

Oliver whispered to himself in surprise, “What? The bed? That man wants to take Anna to the bed, and she said the sofa is fine. Wow... This guy has really come here to enjoy himself with Anna. Oh my! And I've been waiting and longing for so many days. That's why Anna is dressed so provocatively today, to welcome him and have a passionate time with him. Wow, wow... When will my turn come, oh God?”

Adrian stood up and tried to lift Anna into his arms. Even though she was trying to hold herself back, she allowed him to pick her up like a small child in his embrace. Yet Anna kept murmuring, “Hmmmmm... Mr. Adrian, why are you so stubborn? Oh God... what should I do? Hmmmmm...” While saying this, she began hitting his back lightly with her closed fist. Meanwhile, Adrian carried her toward her bedroom, walking steadily.

Oliver kept listening and understood that both of them were heading to Anna's bedroom. He felt himself getting aroused. He placed his hand on his hardness and looked around to make sure no one was watching him.

Adrian gently laid Anna down on the bed and started removing his shirt. Anna sat up on the bed, keeping her eyes lowered as she stared at the floor. She felt a strange mix of emotions. Suddenly, she got off the bed and said, “No, no, Mr. Adrian, this is not right. Please forgive me... I am leaving.”

By then, Adrian was without his shirt. Anna was about to step out of the room when Adrian caught hold of her and pushed her back onto the bed. Anna fell onto her back on the soft mattress and raised her legs, trying to push Adrian away. But Adrian held her down with one hand while using the other to unzip his pants. He lowered his underwear, brought out his hardness, and began rubbing it against her thighs as he positioned himself over her.

Anna almost cried out, “No, Mr. Adrian, please stop... I will tell you myself when I am ready for you. Not now, please stop, Mr. Adrian...”

But Adrian was not in a state to listen to anything at that moment. He was desperately trying to pull off her short top while pressing his hardness against her, rubbing it over her jeans. Outside the door, Oliver was listening to everything. A kind of struggle was going on between Adrian and Anna. Anna turned onto her stomach on the bed and hid her face in both hands so that Adrian could not kiss her. But her body was fully exposed to him in that position.

Adrian felt as if Anna was offering herself to him from behind because she was lying on her stomach. And in those tight jeans, her curves looked incredibly tempting at that moment. Then Adrian pulled her jeans down slightly. As the jeans slid a little lower, the upper part of her soft curves became visible. Adrian quickly rubbed his hardness between those two rounded mounds. With one hand, he tugged her jeans a bit further down. Now his hardness was fully nestled between her curves from above. Rubbing against the softness on both sides created an intense sensation for Adrian. The deep valleys on either side and the way his hardness moved between them made him lose himself completely. Feeling the body of his friend's wife like this while rubbing against her was beyond words.

Adrian was so aroused that he felt he was about to reach his peak. Anna lay there with her face hidden in her hands, feeling his hardness rubbing against her soft curves. Adrian was filled with such passion that he believed he could not hold back any longer. He gripped his hardness firmly in his hand and moved it toward Anna's face.

Adrian said breathlessly, “Open your mouth. Anna, please... Open your mouth, my love. Look, it's about to finish. I have felt so much pleasure already. Just open your mouth, please, my darling. Take it in your mouth... You haven't taken me inside yet... Now please take it, my love. Don't torment me like this.” He was panting heavily, struggling to catch his breath as if in deep longing.

Anna looked at his face with surprise and felt a sense of pity seeing his desperate state. Then Adrian rubbed his hardness against her face, pressing it to her cheeks and lips. At that moment, Anna raised her eyes and looked into Adrian's face, seeing his immense desperation. He looked no less than a beggar in that instant, begging for pleasure. And because Anna did not open her mouth, Adrian had to release his climax on her face. His warm essence flowed over her lips, nose, cheeks, neck, and even inside her top.

The moment Adrian let go with pressure on Anna's face, she closed her eyes because she knew from experience that he was reaching his peak. When Anna opened her eyes again, she saw that Adrian's hardness was right near her mouth. He was still pleading with her to take him inside her mouth. But Anna refused, saying, “I am sorry. I told you that when I am ready, I will let you know myself. But you are so stubborn and don't understand. So forgive me, I cannot give you that pleasure right now. I am very sorry.”

However, Adrian was quite satisfied. The little pleasure and joy he had received was enough for the first time. Then he said to Anna, “My love, I am very happy with whatever I got today. It was not bad for the first time. Your curves are amazing, my darling... Wow... I wish I could have pulled your jeans all the way down. I could have enjoyed your sexy curves even more. Hmm... I enjoyed it, baby. Not completely, but I still felt good pleasure. It happened too quickly and suddenly. What could I do? I have been longing for you for so many days. I just couldn't hold myself back...”

Finally, seeing his hardness soften, Anna smiled softly and said, “Now go and freshen up, then leave quickly. Don’t wait until the last minute. You should leave by 3:30...”

There was no need to say that Adrian wanted to stay much longer with Anna. But since Anna insisted that he should go back, Adrian showered her with many passionate licks and kisses. He left her bed in complete disarray. After Anna, he had tousled all her clothes as well. Before leaving, Adrian pulled her onto the bed and engaged in a long, playful struggle filled with teasing touches. He did all this deliberately to get even closer to Anna, thoroughly enjoying every moment with her on the bed. Sometimes she would get annoyed, and at other times she would laugh heartily. Adrian was quite successful in his efforts because, by the end, Anna started talking to him in a completely normal way, just like she would with any familiar person. They teased and played with each other lightly. Adrian spent almost another two full hours with Anna on the bed, cherishing every second, before finally leaving.

Oliver, standing outside, had listened carefully to almost all their conversations and their playful teasing. He fully understood that Adrian had come to get intimate with Anna and had succeeded in sharing passionate moments with her. Oliver heard them return to the lounge and say their goodbyes. They were holding each other in their arms and kissing, and the sounds of those kisses could be heard clearly from outside. In reality, both of them were in the lounge at that time. Adrian had taken Anna in his strong arms, and she too had wrapped her arms around him. They looked like complete lovers lost in each other.

Before stepping out, Adrian kissed Anna like a true passionate lover, and Anna responded to his kiss with equal warmth and feeling. At that moment, they both appeared deeply in love. Adrian even gently squeezed Anna’s breasts, pressing them playfully like one would press a horn.

As he was leaving, Adrian whispered softly into Anna’s ear, “I really want to enter deep inside you and feel your warmth, my love...”

Anna bit her lower lip with her teeth and pushed him away gently with both hands as she said, “I have already told you that when I am fully ready, I will let you know myself. For now, be happy with whatever happened today. Have patience and wait for that day. I am not saying it won’t happen; it will surely come, but I don’t know when. I will tell you myself...”

Reaching the door, Adrian said, “From now on, I will call you often since I have your number...”

Anna replied, “Don’t send messages or call when Vince is at home. And yes, tomorrow evening we are going to my in-laws’ place and will return on Sunday night. So don’t call this weekend because Vince’s family members will be with me...”

By then, Oliver had heard their footsteps approaching the door, so he quickly went back down to the guard’s booth at the gate.

Adrian left the building, and Anna stepped out onto the terrace to watch him go. From below, when Oliver saw Anna in her short top and sexy outfit, he stared at her intently and waved. Anna waved back, and Oliver immediately called her. Since her mobile was already in her hand, she answered. Oliver asked, “Has your visitor left, Anna ji?”

Anna replied, “Yes, he must have reached downstairs by now...”

Oliver said, “So, did you enjoy a lot, bhabhi ji?”

Anna responded, “What do you mean by ‘enjoy’... you naughty boy? Behave yourself a little...”

Oliver teased, “Okay, then I will ask your visitor right now whether he enjoyed it or not.”

Anna said, “Shut up. I don’t want you to talk to him. He is my relative, understand?”

Oliver replied, “Oh, a relative? Then I must say he is a very lucky relative...”

Anna asked, “What do you mean by that, Oliver?”

Oliver said, “I will tell you later, bhabhi ji... It seems I will also have to become your relative now. So that I can get a chance to come and meet you like this...” With that, Oliver ended the call.

Anna felt a suspicion that Oliver might have figured out that something had happened between her and Adrian, and she became a bit worried. While driving his car toward the gate, Adrian looked up at the terrace and saw Anna waving at him. He waved back and sent her a flying kiss, which Oliver noticed clearly. Seeing both Oliver and Adrian, Anna burst into loud laughter. Then, once Adrian had driven out of the gate, Oliver also sent a flying kiss to Anna. She laughed again and pointed a warning finger at him before going back inside.

Oliver went to the toilet and, thinking about everything he had heard between Anna and Adrian, he pleasured himself. In his mind, he imagined removing Anna’s top, kissing and licking her sexy thighs, pulling down her jeans, and leaving red marks on her fair, shapely thighs. Thinking about all this, Oliver stroked himself intensely, feeling as if he was doing it all with Anna. This was the first time Oliver had pleasured himself while thinking about Anna.

That evening, when Vince returned, everything went normally. He had no idea what had happened in his house that day. Before his arrival, Anna had already taken a bath and was wearing a short dress that reached just above her knees. She kept teasing Vince by coming close to him again and again, letting her body brush against his. At night, while being intimate, Vince asked her to do the same father-in-law role-play again. For the coming days, he told Anna to dress sexily and also try to attract his father and brother during those three days. Anna was reluctant but said she would try to make him happy. However, she was not sure she would succeed in doing all that there.

Friday evening arrived, and both of them got ready to go to Vince’s village. Anna was wearing a very beautiful Silk-warp that enhanced her beauty immensely, making her look even more attractive. She appeared incredibly sexy, alluring, and hot. Any man would want to take her to his bed just by looking at her. On top of that, her smile, her eyes, and her voice seemed to add fuel to the fire. Anna looked absolutely stunning. And after a one-and-a-half-hour drive, the men in Vince’s family would see her like this when she arrived.

After the one-and-a-half-hour drive, both reached Vince’s father’s house, where everyone was waiting for them. Derek and Lena were waiting in the courtyard because Lena had sent a message to Anna asking her to text when they were nearby. Vince’s father and James were on the upper veranda, keeping an eye on the road. Some people were preparing food in the backyard for the celebration. The festival was something like Vasant Panchami and was celebrated with great pomp and show here. It would start from tomorrow evening and continue throughout the night.

As soon as Vince’s car entered the courtyard, Lena jumped with joy, calling out both their names. It felt like the entry of a film hero and heroine. Anna’s eyes filled with happy tears seeing their warm welcome. At the same time, she felt a deep sense of melancholy looking at the house because it had once been her home. The car was parked beside the garage. James and Vince’s father’s cars were already inside the garage, so there was no space for Vince’s car. Anna stepped out first.

Lena hugged her enthusiastically, kissing her cheeks and forehead while exclaiming, “You are looking absolutely amazing, bhabhi, like a film heroine! Wow... How have you become so beautiful? I should also move to the city now. Hey Derek, look at Anna bhabhi – how much she has changed and how hot she is looking, hehehe...”

Vince’s father was watching his daughter and daughter-in-law with a smile and said, “Lena, will you keep talking while standing there or will you bring her inside too?”

By then, Vince had stepped out of the car. Lena hugged him as well and asked, “Where are my gifts, brother? Which suitcase are they in? Tell me, I will take that suitcase inside first. Just tell me which one has the gifts, I will open that one first, hehehe...”

Vince laughed and told her which suitcase contained the gifts. Lena picked it up, Derek took another suitcase and bag, and both went inside the house.

Before coming here, Vince had told Anna to touch his father’s feet and then hug him. He would watch his father’s face at that moment. He had also asked her to hug James and Derek. That is why he stayed a little behind. He wanted to see what would happen when Anna hugged his father. Vince had also instructed Anna to deliberately let her pallu (Drape) slip down while touching the feet, and then adjust it back up while hugging. He wanted to see if his dad would look at Anna’s cleavage when she bent down to touch his feet. He also wanted to observe how his dad would react when Anna hugged him. Anna was ready to do all this to make Vince happy, so that she could create new situations for their role-play. It was as if Anna herself had become her husband’s partner in these intimate games at this point.

When the time came for Anna to touch her father-in-law’s feet, Lena and Derek had already gone inside the house, and James had followed them to check if there was something for him in the suitcases too. So, at that moment, Anna and her father-in-law were alone there, while Vince stayed back near the car, pretending to do something but carefully following Anna’s movements with his eyes.

Anna bent down in front of her father-in-law, and her Silk wrap Drape slipped all the way down, which made Vince very happy. He watched eagerly at his dad’s face. His dad looked straight at Anna’s cleavage. Then he placed his hand on her shoulder and helped her stand up. While Anna was rising, his gaze remained fixed on her breasts. Quickly, he glanced behind to check if Vince was watching, and Vince immediately looked away in another direction.

When Dad noticed that Vince was looking somewhere else, he once again gazed at Anna’s breasts. She was rising after touching his feet, looking exactly like an innocent and dutiful daughter-in-law, with a small, gentle smile playing on her lips. But Anna knew very well where her father-in-law was looking at that moment. She wanted to turn and look at Vince again, but she did not have the courage. Her father-in-law slowly moved his hand from her shoulder to her back. Anna let her pallu (Drape) remain hanging low and extended her arms toward him, pulling him into a warm hug. She could feel her breasts pressing softly against his chest as her heart beat faster and faster. She had hugged him many times before, but nothing had felt like this moment. Because now Vince had planned everything, and they had already played out role-plays involving her father-in-law.

After that intense hug, Anna’s hand rested on her father-in-law’s waist, and both of them began walking toward the entrance. He too placed his hand on Anna’s waist, and they moved forward together. Anna lightly adjusted her pallu (Drape) upward, but at that moment, her father-in-law glanced once more at her cleavage. Then he turned back, looked at Vince, and said, “Hey, come on, brother. Why are you walking so slowly? Are you tired?” The way they walked, father-in-law and daughter-in-law looked just like a couple.

Vince observed everything carefully, and a thousand different questions began heating up his mind. He said to himself, “These two look like a perfect pair. It seems as if they had been separated for a long time and have finally met today. Forgetting everyone else, they were lost in their own world. Dad looked at her cleavage very clearly. I noticed it well. And when they hugged each other, it was not just the upper part of their bodies that embraced, but their entire bodies were pressed closely together.

Anna had clung to Dad completely, from top to bottom. Did they ever hug like this back when we used to live here? Or did it happen today because they are meeting after so many days? Is my mind imagining things, or was this a normal greeting between a father-in-law and daughter-in-law who are close to each other? How will I ever know the truth? What all is going to happen in these three days that we are going to spend here?”

After going inside with her father-in-law and brothers-in-law, Anna met James, who was Vince’s elder brother. People called him a complete bachelor because he was over forty, had never married, and always said he never would. They hugged each other. By then, Vince had reached the entrance, and Anna looked at him right when she was in James’s arms during the hug. Meanwhile, Derek and Lena were unpacking the suitcases, searching for their gifts. Anna’s face turned a little red while she was in James’s arms, and she noticed that her father-in-law was also watching her closely as she embraced James. Then her father-in-law glanced at Vince to see if he was watching his elder son and young daughter-in-law hugging.

James had held Anna tightly, just like his father, and his body was fully pressed against hers, from top to bottom, exactly as it had been with her father-in-law. During the hug, James gently moved his palm over Anna’s waist, and his fingers lightly felt the strap of her bra. Then it occurred to him that the other men were also in the same room, so his eyes first went to Vince and then to his Dad. After that, he broke the hug and asked Anna how she was, loud enough for everyone to hear. James said, “You are looking much more beautiful than last year. It seems the city air suits you very well...”

Hearing this, Anna felt a little shy, and her face turned even redder. She quickly looked at her father-in-law and Vince to see how they were reacting to James’s words. But Lena immediately looked at Anna and said, “This is true, bhabhi. I was just about to ask if you go to a beauty parlor or if you look so natural like this? You have completely changed, bhabhi. You look like a film heroine. Love you, bhabhi, love you a lot...” And Lena came and wrapped herself in Anna’s arms.

Seeing the two women hugging each other, Derek said, “It seems bhabhi has completely forgotten her younger brother-in-law now...” Lena pulled away from Anna’s arms and said, “Go on, bhabhi, hug him, otherwise he will eat my head saying I have taken away his right too.” Smiling gently, Anna walked toward Derek and took him in her arms, hugging him while gently stroking his head with her hand. Derek was not very tall. His head reached exactly up to Anna’s breasts. So his face pressed against her chest, and Anna patted his head lightly while asking about his studies.

Vince, James, and their father were all watching Anna as she held Derek close to her chest. Lena carefully observed them at that moment. The way Derek was hugging Anna made it look like a young mother embracing her son. His shorter height gave him the appearance of a young boy, even though he was nineteen years old. In that family, Derek was the only one with a shorter build. Even Lena was taller than him.

It was a long night because there were so many things to talk about. After dinner, everyone sat together in the lounge and kept chatting until two in the morning, enjoying some drinks. After that, everyone went to sleep. When Anna and Vince went to their room, they became busy with their private conversation. But they had to speak very softly because there were people in the rooms on both sides. One side was Lena’s room and the other was Vince’s father’s room.

Vince asked Anna about the hug with his dad. Anna said, “At that time, I became very emotional. I felt like crying because I was meeting him after a whole year, and I did not think or feel anything else while hugging him.” Vince said, “Your pallu (Drape) was down, and your cleavage was clearly visible...” Anna replied, “I was not paying attention to any of that at the time, and I did all that only for you... And at that moment, I did not even realize whether your dad was looking at my cleavage or not.”

Then Vince asked, “Why and how did both of you walk inside with hands on each other’s waist?” Anna answered, “It happened completely naturally, without thinking. It just occurred on its own.” When Vince spoke about James, Anna said, “I did not feel anything at that time either. Only when James said that I was looking extremely beautiful, then it felt like he was flirting a little...”

Next, Vince asked, “And how was Derek’s face pressed against your breasts?” Anna said, “I felt like I was his mother, holding my son close to my heart...” In this way, Vince did not get the kind of answers from Anna that he had hoped for, the kind that could excite him about such relationships. Still, Vince said, “Now we will play a role-play in which those men are sleeping with you tonight and enjoying you all night long.”

Even though she was reluctant, Anna hesitantly agreed to satisfy Vince’s thirst in this way and had to respond as if James, Derek, and his dad were being intimate with her, all in one single role-play. First she had to be with her father-in-law, then with James, and finally with Derek. Vince enjoyed the role-play a lot because, in her passionate voice, Anna would say certain things during each scene that doubled his pleasure. For example, when they were doing Derek’s role-play, Anna said in a trembling voice while responding, “Derek, I see a son in you. How can you want to do all this with me?”


When James’s role-play was happening, Anna had said something like, “Brother, I respect you a lot. You should get married now. But I am like a sister to you. Ohh… no, what are you doing with me, ufff…”

And when Vince played the role of his father, Anna had said something like, “Father-in-Law, it feels so good to meet you after a whole year. I missed you so much, and sleeping with you tonight feels really wonderful, Father-in-Law.”

Vince felt immense pleasure, and even after his release, his arousal did not fade away. He was so delighted by Anna’s bold, adult words. And because he remained hard for a long time, he turned Anna onto her stomach that night and entered her from behind once again, just like before. In his mind, he imagined that the other men of the house were doing the same thing with her.

Anna told Vince not to go to the office the next day and to help with the preparations for the festival instead. But it was very important for Vince to go.

In the morning, Vince had to leave much earlier than usual because he had a long drive to the office. That is why Anna had to wake up first to prepare his breakfast. When Vince left for the office, everyone else was still sleeping. Anna waved goodbye to him and went back to the kitchen.

Vince’s father had woken up when he heard Vince’s car leaving the courtyard. He walked towards the kitchen and saw Anna in her nightdress. She was wearing a nightie, with a thin gown over it. But the material was so delicate that the shape of everything underneath was visible. At that moment, Anna was standing near the oven, doing something, with her back turned towards the kitchen door. Her open hair was scattered partly on her back and partly on her shoulders, lightly covering the thin straps of her nightie.

Her father-in-law let his gaze travel downward and stopped at Anna’s full, rounded curves. He realized that she was not wearing any panties underneath, and neither was she wearing a bra. Because of the thin nightie, everything was clearly outlined. Her beautiful soft curves were pulling his attention strongly. He wondered how that part would look if the dress had not been covering it at that time. He noticed her hands, wrists, and elbows as Anna was preparing something. Then his eyes fell on her delicate fingers. Anna raised her hand to her mouth because she was tasting something.

From behind, her father-in-law stood silently watching everything, and Anna had no idea he was there. He felt a strange pull and cleared his throat to make his presence known.

Hearing him clear his throat, Anna turned around with a smile and looked at him, asking, “Did you sleep well, Father-in-Law? Everyone else is still in deep sleep, right?”

Her father-in-law looked into Anna’s eyes and moved closer. Anna stayed right where she was, watching him approach with the same gentle smile. He came near her and placed his hands on her shoulders, murmuring softly, “I feel like holding you tightly in my arms again, just like yesterday…”

Anna laughed playfully and said, “Why, Father-in-Law? Did you miss me that much?”

Without answering, her father-in-law slid his arm under hers and pulled Anna firmly into his embrace as he said, “How many times did I tell you on the phone, my child, how much I miss you? And Lena was absolutely right when she said you have become much more beautiful than before…”

Anna placed her arms on his broad shoulders and replied, “No, Father-in-Law, I am exactly the same as I was a year ago when I was here. You are seeing me after so many days, that is why it feels that way to you…”

Her father-in-law said, “I wanted to see you so badly. Whenever I am in this kitchen, I miss you a lot. I think about you and remember those days when you were here and how happy I used to be…”

Anna laughed again, lightly patting his back as she whispered softly, “Everyone is about to wake up now. Let me go, Father-in-Law. By the way, I knew you would come here at this time. In fact, I was expecting you…”

Her father-in-law said, “This dress is really nice, my daughter. I don’t know this one. Did you buy it recently?”

Anna only replied with a soft “Hmm,” but then the sound of a door opening was heard. Anna quickly slipped out of her father-in-law’s arms and started walking towards her room.

What was that?

Why did Anna say, “Everyone is about to wake up now. Let me go, Father-in-Law. I was expecting you here.” It seemed as if there was some secret between these two. Did it feel that way? Were they so close to each other? Was there something between them, or was it their usual way of talking?

Anyway, let us see what happens next.

In the office, Vince’s heart and mind were only at his father’s house. Of course, he was thinking about everything his eyes had seen the previous day.

The way he had seen Anna hugging her father-in-law, how her pallu (Drape) had slipped down, and how his dad’s eyes were fixed on Anna’s cleavage. The way James had hugged Anna and how his fingers had moved over her bra straps. The way Derek’s head had pressed against her breasts. Vince also remembered that once or twice Lena’s eyes had gone to Derek and Anna while they were hugging, and then Lena had turned to look at Vince’s face to see if he was watching them too.

Now Vince asked himself, “Why did Lena look at me like that when those two were hugging? It seems Lena knows something. Could it be possible that Lena has seen Dad and Anna together sometime? Is there something Lena knows but cannot tell me? Or is Lena also Anna’s partner in all this? Oh my God… What have I started thinking? Should I talk to Lena and ask if she knows anything? But how will I ask her such a thing? Will Lena tell me any secrets? How should I ask Lena? Is there any way? How will I start this conversation with Lena? Anna will also be around, so when and where will I be able to talk to Lena about this? The way Anna answers during the role-play on the bed, it seems as if she has been intimate with all three. Otherwise, how could a simple, innocent, and pure girl like Anna respond so perfectly in that game? Is she a hidden wild one whom I had not recognized at all? No, no, this cannot be. I cannot accept this…”

Vince was in a bad state thinking about all this. His mental condition was deteriorating. The mental stress had perhaps become too much at that time. Sometimes Vince thought that his sexual life with Anna would become even hotter if he found out that she really had such a relationship with one of the men in the house. But at other times, he felt he might feel cheated by his own wife if something like that had happened. Yet, more pleasure came to Vince from thinking that yes, if there was something between Anna and any man in his house, it would bring him great excitement. It would actually be a happy thing for him. And if something like that existed, Vince was desperate to know everything. He would want to know when it started, did it happen on the very first day, who proposed to whom, who went close to whom first, and so on.

But even if such a thing had happened, who would tell him all the details from the first day? Would Anna ever agree to share such a secret with him if it existed? Would Lena betray Anna by telling Vince if she knew something? Lena loved Anna a lot, so would she betray her? Vince felt like leaving everything in the office and returning home immediately. But doing that was impossible.

A little later, Vince started wondering what those people must be doing at home right now. He thought that he had left his sexy, hot, and desirable wife alone with three men and come to the office. Would something happen there? Vince thought, “Did Anna go to Dad’s room to wake him up after I left in the morning today?”


Vince crafted an entire scene in his mind, imagining it playing out like a vivid movie inside his head. “As soon as he left in the morning, Anna looked around in all directions. Seeing no one nearby, she quietly went to her father-in-law’s room to wake him up. The moment she entered the room, Anna sat on the edge of his bed, gently shaking him as she whispered, ‘Ohh… Father-in-Law, I have been longing for you so much, and here you are sleeping so peacefully? Come on, wake up quickly. Before everyone else wakes up, hurry and do what you want to do, Father-in-Law…’”

Then her father-in-law woke up, pulled Anna onto the bed, removed all her clothes, laid her down, and began to get intimate with her hurriedly. Vince became intensely aroused by this thought. He went to the toilet and pleasured himself while imagining his wife with his own father. It was quite something — leaving his wife at home and then thinking about her with his father while at the office.

In reality, at Vince’s father’s house, Lena woke up a little later and asked Anna to come with her to pick flowers from the nearby forest for the festival decorations.

But Lena’s father said, “Why are you asking her? Go with your friends, my child. Anna has come from so far away yesterday and must be tired. Let her rest…”

Lena looked at her father, then at Anna, gave her a quick wink, and said, “Okay, okay, fine. I won’t disturb you both. I’ll take my friends with me…”

In that village, there was a tradition that whenever there was a festival, wedding, engagement, or similar celebration, the village girls would go to the nearby forest to collect flowers and then use them to decorate the celebration area. But why did Lena say she would not disturb the two of them? Was there some secret? If she had taken Anna along, how would that have disturbed anyone?

The festival was set to begin in the evening. There would be Garba dance and folk songs performed in the courtyard of Vince’s father’s house. For this festival, everyone had to wear traditional village clothes, setting aside their city outfits during the celebrations. Some people were preparing bhang at the back of the house. The women also drank it on this special day.

James and Derek joined the men at the back of the house. Anna was left alone inside the house with her father-in-law. Lena had also gone to the forest. Still, the entire house remained open, with people coming and going freely except into the private rooms. Many villagers had gathered in the courtyard, and a large tent was being set up right in front of the house. Some young men were busy erecting the tent.

One of them said to another, “Hey, have you seen Vince’s wife? What a woman she is… She looks like a total bombshell. I feel like taking her right here, man…”

The other replied, “When she first came to this house as a newlywed bride, I pleasured myself for the first time in my life thinking about her. I have never seen a more sexy and beautiful bride than her till today…”

Then another young man added, “Not just you two. Every old and young man in this village used to pleasure themselves thinking about Anna when she came here after marriage. She was the hottest, sexiest, and most attractive bride this village had ever seen, and no one like Anna has come since then…”

Just then, a boy standing on a stool and fixing electric wires inside the tent, who could also peek into the house from that height, said, “Hey, I just saw Anna inside. She is talking to her father-in-law… ohhh…”

Then someone else whispered, “When she used to take a bath and go to the temple in her sexy saree, I would wait every single day just to catch a glimpse of her waist and navel. Even the priest must have had a hard time controlling himself whenever Anna stood in front of him in those days.”

And one more said, “Friends, there are three men in this house. Do you think all of them have got their share with Anna?”

Someone replied, “We should ask Derek. He is very close to her. She is his darling bhabhi…”

Then another said, “No way… Once I tried talking to Derek about Anna, and he beat me up badly. He is very possessive about his bhabhi…”

The boy on the stool whispered again, “Ohhh… guys, her father-in-law is hugging Anna right now. She is in his arms. Come and see, everyone…”

But by the time the other boys climbed onto the stool to see their father-in-law hugging his daughter-in-law, the two had already separated and moved apart. The rest of the boys said, “It must be just a normal hug between a father-in-law and daughter-in-law. Don’t think anything strange about it…”

And one of them added, “Don’t accuse Anna like that just because she looks sexy and hot to you. Just because you want to get intimate with her doesn’t mean she is like that. And if she is not with you, that doesn’t give you the right to tarnish her name by linking her with others…”

Then everyone agreed, “Yes, until we actually see her being intimate with someone, we should not say such things about her…”

More and more people gathered in the courtyard, while Anna was busy with some work inside the house. Vince’s two brothers came inside the house twice from the backyard to fetch some things and then went back to helping prepare the bhang with the others. Once or twice, her father-in-law also went to the backyard to check how the work was progressing there. Some people arrived with musical instruments like drums, harmonium, and others, while several women and girls were getting ready to dance inside the tent. Anna also got ready in the village’s traditional dress to participate in the dance. Last year, Anna had danced a lot. Vince’s father had liked it very much and had praised her highly. So now she was going to dance again.

But last year Anna had not worn such a revealing dress. Last year she was very timid and shy, and she had not returned from the city yet. At that time, Vince did not play role-plays with her, and Anna probably did not know as much about physical intimacy as she did now.

Yes, there was a dupatta to cover her chest, but during the dance, it would either be removed or tied around the waist, so her cleavage would remain visible. And if she had to bend while dancing, it would look as if her breasts might spill out of the blouse. The interesting thing was that before going to the tent, Anna was moving around inside the house without her dupatta, and her father-in-law passed in front of her several times, his eyes fixed on her deep cleavage. The upper curves of her breasts were visible, with faint blue veins showing on her fair skin.

Her father-in-law smiled while gazing at her breasts. Anna quickly went to the bed to pick up her dupatta and place it over her chest. Right at that moment, James entered the house, and seeing him, his father left from there. Meanwhile, Anna was coming out of her room with the dupatta in her hand. This time, James came face to face with her, and his eyes stayed locked on her breasts. Those parts of her breasts that usually remained hidden and appeared even fairer because they were covered, looking so soft and delicate, were now right before James’s eyes. He had to run his tongue over his dry lips after seeing them.

Anna had to lower her gaze because she realized James was staring at her cleavage.

James cleared his throat and said, “Wow, you are looking absolutely stunning in this dress today. It seems many men will lose their hearts in the tent tonight…”

With her face turning red in shyness, Anna looked down, smiled slightly, and replied, “Stop teasing me…”

Then she placed her dupatta over her chest to cover that area. Still, the tissue of the dupatta was so thin that her impressive cleavage remained visible underneath it.

Anna started to move forward, leaving James there. James quickly looked around in all directions, caught hold of her hand, and pulled her toward himself. Anna had not expected him to pull her, so because of the sudden tug, she collided straight into James’s body and placed both her hands on his chest to steady herself.

By then, James had wrapped her in his arms and said, “You are looking so cute that I cannot let you go without giving you a hug…” Saying this, James hugged Anna tightly, pressing his entire body against hers.

James’s father watched everything from one corner of the house.

Anna, still smiling while captured in James’s arms, said, “Why? Haven’t you hugged me many times even when I wasn’t looking cute?”

James pulled her even closer against his body and replied, “That’s not what I mean, Anna. I think you understand very well what I am trying to say.”

James pulled her even closer against his body and replied, “That’s not what I mean, Anna. I think you understand very well what I am trying to say.”

Anna gave him a reply that would make anyone wonder what was really happening inside this house. Now, was there another secret hidden here that would be revealed in time?

She said, “Let me go, otherwise if Lena sees us, you know very well what will happen.” Saying this, Anna freed herself from James’s grip and started walking towards the tent with a playful, bouncy step, like children playing by shifting weight from right leg to left leg and then back to right leg, twirling her dupatta in her hand.

As Anna was leaving, James raised his voice slightly and asked, “But where is Lena? I haven’t seen her for a while.”

Anna, still moving with that bouncy step, replied loudly, “She has gone to pick flowers with her friends in the forest.”

Before Anna could reach the tent, her father-in-law called out to her from that corner with a soft “Pssst… pssst…” Because Anna had reached nearby while walking playfully, she first turned back and looked towards James, who was still standing there.

Anna looked at her father-in-law and said in a low voice, “James is right here. I cannot come there. He is looking this way…”

Her father-in-law still insisted, “He doesn’t know I am here. Just come. He will think you are coming to get something. Please come…”

Anna turned once more to check on James and saw that he had now turned and was walking away. She quickly moved into that corner where her father-in-law was standing. The space where he stood was so small that only two people could fit, and that too very closely. It was a tiny nook, so Anna had to stand pressed tightly against her father-in-law so that no one else could see them. He once again took her in his arms, and her entire body pressed completely against his.

Her father-in-law said again, “You look like a beautiful doll in this outfit…”

Anna replied, “Really? James also said the same thing…”

Her father-in-law asked, “Tell me, will you drink bhang today like you did last year? Please say yes…” And as he spoke, he gently ran his palm over Anna’s shoulder. Anna held his hand in hers, stopping him from moving it further, and gave her answer.

Anna said, “I haven’t decided yet whether I will drink or not. But maybe I will take one or two sips. Last year you forced me to drink and I was alone. Vince came very late that night. I remember I was sleeping in the kitchen and Vince carried me to the room at night…”

Her father-in-law was trying his best to seduce her. But Anna slipped out of his arms and teased him with her tongue as she said, “I am not going to drink today. I know why you are asking me to drink.” She showed him her tongue playfully and ran towards the tent.

A little while later, the bhang was ready, glasses were being filled, and it was served to the guests in the tent. Women, girls, boys — everyone drank. The men of the house were also wearing traditional clothes at that time.

Then the show began. The drums started beating and the “Dhol Baaje” music filled the air, accompanied by the dance of girls and women. In the beginning, Anna was just watching. Suddenly Lena arrived, dressed similarly to Anna, and grabbed her hand, pulling her to dance. As soon as she joined, Anna began to sway and move her hips sensually, dancing among the girls and women in such a way that the eyes of all the other men in the crowd remained fixed only on her. She was the main attraction in the entire gathering. During the dance, Anna had to bend many times, then stand up, and bend again. Each time it looked as if her breasts would spill out of her tight blouse. It was worth thinking how the young and old men were watching her.

Now the boys who were dancing in the crowd all wanted to dance with Anna. They kept changing partners every moment, but Lena stayed with her bhabhi. However, after drinking a little, when James joined the group, Lena went to dance with him. Then the boys who had been talking about Anna took turns dancing with her one by one. The young men were enjoying themselves thoroughly — dancing, swaying, twisting, and moving their bodies while repeating the lyrics of the song being sung by the singers.

Derek also joined the dance. Her father-in-law was drinking and watching everything with great attention. His eyes stayed fixed on Anna, and every now and then Anna also looked back at him while dancing. Once or twice, Anna called out to her father-in-law to join the dance, but he was taking his time, admiring her beauty and observing how all those young boys were touching her body one by one, deliberately brushing against her again and again.

Finally, her father-in-law also entered the crowd, swaying his waist. At that exact moment, Derek was holding his bhabhi while dancing. Anna saw her father-in-law joining and looked at Derek. When Derek noticed his father approaching Anna, he let her go for his Father-in-Law. Now everyone watched Anna dancing with her father-in-law. In between, James and Lena also kept looking at the two of them repeatedly. Many women who were dancing wanted to dance with Vince’s father at that time. One of them gathered courage, swayed her hips, came close, and clearly told Anna that she wanted to dance with her father-in-law if she had no objection. How could Anna refuse? She stepped aside and let that woman dance with her father-in-law.

By then Lena was dancing with Derek, so James was free. He came and took Anna to dance. Everything looked chaotic because many men between forty and fifty years old were dancing and the space was becoming too small with the huge crowd.

James took advantage of the moment and pulled Anna tightly against himself. Anna immediately turned to check if her father-in-law was watching them. Just then Lena came and took James away. Then Derek came to continue dancing with Anna.

Serving of bhang continued, and Anna’s father-in-law offered her a sip from his own glass. While dancing, Anna tasted the bhang. She was feeling joyful and enjoying the dance immensely. It was giving her a lot of pleasure. Little by little, while tasting, Anna ended up drinking a full glass of bhang. Her father-in-law kept offering her more under the pretext of tasting. One after another — one, two, three, then four and five glasses of bhang — Anna drank them all. Yet she kept dancing, though her steps were becoming unsteady. Time passed, evening had completely set in, lights were turned on, and it was fully dark outside.

Breathing heavily, Anna asked Derek, “Has Vince still not returned? What time is it now?”

Derek replied, “Bhabhi, the sun has just set. The festival is about to end now…”

Anna was unable to control herself properly. Her steps were swaying from right to left and then left to right. She went inside the house, picked up her mobile, and called Vince. Her father-in-law followed her quietly and entered her bedroom. He saw Anna sitting on the bed, about to call Vince.

Her father-in-law climbed onto the bed and said to Anna, “Don’t call him, Anna. It is better that he has not returned yet. Hmm… isn’t it right?”

Even though Anna had drunk bhang, she still had enough awareness of what was happening. Supporting herself on her elbow, she held the mobile to her ear and looked into her father-in-law’s eyes when he told her not to call Vince. In that position, her full breasts hung forward in that small blouse, and her father-in-law’s gaze remained locked on them.

James had followed Anna when she headed towards her room, but when he arrived and saw his father on Anna’s bed, he stepped back. He looked outside and noticed that Vince’s car had already arrived at the gate. The car could not enter the courtyard because of the tent. James quickly told Lena, “Call out Vince’s name loudly so that Anna and father inside get to know that Vince has come…”

Lena understood immediately and ran towards Vince, calling out, “Vince brother, Vince brother, you have come back so late… The entire festival is almost over. We all enjoyed a lot, and bhabhi also danced with us. Wait here, I will bring you some bhang to drink. Stay right here, brother.”

Anna and her father-in-law heard everything from inside. Anna quickly found a way to get out of the room and told her father-in-law to stay there. She would go to the tent and keep Vince engaged until he could leave her room safely.

When Lena was serving Vince with devoted attention, Anna joined them gracefully, her heart fluttering with a mix of nervousness and excitement. She spoke to Vince in a stammering voice, her cheeks flushed with a warm, shy glow that betrayed the whirlwind of emotions inside her.

Vince chuckled softly, his laughter carrying a teasing warmth that filled the air around them. “Yes, yes, look at yourself. It seems like you’ve got quite the high, hehehehe...” His words held a playful spark, laced with affection and a hint of mischief that made Anna’s pulse quicken.

Soon after, all the friends, family members, and guests gathered together inside the tent. Dinner was served with generous care, the aroma of rich dishes wafting through the evening air, creating an atmosphere of warmth and celebration. Along with the meal, everyone was sipping on bhang, the traditional drink adding a layer of relaxed joy to the gathering. Behind the house, the men preparing the bhang worked continuously, crafting more with steady hands to keep the flow going. Vince had downed several glasses of the potent drink, and a pleasant haze began to envelop him, loosening his inhibitions. He started enjoying the moment deeply, chatting animatedly with his old friends whom he had not seen in years, their laughter echoing with nostalgia and brotherly bond.

Anna moved gracefully between the guests, serving food with a gentle sway in her steps, her body still carrying the soft tremors from the earlier excitement. She attended to the stumbling Vince with tender care, offering him portions while also looking after his friends. Meanwhile, James and her father-in-law watched her closely, their gazes lingering with unspoken intensity and curiosity that added a subtle tension to the scene.

Eventually, the full effect of the bhang took hold of Vince completely. In his intoxicated state, he let slip a few intimate comments that were meant only for him and Anna’s private world. At one point, he mentioned Adrian’s name aloud, casually revealing how Adrian had visited their flat and danced with Anna. The words hung in the air, sending a ripple of surprise through the gathering. James shot Anna a strange, piercing look filled with questions and doubt. Anna quickly glanced at her father-in-law and James, searching their faces for reactions the moment Vince uttered Adrian’s name. Her heart raced with a blend of fear and hidden thrill, wondering what thoughts were crossing their minds.

Later, Anna’s phone rang suddenly. She stepped away to a quiet corner to answer the call, her movements hurried yet elegant. By then, Vince was completely lost in his intoxication, barely conscious of his surroundings, his mind drifting in a dreamy fog. The call was from Adrian. As soon as Anna began speaking, Adrian started flirting with her over the phone, his voice smooth and tempting. Anna found herself encouraging him, responding with light, playful flirtation that made her own pulse dance with forbidden excitement.

Her father-in-law observed her from a distance for a while, watching how she talked. From the way her eyes sparkled with mischief, the shy smile playing on her lips, and the coquettish way she bit her lower lip gently, twirled her fingers through her hair, and let out soft, giggling laughter, he sensed the truth. Her gestures were those of a woman engaged in a lively conversation with a man, teasing and charming him with her feminine charm. A knowing feeling settled in his chest as he pieced together the signs of her secret interaction.

He moved a little closer, trying to catch snippets of her conversation. However, he couldn’t make out exactly who was on the other end. Spotting him approaching, Anna quickly said goodbye and ended the call, her voice steady despite the flutter in her chest. When her father-in-law asked who it was, Anna replied calmly that it was the flat’s gatekeeper, whom she had asked to keep an eye on their home. Her explanation came smoothly, though inside she felt a mix of relief and lingering adrenaline.

The next morning was a Sunday, and everyone woke up with heavy heads and throbbing headaches, the aftermath of drinking too much bhang the previous night. Some guests had slept right there in the tent, lost in deep, blissful intoxication. Vince’s car remained parked on the roadside throughout the night. Anna found herself waking in her father-in-law’s bed, while Vince had dozed off in the lounge. As she stirred, she noticed James was also in the same room, half-dressed but resting on the sofa rather than the bed. Lena and Derek were in another room. Her father-in-law had already left the room and was bathing when Anna got up. She quietly slipped out of the room to head to her own, only to see Vince still sound asleep in the lounge. Her blouse was slightly disheveled across her chest, and instead of the long skirt she had worn for dancing the night before, she now had on a short silk dress that gently hugged her waist, the fabric soft against her skin.

Recalling the events of the previous night with a rush of memories—some sweet, some daring—she hurried to her room to change clothes. As she moved, she whispered to herself, “Thank goodness Vince is in such a deep sleep.” While changing, Anna noticed faint red marks on her thighs and under her arms, traces that brought a wave of complex emotions—embarrassment mixed with a secret, tingling remembrance. She then went to bathe after her father-in-law had stepped out.

Later that evening, Vince and Anna left the village to return to the city. Lena hugged Anna tightly, tears welling up in her eyes as she whispered something emotional into her ear. Anna lightly tapped Lena’s hand in response, her gaze shifting toward Derek and the other men in the house with a knowing, affectionate look.

Finally, the couple reached their flat. Vince was utterly exhausted from the journey and the lingering effects of the night before. They both collapsed onto the bed without even touching each other, drifting into deep, heavy sleep. At that moment, rest felt far more important than any intimacy; the fatigue wrapped around them like a comforting blanket, making anything else impossible.

The following day, their normal routine resumed once again. Vince left for the office as usual. Oliver flirted subtly with Anna during their brief interaction, his words carrying a hint of playful interest.

Adrian engaged in a phone sex chat with Anna, his voice low and seductive over the line, stirring desires that she responded to with careful restraint. That night, Vince once more began a role-play session with Anna, casting his dad and brothers as the main characters in their intimate fantasy. The days continued to pass in this manner. Anna’s desires grew even stronger when it came to physical closeness. During their role-plays, she became increasingly wild and passionate, losing herself in the heat of the moments with an intensity that surprised even her. Vince found immense pleasure in these encounters with his wife, cherishing the fire she brought to their connection. Adrian desperately wanted to take things further and repeatedly asked Anna for a meeting, but she kept him at bay, holding onto the thrill without fully giving in.

Oliver tried to get closer to Anna on multiple occasions. Twice, he visited her apartment under the pretext of checking the plumbing because neighbors were facing issues. It was clearly an excuse to enter her space. At one point, Oliver grabbed Anna’s hand and attempted to pull her into an embrace, his touch eager and bold. But Anna pushed him away firmly, creating distance with a determined strength.

Oliver then said to her, “I know why Adrian came to meet you that day...”

Anna felt compelled to ask Oliver to stay silent, promising in return that she would make him happy one day. Oliver’s face lit up with joy at her words, and he began eagerly awaiting the moment when he might share her bed.

Then came the day when Vince started feeling unwell at the office and decided to return home midway. It was around 1:30 in the afternoon when his car pulled into the apartment parking. Oliver opened the gate and greeted him with a casual “Hi,” before heading toward the underground parking. But Vince noticed his dad’s car parked in the yard area. He slammed on the brakes and checked the number plate carefully. A surge of unease washed over him as he called Oliver over. When Oliver approached, Vince asked, “Do you recognize the owner of this car?”

Oliver replied, “Yes, sir, I know him.”

Vince’s heart pounded heavily in his chest, a mix of dread and suspicion tightening his throat. “Where is the owner right now?”

Oliver answered, “He is upstairs, sir, visiting some relatives...”

Vince pressed further, “You keep a register noting every vehicle’s entry and exit, don’t you?”

Oliver confirmed, “Yes, sir, I do that regularly.”

Vince said, “I’ll park my car and come to you. I need to check something in your register. I’ll be right there...”

After parking, Vince went to Oliver’s small office booth and picked up the register where all vehicle movements were meticulously recorded—the time of arrival, number plates, and departure times. He flipped through the later pages, searching to see if his dad’s car had visited before. As he turned the pages, he asked Oliver, “Do you know who he has come to meet upstairs? Whose relative is he? Do you have any idea?”

Oliver shook his head, “No, sir, but that man comes often during the day. I think his daughter lives upstairs.”

Vince looked at him sharply, his voice rising with shock. “What? You said he comes often?”

Oliver nodded, “Yes, sir. Is there any problem? Do you know that man, sir?”

A wave of dizziness hit Vince. He asked Oliver for water, which Oliver handed over from his bottle. After taking a sip, Vince gazed up toward his flat, feeling a sudden tightness in his chest, like the air had grown heavy and suffocating. He continued scanning the register pages and soon spotted James’s car number multiple times, followed by several entries of his dad’s vehicle as well.

With heavy steps, Vince walked toward the lift, his legs feeling weak and unsteady, as if they could barely support his body. Breathing became difficult, each inhale laced with anxiety and growing suspicion. The short distance from the gate to the lift felt like miles, every step weighed down by his racing thoughts. Once inside the lift, he leaned his head against the cool wall, taking a long, shaky breath and shaking his head vigorously. He was panting as if he had run a great distance. Emerging from the lift, he approached his flat door very slowly. He tried the handle first and found it locked. Taking out his key with trembling hands, he inserted it quietly into the keyhole, careful not to make any sound that might alert anyone inside. The door opened softly. As he stepped in, the lounge was empty. Vince moved cautiously toward the bedroom, his legs trembling and knees shaking with every step. The bedroom door was slightly ajar, and his heart thundered loudly in his ears when he heard Anna let out a soft “Isssss” followed by the passionate groan of a man.


The bedroom door was slightly ajar, and Vince’s heart pounded violently in his chest as he heard Anna let out a soft, breathless “Isssssssh…” followed by the deep, passionate groan of a man that sent a shiver through his entire body.

Sweat broke out across Vince’s forehead. His breath caught in his throat, making it hard to breathe. He took a long, deep breath to steady himself and thought, *Was this what he had secretly wanted all these days — to see Anna with someone else?* But not like this. Not discovered in such a shocking, unexpected way. He had always imagined himself as the master of the game, with Anna as his willing partner who would follow his lead. He wanted to be the one choosing who, when, and how. He wanted control. Yet right now, everything felt completely reversed, and the realization hit him with a confusing mix of emotions.

*Am I dreaming?* he wondered. *Is this some kind of role-play happening right now?* His mind raced with questions. What should he do? Should he burst inside and see who was with Anna? Or should he stay hidden and watch? Could he actually enjoy seeing this? Was it his father in there with her? Or had James and his dad come to meet someone else in the apartment? His thoughts spun wildly as he tried to make sense of the situation. The sounds coming from the bedroom — soft moans, gasps, and the rhythmic creaking of the bed — grew clearer with every passing second.

Wiping the sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand, Vince moved forward like a cautious cat, even though his legs were trembling beneath him. He crept closer to the door. The voices and sounds from inside became even more distinct now — the desperate gasps, the soft whimpers, and the unmistakable movement of the bed.

And then, before he even peeked inside, Vince heard his father’s voice. “Okay, okay baby… take it now… Issssss…” followed by Anna’s soft, dreamy “Hmmmm…” that carried pure pleasure.

Disbelief washed over him, yet at the same time, he felt a strong, undeniable arousal stirring in his pants. His body was reacting despite the shock. *I should be devastated,* he thought, *so why is this happening?* Still, the hardness grew, pressing against his clothes. Gathering his courage, he moved even closer to the door, careful not to make any noise, ensuring they wouldn’t see him from inside.

What he saw next sent a powerful wave of both shock and strange excitement surging through him. Anna was on her knees on the floor, her mouth lovingly engaged with his father’s manhood. His dad sat on the edge of the bed with his legs spread apart, hands planted firmly on the mattress for support. His head was tilted back, eyes closed in deep pleasure as he savored the warm, intimate attention from his daughter-in-law.

Anna’s soft hands held him gently while her mouth moved with slow, devoted care. One of her hands tenderly caressed his most sensitive area below. His father still wore his shirt, though all the buttons were open, revealing his chest. His pants and underwear lay discarded. Anna’s head moved between his thighs, her hair falling softly around her face. Occasionally, her hand would glide over his chest, feeling the soft hair there, or caress his thighs while she continued pleasuring him. Every now and then, she would look up at him with adoring eyes, full of passion and submission.

Anna’s back faced the door, and his father remained lost in ecstasy, head tilted upward, completely unaware. Neither of them worried about the door — the main entrance was locked, and they believed the house was empty. There was no reason to close the bedroom door. Anna wore a short skirt that had been pushed up around her waist, revealing the smooth curves of her hips. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath — it must have been removed earlier. Vince’s eyes fell on her panties lying near the pillow on the bed. She was only in her bra, which was unhooked and loose. At that moment, his father reached forward and gently cupped one of her breasts in his hand, squeezing softly.

Vince took a step back, overwhelmed. He shook his head vigorously and asked himself in silent anguish, *How long has this been going on? Did it start when we were staying in the village, or after we returned here? We lived there for almost ten to eleven months.* His mind flooded with memories and doubts. *Was I right in suspecting that Anna had already been involved with them? Or did it all begin during the festival?* No, the register showed they had visited many times even before the festival.

He had always fantasized about seeing Anna with another man, and now that moment had arrived. Yet the secrecy hurt him deeply. Why had she hidden this from him for so long? Why had she pretended to hesitate and act shy whenever he suggested the father-in-law role-play? She had said things like, “I feel like his daughter,” yet here she was, fully engaged without any role-play or pretense.

From inside the room, he heard Anna’s voice again, soft and breathless. “Hmmm… Father-in-Law, my mouth is tired now… it’s too big…”

Vince shifted slightly behind the door, carefully trying to see more. His father was now lying on his back on the bed, and Anna was climbing on top of him, straddling his waist with her legs on either side. She tossed her bra onto the floor, revealing her full beauty. She pressed herself against him, moving her hips slowly, rubbing her most intimate area against his hardness while leaning down to rest on his chest. Her wetness glided over him as she rocked gently, listening to his deep, satisfied groans.

Vince couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of his wife’s beautiful curves. This was the first time he was seeing her from this angle, like an outsider admiring her form. It felt strangely intimate and new. Anna leaned forward, bringing her mouth to her father-in-law’s lips. Their tongues met in a deep, passionate kiss, tasting each other with hunger. At the same time, she continued moving her hips, rubbing herself against him. Her soft breasts pressed and rubbed against his chest, sending waves of pleasure through her body that made her moan softly into his mouth.

His father’s hands roamed tenderly over her bare back, caressing her smooth skin. Then, with a gentle push of his legs, he lifted his hips while taking himself in his hand, trying to guide himself into her. As he thrust upward, Anna rose with the movement, her body responding naturally.

Anna whispered with a mix of pleasure and playfulness, “You’re rocking me so nicely… it feels so good… Mmmuaaah…” His tip was now brushing against her entrance.

His father replied in a husky voice, “Okay… now take it inside…”

Without hesitation, Anna reached down, guided him carefully, and slowly lowered herself onto him. A deep sigh of satisfaction escaped her lips as she settled fully. She began moving her hips and bottom in rhythmic circles, her eyes closed in pure bliss. She kissed his neck, licked his ear playfully, and moved with increasing passion, allowing him to slide smoothly in and out. From where Vince stood, it looked like Anna was completely in control, riding him with confidence and desire.

Vince watched everything calmly from the shadows, his own hand gently touching himself over his pants. “Anna… you’re giving me so much pleasure right now,” he thought with a strange mix of pain and arousal. “This is exactly what I wanted. I’ve always dreamed of seeing you like this — when you don’t even know I’m watching. Today, that wish has come true. I’ll have to keep this secret so I can witness it again. I’ve wanted to see how you would react to another man, how your face would look, how your body would move. And now it’s happening. You are truly amazing, Anna. All my plans, my role-plays… they feel pale compared to this real moment.”

He continued thinking, emotions swirling inside him. *Anna… wow. I always suspected you might be like this. That you needed more than just me. Now, my love, I’ll have to let Adrian have you. And whoever else I bring, you’ll have to accept them too. My dream has finally started becoming reality.* But deep questions remained. *When did this all begin? How did it happen? I need to find out everything now…*

The sight before him stirred a complex storm of jealousy, excitement, betrayal, and desire. His heart ached even as his body responded. Anna’s soft moans and the way she moved with such freedom showed a side of her he had only imagined in fantasies. The emotional weight of the discovery pressed on him, yet he couldn’t look away. Every sigh, every movement, every touch between his wife and his own father burned into his memory, changing something deep inside him forever.

He stood there, breathing heavily but silently, torn between rushing in and continuing to watch this forbidden scene unfold. The air felt thick with tension, passion, and unspoken secrets that would now shape their future in ways he could never have predicted.


Vince wanted to keep everything he had witnessed strictly to himself. He had no intention of letting Anna know that he had seen her in such an intimate moment with his father. After careful thought, he decided to slip out of the house quietly before they finished their passionate encounter. Even so, he continued watching for a little longer, finding a strange, thrilling pleasure in the scene unfolding before him.

Gradually, Vince regained his composure. The initial shock faded away, replaced by a calm acceptance. He no longer felt the same panic that had gripped him moments earlier. Instead, he stood there quietly, observing with growing fascination and enjoyment. A sense of deep satisfaction washed over him as he realized his long-hidden dream was coming true without any effort on his part.

Anna’s youthful, graceful body moved rhythmically against her father-in-law’s form, pressing close with undeniable passion. She kissed and gently licked the sensitive area around his neck and below his ear, her warm breath sending shivers through him. At the same time, her hips swayed in a slow, sensual rhythm, creating waves of pleasure for both. Soft sighs and breathless moans escaped her lips now and then, her warm breath brushing against his skin like a tender caress.

Her father-in-law encouraged her with equal passion, lifting his hips to move with her, raising her body slightly with each motion. His hands soon found their way to her breasts, which were perfectly shaped — neither too large nor too small, soft and full like ripe fruit. As he touched them gently, Anna’s moans grew louder and more filled with desire. He lifted his head and took one into his mouth with loving care, drawing a sharp, pleasurable gasp from her. Her eyes turned dreamy and half-closed as she looked toward the ceiling and cried out softly, “Ufff… Ohh maa…”

Overwhelmed by the intensity, Anna pressed her stomach firmly against his and held his head with both hands, kissing him deeply as if reaching the heights of heaven. In the next moment, her father-in-law gently shifted positions, turning her beneath him while staying connected. Anna willingly spread her legs wide, wrapping them securely around his waist, her arms pulling him close in a tight embrace. Their lips met again in a passionate kiss, their tongues dancing together with longing.

He continued moving with steady, deep rhythm against her, each motion filled with care and intensity. Anna’s hand glided lovingly down his back and then across his stomach, stopping just near his most sensitive area to heighten his pleasure. Feeling her soft, young touch on his body filled him with renewed energy, making his movements stronger and more passionate. His breaths turned into deep, animal-like groans as he gave himself completely to the moment.

Suddenly, Anna was swept away by her own climax. She clung to his neck with surprising strength, her body trembling as she cried out in waves of pleasure, “Aahh… Issss… It’s so good… Yes, yes, I’m coming… Father-in-Law… You are superb… Wow… I love you, Father-in-Law… Love you, love you, love you… Muaahh…” She covered his face, neck, and chest with countless loving kisses until the waves of her release slowly faded.

Her father-in-law was also reaching his peak. He thrust deeply one final time, his tongue tracing her face with raw passion as his body shuddered. With a powerful groan, he pulled back at the last moment and released across her body, from her thighs up to her neck. Anna watched every moment with fascination, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. She reached out, gently holding him and guiding the last drops onto herself, a soft smile playing on her lips.

Biting her lower lip playfully, she took him in both hands and whispered, “Hmmm… I love this big thing. It makes me so happy and gives me so much pleasure… You are like a wild beast who reaches deep inside me and fills me with joy.” She leaned closer and placed a tender kiss on it.

He playfully tried to bring it closer to her mouth. Anna looked up at him with loving eyes, opened her lips, and took him in warmly. She watched his face closely, enjoying the way he trembled with aftershocks of pleasure from the warmth of her mouth. His body shook with deep satisfaction.

Afterward, both lay on the bed on their stomachs for a while, gently caressing each other with affection. Anna then moved back onto his chest, pressing herself softly against him and asked in a curious voice, “Have you ever thought about what would happen if Vince ever found out about us?”

Her father-in-law replied calmly, “I don’t like thinking about such things. Those are negative thoughts, and I never allow them into my mind. It’s much better to think about your beautiful breasts, your lovely eyes, and your sweet voice instead.”

Anna laughed brightly and said, “But I think about it often…”

He smiled and asked, “Really? And what do you think?”

Anna replied softly, “I think he would actually be very happy to know there is something between us…”

Her father-in-law looked surprised. “Are you sure? I don’t think so. In my opinion, he might even get angry enough to harm one of us…”

Anna shook her head confidently. “No, Father-in-Law, not at all. You don’t know him the way I do. He would be really pleased…”

He chuckled lightly. “Are you crazy, baby? No man would like seeing his wife with someone else…”

Anna insisted gently, “Oh God… Why don’t you believe me, Father-in-Law? Vince would be very happy if he knew what we are doing…”

Her father-in-law warned, “You mean you are thinking of telling him about us? Be careful… If you ever tell him by mistake… This is our secret. It should remain between us only…”

Anna reassured him, “No, I have no plan to tell him. But I know deep down that he will like it. He would enjoy watching you with me.”

Her father-in-law raised an eyebrow. “You mean he is like a voyeur? He wants to see you with someone else?”

Anna smiled and nodded, “Hmmm… Yes, exactly that…”

Vince, still listening from his hiding spot, whispered to himself anxiously, “Oh no… Anna, please don’t tell Dad all this…”

Just then, Anna got up from the bed and said, “I’m going to the washroom. I’ll be back soon…”

Vince quickly moved back, hiding behind the curtains near the window. Once Anna entered the washroom, he carefully opened the door, slipped out quietly, and locked it again from the outside, making sure everything looked normal.

His heart was still racing with a mixture of emotions — shock, excitement, jealousy, and strange happiness. As he walked down the stairs, many thoughts swirled in his mind. He felt as if a new chapter had opened in their lives, one filled with hidden desires and secrets. Part of him wanted to confront the situation, but another part wanted to let it unfold naturally so he could watch and experience more. The images he had seen stayed fresh in his memory, stirring deep feelings he had never fully explored before.

He stepped outside the building, breathing in the fresh air, trying to compose himself. A small smile crept onto his face as he realized how perfectly his secret fantasy was playing out. Yet, questions lingered — how long had this been happening? How deep did Anna’s desires run? And how would he fit into this new reality? For now, he decided to keep his discovery hidden, waiting for the right moment to reveal himself or continue observing from the shadows.

The afternoon sun felt warmer than usual on his skin as he walked toward a nearby café, his mind alive with possibilities. He ordered a cold drink and sat quietly, replaying every moment he had witnessed. The way Anna had moved, the sounds of pleasure, the emotional connection between her and his father — everything had a profound effect on him. It awakened something primal and exciting within his soul.

He knew life would never be the same again. This secret knowledge gave him a strange sense of power and vulnerability at the same time. As he sipped his drink, he made a silent promise to himself — to protect this discovery and let the story unfold at its own pace. Deep inside, he felt a new kind of love and fascination for Anna, one that embraced her hidden side completely.


Vince walked back toward Oliver’s small security booth with a storm of thoughts swirling inside his mind. His steps were heavy yet purposeful, carrying the weight of the shocking discoveries he had made. He picked up the register once again and began flipping through its pages with restless fingers, his eyes scanning every entry carefully. He was determined to find out exactly when his father and elder brother had started visiting this apartment. They had been living in this flat for more than a year now, and Vince desperately searched for the first date when they had come to meet Anna.

As Vince anxiously turned the pages of the register, a look of suspicion crossed Oliver’s face. He sensed that something was wrong, something involving Anna and another man. Gathering his courage, Oliver asked hesitantly, “Is there any problem, sir?”

Vince initially wanted to hide everything from Oliver, but then a clever thought struck him. Oliver could prove useful in this situation. If Oliver knew anything about Anna’s secret meetings, Vince could gather more valuable information. Just then, his eyes fell on Adrian’s car number recorded in the register, clearly noting an arrival at 3:00 PM on a weekday. A sharp jolt of surprise hit Vince.

He turned to Oliver with urgency in his voice and asked, “Oliver, this car came here at 3:00 PM during the week? Are you sure there is no mistake? He came with me in his car, but that was at 6:00 PM in the evening, not 3:00 PM in the afternoon. Don’t you remember? He had parked the car in the underground parking and came to take it the next morning. So why have you written 3:00 PM?”

Oliver immediately understood that Vince was referring to the man he had overheard with Anna. He had even tried to get close to her himself. Now, Oliver felt trapped, unsure what answer to give. He wanted to protect Anna so he could use the situation to his own advantage later and get a chance to be intimate with her.

Instead of a direct reply, Oliver cleverly asked, “Sir, who is this man? Is he your relative or someone from Anna madam’s family?”

Vince narrowed his eyes and countered, “Why? What did he tell you?”

Oliver only wanted to confirm whether Adrian was visiting as a family member or as Vince’s friend who was secretly involved with his wife. Just thinking about Anna made a wave of desire stir inside Oliver’s body. However, he didn’t want to reveal the full truth, so he said carefully, “No, sir, he didn’t tell me who he was, and maybe he didn’t come to your house that day…”

Vince looked at Oliver and instantly understood that the young man was trying to shield Anna. A mischievous, devilish plan began forming in Vince’s sharp mind. But first, he continued checking the later pages of the register. He started from the day they had first moved into the apartment. In the initial two months, there were no entries of his father’s or James’s cars. Then, two months and two weeks later, Oliver had noted James’s car number arriving at 1:00 PM. A week after that, his father’s car appeared in the records.

Vince carefully noted down all the dates and times on a piece of paper. From then on, almost every week, sometimes once and sometimes twice, their cars were regularly recorded. The arrivals were usually between 12:00 and 1:00 PM, with departures around 3:00 PM each time. Vince checked if James and his father had ever visited on the exact same day at the same time, but no such entry existed. They had come on the same day but at different hours. Often his father would arrive at 1:00 PM and leave by 2:00 PM, while James would come at 3:00 PM and depart by 4:30 PM. Anna must have carefully managed their timings over the phone.

A mix of shock, dark excitement, and strange admiration filled Vince’s heart. He whispered to himself, “So there were days when Dad would finish being with her and leave, only for James to arrive right after. And the same night, I would also be intimate with her. Wow… In one single day, she welcomed three different men. My God…” He shook his head in disbelief. “And here I was, foolishly trying to arrange for Adrian to be with her… when she was already handling everything herself. Incredible…”

After noting everything down, Vince turned to Oliver with a direct question, his voice low but firm. “Listen, tell me one thing honestly — are you interested in my wife or not?”

Oliver’s throat went dry with nervousness. He didn’t know how to respond. He simply lowered his head and shook it in denial. Vince placed a friendly hand on Oliver’s shoulder, speaking like a close companion.

“Look, Oliver, I know you are a young man, unmarried, and full of energy. I understand that Anna is very attractive and seductive, and you feel drawn to her. Now tell me truthfully — do you want to have her? I can guide you on exactly how you can reach her bed and succeed in winning her affection…”

Oliver replied in a trembling voice, “But sir, she is your beautiful wife. How can I even think of doing something like that?”

Vince smiled knowingly. “Come on, my friend, we are modern people. These things happen in high society all the time. You know that very well, don’t you? So tell me clearly — do you want to be intimate with Anna or not?”

Oliver glanced up toward Anna’s flat, and Vince followed his gaze. “You watch her whenever she comes up to the terrace, right? I know about it. And she flirts with you over the phone too. I’m aware of everything. It’s quite common, my friend…”

Oliver was stunned. “You know everything, sir?”

Vince nodded. “So, will you do exactly what I tell you? If you truly want her, say yes.”

Oliver replied hesitantly, “As you say, sir…”

Vince continued, “Okay then, first tell me — do you know who all come to meet Anna? Is that correct? Do people from this apartment also visit her? Tell me everything, Oliver…”

Oliver hesitated, fear in his eyes. “Oh no, sir, you are trying to trap me and make me speak. Please don’t do this. Forgive me, sir. From today, I will not even look at Anna madam. Please forgive me…”

Vince reassured him warmly, “No, no, my friend… I am truly offering you a chance to be with Anna. I promise God. Just tell me who comes to meet her. Do any residents from this apartment visit her as well? Share everything with me…”

Oliver finally opened up a little. “Look, sir, only once I went near your flat door to listen when that car man came to meet her at 3:00 PM…” He mentioned Adrian’s car number.

Vince leaned forward eagerly. “Very good. So what did you hear when you went there?”

Oliver replied shyly, “Both of them were on the bed, sir. They did everything, I am sure…”

Vince smiled with dark satisfaction. “See, isn’t it easy for you to have her too?”

Oliver admitted with hesitation, “I feel very nervous, sir. I have never done anything like this before. Anna madam looks like an angel, and I am just a servant, like a slave compared to her…”

Vince placed his hand on Oliver’s shoulder again, his voice full of promise and hidden excitement. “I will help you, young man, and you will definitely succeed in winning Anna’s intimacy. This is my word to you…”

Oliver asked curiously, “But how, sir?”

Vince explained patiently, “I will tell you every detail. You must follow my instructions exactly. She might refuse at first or hesitate, but you should not stop. Keep moving forward gently, and eventually she will accept and even enjoy it. Do you understand?”

Oliver nodded slowly. “Alright, sir. But when?”

Vince replied, “I will inform you when the right day comes, maybe tomorrow or the day after. You work during the day. Can you come here at 10:00 PM on the night I call you?”

Oliver thought for a moment. “I can try, sir. But at 10:00 PM at night, won’t you be at home?”

Vince assured him, “No, on the night I call you, I will not be here. I will tell you the exact night. So, deal?”

Oliver agreed, “Yes, sir. Deal as you say…”

Vince warned him firmly, “But be careful — if you tell her anything about this conversation, there will be trouble. I know you talk to her on the phone. But whatever we discussed here must stay only between us. Anna should not know anything. Understood? I will arrange for you to be with her, so stay silent and don’t say a word. Give me your mobile number and save mine too. I will call you when the time is right. And for now, don’t tell anyone that I have returned early. I am going to sit in my car in the underground parking. When that car leaves, call me and inform me, okay?”

Sitting alone in his car in the dimly lit underground parking, Vince replayed every intimate scene he had witnessed between Anna and his father. His hand moved slowly over his hardness as he stroked himself, growing fully aroused. He remembered how lovingly Anna had caressed and pampered his father’s manhood. The image of her taking it into her mouth without any hesitation after his release sent waves of complex emotions through him — jealousy mixed with deep arousal.

He recalled Anna’s beautiful smile as she gazed at his father’s face with such affection, as if he was her true love. The depth of emotion in her eyes showed a profound connection that stirred something powerful inside Vince’s heart. Her words still echoed in his ears: “Hmmm… I love this big thing. It makes me so happy and gives me so much pleasure… You are a beast who reaches deep inside me and fills me with such joy…”

These memories created a whirlwind of feelings — pain, excitement, love, and a strange sense of liberation. Vince realized that Anna had a wild, passionate side he had only begun to discover. Instead of anger, a dark thrill ran through his veins. He wanted to see more, experience more, and slowly bring his own hidden fantasies to life through her secret adventures. The car felt smaller as his breathing grew heavier with each passing thought, his mind already planning the next steps in this twisted yet exciting game of desire and discovery.


Vince kept replaying everything he had witnessed earlier, the vivid scenes swirling repeatedly before his eyes like a forbidden movie. He remembered how Anna had wrapped her smooth legs tightly around his father’s waist, fully surrendering herself to the passionate rhythm and clearly enjoying every single moment. She had been lost in her own pleasure, moving with genuine love and desire, taking the lead in ways that showed her deep satisfaction. The images played in his mind with striking clarity, and thinking about his own wife in that intimate state stirred something powerful inside him. Sitting alone in his car, Vince slowly began to touch himself, giving in to the growing heat of the moment.

He pleasured himself while imagining Anna with his father, the forbidden thoughts pushing him over the edge quickly. He reached his release soon after, breathing heavily as new ideas filled his mind. How would he arrange for Oliver to be with Anna? And how would he watch everything from a safe spot at 10:00 PM at night? He planned to tell Anna that he had to work overtime at the office that night. He would come home around 6:00 PM as usual, then leave again by 8:00 PM pretending to head back to work. He would leave the terrace door unlocked from inside. Once Oliver entered the flat, Vince could sneak back in through the terrace. There was a convenient route — taking the lift to the second floor and then using the stairs to reach their terrace quietly. He would also leave one of the lounge windows slightly open, just in case Anna locked the terrace door. If needed, he could enter through the main door the same way he had done earlier that day.

These thoughts kept running through Vince’s mind, and he felt confident that his plan would succeed without any trouble. He also wondered when and how Adrian had managed to visit Anna from the office without him ever suspecting a thing. Anna had cleverly kept him completely in the dark about Adrian’s visits. It was clear now that Adrian had come specifically to be intimate with her and had left satisfied. Even as Vince’s friend, Adrian had never breathed a word about it. The realization hit him hard — behind his back, both his wife and his close friend had been enjoying each other freely.

Yet deep inside, this was exactly what Vince had secretly desired for so long. A quiet happiness bloomed within him as his long-cherished fantasy was unfolding naturally. Now he could fulfill all his hidden wishes step by step. A strange sense of excitement mixed with a touch of betrayal made his heart race faster, but the thrill outweighed everything else.

Vince instructed Oliver firmly to call him immediately on his mobile whenever anyone came to meet Anna. He also handed Oliver a thousand rupees to keep everything secret, promising even more money if Oliver followed his instructions carefully and helped him. Oliver’s face lit up with joy. He felt incredibly lucky to have this part-time opportunity — keeping an eye on Anna while also getting a chance to be close to her. In his heart, Oliver silently thanked his fate for this unexpected fortune.

That evening, Vince returned home at his usual time, acting completely normal. He had dozed off in his car in the underground parking until Oliver called to wake him after his father had left. Anna behaved just as she did every day, warm and loving, showing him the same affection and care without any hint of what had happened earlier. She looked after him with genuine tenderness, asking about his day and making him feel special. Vince couldn’t help but admire how skilled and composed she was — managing to deceive him for months while staying so cool and natural. For the first time, he felt like the one being fooled, and the feeling was both bitter and strangely arousing.

Although he was happy about finally witnessing the very thing he had wanted to see, Vince had never imagined that Anna would take such steps behind his back without his knowledge. He had always pictured himself guiding her, teaching her, and giving her permission before she explored anything new. He had wanted to be the one in control, the master who introduced her to these desires. A small wave of disappointment washed over him because she had started everything on her own, long before he could lead the way. Yet that sadness was fleeting, quickly replaced by the overwhelming joy of knowing the truth and having seen it with his own eyes. Now he didn’t need to push or persuade her — she was already walking the path he had dreamed of.

Sometimes the urge to confront her grew strong. He wanted to shout and ask her directly since when she had been involved with his father and brother-in-law. He felt like forcing her to reveal every detail — when it all began, who initiated it, and how she had allowed it to happen. But in the next moment, he calmed himself. There was no need to rush. Everything would come out in due time. He decided to wait patiently and observe quietly, letting events unfold naturally.

That night, Vince did not initiate any intimacy with Anna, and she also did not ask for anything. Both of them fell into a deep sleep quite early, tired from the emotional weight of the day.

A few days passed. Oliver waited eagerly for Vince’s plan, hoping to finally get close to Anna. But Vince had not yet finalized the details. Then one afternoon at around 1:00 PM, Oliver called him urgently.

“Sir, someone has come to meet Anna ji…” Oliver said.

Vince replied quickly, “Tell me the car number fast…”

Oliver answered, “No car, sir. He came on foot, and he has visited many times before.”

Vince was surprised. “What? Who is this now? What does he look like, Oliver?”

Oliver described, “He looks like a young guy, sir, short in height…”

Vince exclaimed in shock, “Derek? He is coming here too? Oh my God… I can’t believe this.”

Oliver asked curiously, “Who is Derek, sir?”

Vince brushed it off, “No one important. Has he gone inside, Oliver?”

Oliver confirmed, “Yes, sir, about five minutes ago…”

Vince asked, “Don’t you write names in the register for visitors? Who they are meeting? Isn’t that the rule here — only noting vehicle numbers?”

Oliver replied, “No, sir, we don’t note names…”

Vince said, “Okay, Oliver. Thank you very much. I will be there soon. Keep informing me like this at the right time. Thanks…”

Vince now began recalling the scene from the village festival when Anna had hugged Derek warmly. Because of his shorter height, his head had pressed gently against her soft breasts during that embrace, his cheek brushing against them. The memory sent a rush of dark pleasure through Vince. It seemed every man in his family had now tasted Anna’s affection in some way. Pretending to feel unwell, he took leave from the office and left immediately.

He drove fast, reaching the apartment in record time. He parked his car quickly in the underground area and took the lift upstairs. There he found Oliver with his ear pressed against the flat door, listening carefully. Vince and Oliver spoke in low whispers.

Oliver whispered, “Both of them have gone into the bedroom, sir. They were talking in the lounge just a short while ago…”

Vince asked softly, “What did you hear them saying?”

Oliver replied, “The young guy was calling Anna ji ‘Bhabhi’ and she was calling him ‘beta’…”

Vince grew restless. “Tell me exactly what they talked about. What did they say to each other?”

Oliver said hesitantly, “I didn’t hear much, sir…”

“But Anna madam told him, ‘Why did you bunk college today, beta? Hmm… You should study properly. Forget about me for a few days and focus on your studies.’

The boy replied, ‘I can’t do that, Bhabhi. I miss you so much. I think about you day and night. Lena even teases me about it…’”

Vince shook his head in disbelief. He quietly inserted his key into the lock. As the door opened with a soft click, he signaled Oliver to leave. Once inside, Vince’s heart started pounding loudly. He took a long, deep breath to calm himself. At that moment, he felt like a thief in his own home. He paused for a while, trying to catch any sounds. Soon he realized they were talking in the kitchen. He felt confused about where to hide. If they returned from the kitchen and went to the bedroom, they might see him. Worry clouded his mind as he tried to think fast.

He quickly slipped into the bedroom but found no good hiding spot there. He came back out into the lounge and crouched behind the sofa on the floor, trying to make himself as small as possible. His heart was beating so loudly that he feared they might hear it. He prayed silently that they would not come and sit on the sofa. At that moment, he could only hear his own rapid heartbeat, drowning out everything else. He was breathing heavily, one hand pressed against his chest, occasionally lifting his head slightly to glance toward the bedroom door. The fear of sneezing or coughing made him even more anxious. His body trembled with a mix of nervousness, excitement, and forbidden thrill as he waited in hiding, the emotional storm inside him growing stronger with every passing second.

He felt a strange blend of jealousy and arousal knowing his wife was with another young man so close to him. The secrecy, the risk of being caught, and the anticipation of what might happen next filled him with intense emotions. Vince realized how deeply his desires had taken root. This hidden side of Anna both hurt and fascinated him. He stayed perfectly still, listening intently, his mind racing with questions and fantasies about the unfolding scene in his own home. The air felt thick with tension, and his senses were heightened, making every small sound feel amplified. This was the beginning of a new chapter in his life, one where secrets, watching, and sharing would change everything between him and Anna forever.

After about five to ten minutes, Vince heard voices echoing in the corridor, gradually coming closer toward the lounge. His heart raced with anxiety as he silently prayed that the two would head straight into the bedroom and not enter the lounge. It was 1:45 in the afternoon, and bright daylight flooded the room, making everything clearly visible. If they stepped into the lounge, he would be easily spotted. Anna and Derek walked intimately with their arms wrapped around each other’s waists, stopping right near the bedroom door to continue their conversation. Vince kept praying fervently that they would open the bedroom door and go inside.

But they lingered there, standing close and talking softly, their bodies brushing against each other with quiet affection. Anna looked incredibly sexy and stunning in a figure-hugging blouse and skirt that accentuated her graceful curves beautifully. She carried an irresistible charm that could make any man’s pulse quicken. Before Vince’s arrival, she had already struck some seductive poses in the lounge just for Derek, teasing him playfully. After all, who could possibly hold themselves back in front of such an alluring, youthful body? Her smooth thighs and full, inviting breasts were enough to stir even the coldest heart with desire.

Finally, Vince breathed a sigh of relief when he saw Anna reach out with one hand to open the bedroom door while her other hand remained possessively around Derek’s waist. The couple stepped inside, leaving the door slightly ajar. Anna always left the bedroom door open out of habit. Even at night, it remained that way because only she and Vince lived there, and the main door was always securely locked. She felt safe knowing no one else was around. Wiping the sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand, Vince felt a wave of calm wash over him now that they had moved into the bedroom.

He rose carefully from his hiding spot and moved forward with utmost caution, watching every step so he wouldn’t bump into anything. Soft kissing sounds drifted from the bedroom, urging Vince to quicken his pace silently. But when he peeked inside, it wasn’t just kissing—Derek was lovingly sucking on Anna’s breasts. They were both standing near the wardrobe. Because of his shorter height, Derek’s mouth reached perfectly to her chest. He had lifted her top and was eagerly kissing and sucking her soft mounds while Anna ran her fingers tenderly through his hair, her face glowing with pleasure. Every time he missed the nipple slightly while sucking, a loud, wet kissing sound echoed. Anna was murmuring something softly under her breath as she caressed his hair.

Vince strained to hear what she was saying or humming. When he couldn’t catch the words clearly, he focused on her lip movements and understood she was whispering affectionately, “My little one, my baby, my sweet son is drinking Mommy’s milk… hmmmm…”

A jolt of electricity shot through Vince’s body. He thought in disbelief, *What is this? Anna is playing a mother-son role-play with Derek.* This was one step ahead of even his own fantasies. It left him stunned. *My own cat is meowing louder than me.* For a moment, he felt like banging his head against the wall in overwhelmed surprise. Yet his devilish curiosity kept him watching with intense eyes, eager to see if Anna would fully indulge in this mother-son fantasy with Derek.

Still sucking on her breasts, Anna guided Derek gently toward the bed. Once they reached it, she sat down on the edge. But Derek didn’t stop; he continued leaning over and sucking with hungry devotion. Anna then lay back fully on the bed, and Derek climbed on top of her, his mouth never leaving her soft, sensitive skin. His entire body pressed warmly against hers. Vince stroked himself lightly while moving a little closer, careful to stay hidden from Anna’s view. A storm of complex emotions—jealousy, arousal, fascination, and strange happiness—swirled inside him as he witnessed his wife’s secret desires unfold so freely.

Anna slowly helped Derek remove his shirt while he remained attached to her breasts, licking her underarms and exploring other delicate parts of her body with loving attention. One of Derek’s hands slid between her thighs, moving toward her panties, while Anna eagerly unbuttoned his pants. When Derek stood there in just his underwear, his hardness clearly visible and pushing upward, Anna burst into playful laughter. She touched it lightly with one finger and said teasingly, “How funny this is, my dear. It’s pointing straight to where it wants to go inside. It knows its place so well… hehehehe…”

Derek straightened up, pulled Anna closer, and pressed his hips toward her face, rubbing his hardness—still covered by underwear—against her mouth. Anna rubbed her soft cheek against the bulging fabric and kissed it tenderly. The sensation sent a shiver through Derek’s body, and a soft moan escaped his lips. Anna whispered lovingly, “Look, baby, your underwear has become wet with your excitement. Come, let Mommy taste it…” She ran her warm tongue over the damp spot, licking and moistening it further.

Derek asked in a husky, emotional voice, “How does it taste, Mom? You always taste your son’s essence. Do you like it, Mommy?”

Hearing this, Vince shook his head in shock and whispered to himself, “Oh my God… they are really playing this role-play. Anna is using my own tricks with him, and probably with others too. I taught her these things, and now she’s enjoying them on her own terms…”

He then recalled the time he had asked Anna how Derek had hugged her in the village. She had casually replied that it felt like a mother hugging her son. Now it all made sense—this was the same mother-son fantasy. Even though Anna was much younger than a real mother figure, she clearly enjoyed being called “Mommy” and hearing Derek address her that way. *Wow, Anna, wow.* Vince wondered who had started this role-play—Anna or Derek. Perhaps Derek, with his own hidden fantasies as Vince’s younger brother-in-law, saw Anna as both Bhabhi and a motherly figure and had initiated it. One day, Vince promised himself, he would uncover the full truth.

For now, his hardness throbbed strongly as he watched them, deriving intense pleasure from the scene. He pushed aside his racing thoughts and focused completely on the moment. Soon, Anna removed Derek’s underwear completely and took off her own clothes as well. Both were now fully naked in each other’s arms on the bed, positioned in a passionate 69. Anna held his hardness in her soft hand, licking and sucking it with slow, sensual care. Meanwhile, Derek’s fingers explored inside her warmth while his tongue gently licked and tasted her most intimate folds. Anna took him deep into her mouth, and Derek moved his hips gently, trying to push further as soft, trembling moans escaped her lips from his touch.

Vince could no longer resist. He freed himself and began stroking while watching them intently, his eyes especially fixed on Anna’s face. She performed every act with such love and natural ease, as if it was the most normal thing in the world. Her expression glowed with the same deep affection and desire she showed him—perhaps even more intense. The emotional depth in her eyes stirred something profound in Vince’s heart, a mixture of pain and exquisite pleasure.

After a while, they changed positions. Derek’s mouth met Anna’s in a deep kiss while she spread her legs wide, welcoming him between them. Thinking about their mother-son role-play kept fueling Vince’s excitement to new heights. He reached his release quickly, but Anna had not yet. Afterward, she teased him playfully, “What happened today? No role-play, and you didn’t even think about my pleasure. You just took care of yourself. You did it exactly like you used to a year ago. Remember how I used to lie there like a statue while you satisfied yourself? Hehehehe…”

Vince, imagining himself in the conversation, looked at her face and thought, “And now you’ve become so experienced, haven’t you?” He felt the strong urge to start a real conversation about this, but he stopped himself. If he did, Anna might suspect he knew something, and then he wouldn’t be able to watch anymore. So he stayed silent.

Anna lay there thinking why Vince hadn’t initiated any role-play and why he had finished so quickly. As a woman, she now understood very well when Vince needed raw physical release and when he relied on fantasies and role-play to heighten the experience. With these thoughts swirling in her mind, she eventually drifted off to sleep.

The next day, Vince thought of calling Anna while pretending to be Henry. He wanted to see if she would still entertain her new lover. But when he called, Anna politely refused to talk to Henry. Vince felt surprised and wondered why she no longer wanted to speak with this new interest. Was it because she now had plenty of men satisfying her, or was she looking for a fresh face? In the end, he dropped the Henry idea for now.

The entire experience left Vince emotionally overwhelmed. A strange satisfaction mixed with jealousy coursed through his veins. He felt proud yet slightly hurt that Anna had taken such bold steps on her own. Yet this discovery only deepened his desire to explore more hidden sides of their relationship. Every moan, every touch, and every whispered word between Anna and Derek etched itself deeply into his memory, fueling new fantasies and strengthening his resolve to orchestrate even more exciting scenarios in the future. The complexity of love, lust, and secrecy created a beautiful yet dangerous web around them, one that Vince was now fully willing to embrace.

In the apartment complex, something was unfolding that Anna knew about but had deliberately kept hidden from Vince for her own reasons. There was a beautiful young college girl named Johanna who lived just three flats away from Anna’s home. She was a modern, bold, and incredibly attractive twenty-year-old, fully embracing the pleasures and thrills of her youthful life with confidence and passion. Johanna was having a secret affair with one of her father’s close friends, and one day Anna had spotted the two of them stepping out of the lift together. From that moment, Anna had kept a watchful eye on their growing closeness, intrigued by the hidden desires simmering around her.

Johanna’s father was a busy and successful businessman, always occupied with meetings and deals, while her mother worked a government job that often kept her returning home late into the night. Johanna was their only child, often left alone in the large, quiet apartment. Many evenings, her father’s friends would visit for business discussions, and among them was Mr. Steve, a fifty-year-old man who began coming more frequently for serious talks with Johanna’s dad.

One particular night, while Anna was doing her own work in a short, revealing dress, Steve’s eyes kept drifting toward Johanna. She responded with just a soft, innocent smile. That evening, Johanna’s mother had already fallen asleep, exhausted from her long day. Johanna’s father and Mr. Steve sat with glasses of whiskey in hand, deeply engaged in a heated business conversation. Meanwhile, Johanna was studying at her desk on the other side of the living room, separated only by a thin, flowing curtain. The light fabric allowed glimpses between the two spaces, creating an atmosphere charged with quiet tension.

Whenever a breeze lifted the curtain, Steve caught tantalizing views of Johanna’s smooth thighs beneath the table. His gaze traveled slowly over her body, from her flowing open hair to the way the curtain gently brushed her face as she repeatedly pushed it aside with her delicate hand. Johanna had no idea she was being watched so intently. The whiskey had begun to warm Steve’s senses, blurring the lines in his mind. In that hazy moment, he no longer saw her as a young college student but as a desirable, seductive woman whose presence stirred deep, forbidden longing within him.

Steve made subtle efforts to catch Johanna’s attention. When their eyes finally met, she offered another shy smile and slightly moved the curtain aside, allowing a clearer view between them. Holding his whiskey glass, Steve walked over to her study table under the pretense of casual conversation, right in front of her father. “Doing homework, young lady? How is it going? I see you’re studying hard…” he said in a friendly tone.

Johanna bit her lower lip gently, blushing with a small smile, and replied softly with a hesitant “Hmm…” while glancing at her father to check for any disapproval. Seeing that her dad had no objection — since Steve sounded perfectly normal — Johanna relaxed and responded politely. Her father was busy searching through files while sipping his drink and occasionally exchanging words with Steve, who now stood beside Johanna, pretending to look at her notebook and books with interest.

Steve quickly checked if his friend was watching, then lightly brushed the back of his hand along Johanna’s arm. A shiver ran through her body at the unexpected touch from this older man. She kept smiling toward her father, wondering if he had noticed anything. She wasn’t sure whether Steve had done it intentionally or if it was accidental.

Leaning closer, Steve’s eyes traced the soft, inviting curve of Johanna’s cleavage as she bent over her desk to write. The thin strap of her delicate bra was visible on her shoulder, and the sight of her small, firm breasts made his body respond with growing arousal. Johanna’s father suddenly called out, “Steve, let her focus on her studies, my friend. Come, let’s look at these files.”

Steve laughed lightly and replied, “You know, it reminds me of my own college days and how I used to do homework. Look at the way she holds her pen — it’s quite funny, hehehe…” In truth, he was cleverly masking his real intentions of getting closer to his friend’s attractive daughter.

Johanna asked curiously, “What’s so funny about how I hold my pen?” This gave Steve the perfect excuse. He took the pen from her hand, glanced back to ensure her father was still occupied, then placed his whiskey glass on the table. Standing behind her, he pressed his chest lightly against her back and guided both her hands with his own, demonstrating, “See, this is how I used to hold it…”

As he did this, his hardness pressed subtly against her thighs through his pants. Johanna was wearing a short dress, and with one leg crossed over the other, her smooth thighs were clearly exposed. Steve quickly adjusted the curtain so her father wouldn’t see if he looked their way, then pressed himself more firmly against her. A deep blush spread across Johanna’s cheeks. She understood exactly what Steve was doing. She could clearly feel the thickness of his manhood against her soft skin. Knowing he was slightly intoxicated, she glanced nervously at her father again.

Steve remained behind her, his chest pressed to her back. He gently kissed the top of her head, brushed her hair aside, and let his warm lips graze along the sensitive skin of her neck. Johanna drew in a sharp, trembling breath, her heart pounding wildly with a mix of fear, excitement, and unexpected pleasure. She tried to push him away with her hand, but his whispered words stopped her. “You are such a beautiful girl,” he murmured into her ear. “I would be so happy if I had a daughter like you. But I’m unlucky — I only have two sons. Your father is truly fortunate to have a daughter as lovely as you…”

The sincere-sounding compliment warmed Johanna’s lonely heart. She had been about to push him away, but his words made her pause. A rush of emotions — flattery, longing for attention, and a strange thrill — filled her. She lowered her head shyly, her face glowing red with a mixture of embarrassment and secret delight.

Steve continued, his hand stroking her arm before slipping a finger under her bra strap and gently lifting it. “What size bra do you wear?” he asked softly. Johanna felt intense shyness at the bold question and whispered, “I don’t know… Please go, my dad might see…”

Feeling triumphant that he had successfully charmed her, Steve stood up straight, picked up his glass, and said loudly for her father to hear, “My friend, you are so lucky to have such a sweet and beautiful daughter. I wish I had one like her…” Her father, distracted by work, simply replied, “Come on, Steve, let’s finish this work…”

Johanna was a girl who had rarely received love, care, or emotional attention from her busy parents. Their lives revolved around careers and responsibilities, leaving her feeling neglected and starved for affection. Steve’s attention felt like a warm, forbidden balm to her lonely soul. She kept turning her head to steal glances at him, and he responded with playful eye contact, sending flying kisses when her father wasn’t looking. Johanna smiled back shyly, even playfully sticking out her tongue in a distant kiss. Steve continued making subtle, teasing gestures that left her feeling desired and alive.

That night, Johanna dreamed of Mr. Steve. As a young woman living in emotional isolation, she craved love and closeness. Steve had entered her life at exactly the right moment, awakening new sensations and longings within her innocent yet curious heart.

In the following nights, Steve visited more often. He grew bolder, touching her gently, caressing her arms, brushing against her breasts, and slowly sliding his hands along her thighs until they reached the edge of her panties. On one such night, he slipped his hand inside her bra, gently massaging her soft, small breasts. During one intense moment, when Johanna’s father stepped out to use the washroom, Steve quickly moved closer and asked in a husky whisper, “Have you ever kissed anyone before?”

Johanna shook her head shyly. “No…”

Steve smiled with excitement. “Then today I’ll teach you your first lesson in kissing. We have to be quick before your dad returns.”

Johanna’s heart raced with nervous anticipation. This was a thrilling new experience for her. Steve instructed softly, “You should hold me in your arms…”

Johanna eagerly wrapped her arms around him, rising onto her tiptoes and tilting her head upward to reach his lips. Steve lifted her slightly like a precious doll, lowered his head, and captured her mouth in a deep, passionate kiss. He encouraged her to open her lips, and she did so hesitantly while still glancing nervously toward the washroom, fearing her father’s return at any moment. A whirlwind of emotions — fear, excitement, guilt, and budding desire — flooded through her young body as she surrendered to this forbidden intimacy.


Steve gently cupped Johanna’s face with both hands, pressing her soft cheeks just enough to part her lips invitingly. He leaned in and slipped his tongue into her warm mouth, guiding her with quiet passion to respond in kind. Johanna followed his lead, her tongue shyly meeting his as they tangled together in a deep, exploratory kiss. At the same time, Steve’s strong hands moved down to squeeze her firm bottom, pulling her closer so he could press his hardness against her with deliberate intensity. Her slender, youthful body felt almost delicate in his broad arms, like she was kissing a powerful man much older and experienced than her.

While continuing the heated kiss, Steve slowly slid one hand beneath her short dress, caressing the smooth curves of her hips. He gently tugged her panties aside and explored further with his fingers, all while his hardness continued rubbing against her most intimate area through the thin fabric. Johanna felt every bold touch clearly. She knew exactly where his hand was and what his body was pressing against her, yet she allowed it all to happen. A strange new affection was blooming inside her heart for this older man, making her willing to explore these forbidden sensations with him.

Steve eventually broke the kiss and trailed his lips down her neck, licking and nibbling the sensitive skin before moving toward her young breasts. The moment his warm tongue brushed against them, the sound of the toilet flushing echoed from the bathroom. Johanna quickly pulled away from his embrace in a panic.

Steve whispered softly, his voice thick with desire, “This was your first kiss, baby. Always remember it…”

Johanna wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, giving him a shy, flushed smile. She ran her tongue lightly over her lips and quickly sat back down at her study table, pretending to focus on her books while keeping an eye on the direction her father was coming from.

A few days later, things between them grew far more intense. Steve started visiting Johanna regularly. She usually returned from college around 3:30 PM, when her parents were still at work. On the very first day he came at that time, luck seemed to be on his side. Johanna had just arrived home in her college uniform when the doorbell rang. The moment she opened the door, she found herself wrapped in Steve’s strong arms, their lips locked in a passionate kiss. Within moments, they moved to the bed together.

There was a unique thrill for Steve in laying a young college girl on the bed while she was still wearing her uniform. Slowly undressing her carried a special kind of excitement. He slid his hand under her skirt, gradually lifting the fabric upward with teasing care.

“Have your parents ever loved you like this, baby?” Steve asked in a husky voice. “Has anyone ever touched you this way? If you were my daughter, I would love you every single day like this… removing your clothes and cherishing every inch of you.” He continued kissing and licking her skin while Johanna gasped and trembled with overwhelming sensations.

Steve felt incredibly fortunate to have a young, attractive college girl in his arms. For a man in his fifties, this felt like a dream come true. He silently thanked his fate once again for this unexpected pleasure. As he kissed her, his hands roamed under her uniform, gently stroking her smooth thighs and moving closer to her panties. Johanna hesitated at first, a mix of nervousness and curiosity holding her back, but eventually she surrendered completely to the moment. At her age, she was naturally curious and eager about physical intimacy. She often discussed desire, pleasure, and experiences with her college friends. Deep down, she wanted to explore, to feel, and to understand her own body’s needs. That curiosity led her to give herself to Steve.

Johanna had never seen a man’s intimate part before. She felt a strong desire to see it, touch it, and hold it. This marked the beginning of her sexual awakening, all with her father’s close friend. In those days, there were no other men in her life she felt close to.

From then on, Johanna began welcoming Steve into her home every evening after college. He would arrive around 4:30 PM and spend passionate time with her before leaving by 7:00 PM, well before her parents returned.

One afternoon, while Anna was returning home, she happened to meet both of them in the lift. Anna looked stunning in a beautiful Silk-warp that gracefully revealed her slender waist, navel, arms, and smooth back. Steve’s eyes shifted from Johanna to Anna, completely captivated by her mature beauty. Anna could feel his intense gaze on her body, but for her, such attention from men was nothing new. Almost every man looked at her that way.

When they stepped out of the lift, Anna walked ahead. Steve deliberately slowed his steps to see which flat she would enter. Before reaching her door, Anna turned back three times to glance at him. Her backless blouse with delicate straps highlighted her flawless fair skin. The deep V-cut in front offered a tempting view. Her soft, perfectly curved figure held Steve frozen in place as he admired her from behind.

Anna was fully aware of his stares. As she bent slightly to insert her key into the lock, the view of her cleavage was mesmerizing. Steve stood there spellbound, just like any man would be. Johanna also noticed how her older partner was openly admiring Anna. A quiet wish stirred inside Johanna — she wanted to look as beautiful, seductive, and desirable as Anna one day. She wondered when she would grow into a woman who could command such attention from men. At that moment, she felt she was still too young and couldn’t match even five percent of Anna’s charm and sensuality.

After admiring Anna’s cleavage, Steve’s eyes moved to her elegant back, which was smooth and perfectly shaped. Every part of Anna’s body looked sculpted with care. When she bent forward, the way her Silk-warp draped over her hips created an unforgettable sight. Her curves, posture, and graceful movements were so perfectly balanced that it was hard to describe. Every step she took made her waist, hips, and figure sway in the most captivating way.

That same day, while being intimate with Johanna, Steve found himself imagining Anna instead. Later, he asked Johanna for information about her. From Johanna, he learned that Anna was a housewife who stayed home most of the day while her husband was at work until evening.

Meanwhile, after entering her flat, Anna kept thinking about the man who had been staring at her so boldly. She had never seen him before in the building, though she knew Johanna’s father. She wondered what he was doing visiting Johanna when the young girl was home alone after college. Anna assumed he might be her uncle or some relative. From that day onward, she began observing whether the man continued visiting Johanna regularly when she returned from college.

The next day, Steve also hoped to catch a glimpse of Anna when he went to meet Johanna. Every time he passed Anna’s door, he would clear his throat loudly on purpose, wanting her to know he was nearby.

Anna often watched them from her terrace as Johanna returned from college. Almost every day, she saw the man accompanying Johanna. Steve also noticed Anna watching them from above several times. Johanna eventually realized that Anna was observing them daily. When they were together in bed, Johanna brought up her concern.

“I don’t know… what if Anna madam tells my dad that she sees you coming here every day? I’m scared…” Johanna said, her voice filled with worry.

Steve thought for a moment and replied, “I think I should talk to her. What do you say?”

Johanna hesitated. “I’m not sure. Won’t that create even more suspicion?”

Steve reassured her, “In my opinion, she understands everything already. She probably knows I’m your lover. As a married woman, she’ll understand our situation. We can ask her to keep it a secret. Let’s both go and speak with her together…”

Johanna shook her head quickly. “No, no… I’m not going. You go and talk to her. Tell her not to ruin my reputation or create trouble for me…”

Steve smiled and stroked her hair gently. “Don’t worry, darling. I’ll handle everything. I’ll go speak with her now and tell you what she says. I’m confident she won’t tell anyone about us…”

Steve knocked on Anna’s door. When Anna opened it and saw him, she was visibly startled. She was wearing a stylish skirt and blouse that reached just below her knees. Her heart began beating faster at the sight of Steve standing in front of her. The truth was, at that exact moment, she had been thinking about him and Johanna, and his sudden appearance caught her completely off guard. She couldn’t possibly tell him that she had just been wondering about their secret relationship.


Anna asked politely, “Yes? How can I help you?”

Steve replied, “I need to discuss something very important and urgent with you. That’s why I should come inside. Johanna sent me to talk to you…”

The moment Anna heard Johanna’s name, she invited him in and glanced outside, wondering if Johanna was coming along as well. Her heart beat a little faster with curiosity and a hint of unease.

Steve said, “Johanna isn’t coming because she feels too shy. That’s why I came alone to speak with you.”

They both settled into the lounge. Anna sat across from him, and as she did, her skirt—which reached just below her knees—rode up slightly, revealing her smooth, shapely thighs. A spark of admiration lit up Steve’s eyes. He felt a rush of desire and had to discreetly adjust himself in his pants. Anna noticed the movement and gently bit her lower lip, a mix of surprise and subtle flattery coloring her cheeks.

A heavy silence fell over the room for a few moments. Neither of them spoke. The quiet stretched between them like a charged wire. Anna waited patiently for him to begin, since he had come with something specific to say. Meanwhile, Steve’s gaze traveled slowly from her face down to her legs, lingering just above her knees. Anna was aware of his attention, but she felt frozen, unable to pull her skirt down without drawing even more notice to it. A warm flush crept up her neck as conflicting emotions swirled inside her—nervousness mixed with an unexpected thrill.

When Anna realized he wasn’t speaking, she stood up and asked, “You wanted to talk about Johanna, right?”

Clearing his throat and looking to the side, Steve said, “How should I begin?”

Anna tilted her head. “Yes?”

Steve hesitated. “No, I was just thinking about how to start…”

Anna smiled softly and looked straight into his eyes. “It seems like you don’t actually want to talk about Johanna, but about yourself instead. Am I right?”

Steve noticed how Anna had made things easier by shifting the conversation herself. He decided to take a different approach and began, “You are a very beautiful woman, my dear.”

Anna’s face turned a deep shade of pink. She smiled and replied, “Thank you, but I don’t think that’s what you came here to say, is it?”

Steve continued, “The truth is, the first time I saw you in the lift, I found you so attractive that I immediately wanted to talk to you. If Johanna hadn’t been with me that day, I would have definitely spoken to you. I wish she hadn’t been there…”

Anna smiled again, then burst into a light, playful laugh. She sat back on the sofa opposite him with the same bubbly energy and said, “Really? You must be joking, right?”

There was something captivating in the way Anna was behaving. She seemed genuinely intrigued by this stranger’s flirtatious words. The way she leaned back to listen more attentively suggested she was enjoying the compliments, like many women do when a man admires their beauty openly. A quiet sense of delight bloomed in her chest, even as caution whispered in the back of her mind. Steve felt encouraged seeing that she wasn’t angry and was actually responding with laughter and interest. This gave him the confidence to push forward and truly begin flirting with her, testing the waters.

Anna, for her part, had been waiting for this flirtation from the start. From the first glance, she had sensed that this man was a natural charmer, and a part of her was curiously drawn to it.

With a mysterious smile, Steve said, “Yes, so… hmm… you are so beautiful that ignoring you was simply impossible. The day I saw you in the lift, I became completely captivated by your beauty and your figure. I wanted to pull you into my arms right then. Tell me, can I do that now? I really feel like hugging you. Please don’t say no…”

Steve stood up from his sofa and moved toward Anna’s seat, intending to sit closer. Seeing him approach, Anna quickly rose to her feet. Her face flushed crimson as she stepped back, keeping some distance while looking directly at his face. A wave of nervousness washed over her, yet there was also a strange, fluttering excitement at how boldly he was closing the gap during their very first proper meeting. Her pulse quickened, a blend of caution and forbidden curiosity making her breath shallow.

When Steve noticed her discomfort, he respectfully returned to his own sofa. Anna stayed standing near the wall, leaning against it lightly. She twisted a lock of her hair around her fingers, occasionally brushing it against her cheek while watching him. Then, in a casual yet alluring pose, she lifted one leg and rested her foot against the wall, about to say something. As she did so, her skirt slipped higher, and Steve’s eyes were drawn to the soft, creamy skin between her thighs. The delicate, pale inner flesh became visible for a brief moment. A strong urge surged through him—he imagined dropping to his knees in front of her, but he held himself back, his heart pounding with restrained desire.

Anna straightened her leg again and asked, “What exactly is your relationship with Johanna? Uncle? Or something else?”

Steve replied, “Hmm… yes, yes…”

Anna continued, “Before that day in the lift, I had never seen you. So how is it that you come over almost every day after Johanna returns from college?”

Women’s natural curiosity often drives them to ask such direct questions, seeking to understand every detail. Steve felt a slight discomfort answering, but since Anna had opened the topic, he decided it was best to address it openly.

Steve explained, “The thing is, I am just a friend of Johanna’s father. There is no blood relation. How should I put it? Johanna is a wonderful young woman, but she craved affection. She often felt neglected by her parents, with no one truly looking after her emotional needs. She felt lonely, surrounded by silence. I used to visit her dad frequently for business, and that’s how I got to know her. And…”

Before Steve could say more, Anna—who had been watching his face intently from the beginning—suddenly interrupted, “Isn’t she a bit too young for you?”

Steve felt a sharp jolt at her words and stared at her, momentarily stunned into silence. The directness of her question caught him off guard, stirring a mix of surprise and defensiveness inside him.

Anna remained standing in the same position, one leg raised against the wall. Steve glanced again at the tempting view of her thighs but pretended to look elsewhere. He realized that Anna herself was steering the conversation toward the very topic he had come to discuss, though her blunt question about Johanna’s age had taken him by surprise.

Nevertheless, Steve composed himself and said, “Alright, since you’ve brought it up, I’ll tell you why I came—on behalf of Johanna as well. Johanna and I have grown very close. She’s worried that you might mention something to her father. But I know a sensible woman like you wouldn’t interfere in others’ personal matters. Still, for Johanna’s sake, I’ve come to request that you keep this between us. Let our secret remain a secret. She is quite young, and if her name gets linked with mine, it could damage her reputation badly. So, I humbly ask you not to say anything to anyone…”

Anna listened to Steve very carefully, absorbing every word. Then she responded, “And you think I should do what you’re asking? That I should listen to you?”

Steve replied, “I don’t believe you would ruin the reputation of a young college woman like her. Would you really do that?”

Silence lingered again for some time. The air felt thicker with unspoken tension and hidden desires.

Steve finally spoke, “Listen, why are you standing so far away? Come here, sit closer to me. Let’s discuss this properly together. Please, come sit here…”

Anna walked back to her original seat and, looking into his eyes, said, “Here I am, sitting closer now. So tell me—don’t you think Johanna is too much like a child compared to your age? You must be married, probably have a daughter her age or even older. I’m surprised that Johanna allowed you to get so close. You look even older than her father to me. Johanna is sweet and innocent, very naïve. You must have taken advantage of her innocence. What is your age, sir?”

Steve answered, “My name is Steve. You can just call me Steve…” As he spoke, he stood up and moved to sit beside her on the same sofa.

This time, Anna did not move away. She remained seated, allowing him to sit close because the conversation felt important. She waited for his answer with a serious expression, expecting him to respond with equal gravity. However, the alluring sight of her knees, smooth thighs, and subtle cleavage distracted Steve, making it difficult for him to focus solely on the words. A deep attraction pulled at him, blending admiration with longing.

Sitting right beside her, Steve said softly, “How old do you think I am? Take a guess.”

Steve looked quite youthful. No one could accurately guess his real age; he appeared ten to twelve years younger than he actually was. He always took great care of his appearance, dressing sharply and maintaining a fit, charming look that defied time.

Anna replied, “I don’t know… maybe 39-40 or 42? That’s what I would guess…”

Steve gently placed one hand on her knee and said in a low voice, “I am over fifty, my dear, but I am glad I don’t look my age…”

Anna’s mouth opened in surprise. “Oh… no. Then Johanna must have been fooled too. You are a flirt, and you deliberately trapped her…”

Steve responded, “No, not at all. It wasn’t like that. These things happen when two lonely people spend time together. Sometimes emotions can’t be controlled…” As he spoke, his hand slowly moved higher up her knee. Anna knew exactly what he was trying to do, and a rush of conflicting feelings—hesitation, curiosity, and a warm spark of attraction—coursed through her body.

Anna placed her hand over his to stop its progress and said firmly, “Please behave, Steve ji. This is your first time in my house, and you cannot come this close. I am not Johanna…”

But instantly, Steve wrapped his other arm around her shoulders, leaned in, and pressed his lips to hers in a passionate kiss. Anna tried to resist and pull away, but his strong embrace held her firmly. Her soft breasts pressed against his chest as his tongue gently explored her mouth. His hand continued its slow journey beneath her skirt, moving toward her panties. A whirlwind of emotions flooded Anna—shock, forbidden pleasure, and a deep inner conflict—as she found herself momentarily lost in the intensity of the moment, her body responding even as her mind urged caution.

The room seemed to grow warmer, filled with the quiet sounds of their breathing and the rustle of fabric. Steve’s touch was both bold and tender, awakening sensations Anna hadn’t expected to feel with this stranger. Yet beneath the physical closeness, layers of complexity lingered—questions about loyalty, desire, and the consequences of giving in to temptation hung unspoken between them. Anna’s heart raced with a mixture of thrill and uncertainty, wondering where this unexpected encounter might lead as the boundaries between them continued to blur.

Steve had no intention of taking things all the way with Anna right then. He had just been intimate with Johanna moments before arriving here, and his body still carried the lingering satisfaction of that encounter. Instead, he was testing the waters with Anna, gently probing to see if she would respond to his advances. He felt irresistibly drawn to her seductive figure, her alluring mannerisms, and the way her body moved with natural grace. Her warm smile, the soft melody of her voice, the way she carried herself, and even the elegant clothes she wore had captivated him since the very first time he laid eyes on her in the elevator. Now that he found himself alone with her, he was seizing the opportunity to explore this spark of attraction.

Deep inside, Steve believed that if he could succeed in kissing and embracing her today, it would open doors for future possibilities. With Anna now caught in his strong arms, he watched her reactions closely, wondering whether she would push him away forcefully or simply show a little playful resistance. He had already decided that if she became truly angry and slapped him, he would quietly leave without protest. But a quiet thrill ran through him as he realized she wasn’t resisting too strongly. Her protests felt half-hearted, almost teasing, as if a part of her was secretly enjoying the closeness. A mix of nervousness and forbidden excitement flickered in Anna’s eyes, her breath coming quicker as conflicting emotions battled within her.

Steve’s hand continued its slow journey beneath her skirt, his palm gliding over the soft, silky skin of her thighs. They felt incredibly smooth and warm, a beautiful blend of fair and rosy tones that made his pulse race. He savored the delicate texture, feeling a deep hunger stir within him. His mouth captured her tongue gently, drawing it into a passionate dance, sucking softly. If she truly wanted to stop him, she wouldn’t have let her lips part so easily, yet for a brief, electric moment, her tongue met his willingly. Then, just as suddenly, Anna closed her mouth and refused to open it again. She placed her hand firmly over his, stopping its upward movement along her thigh.

Steve told himself this was normal. No woman would surrender completely to a stranger on their first real meeting. He felt satisfied with the progress he had made and smiled inwardly, thinking it was more than enough for now. Anna kept holding his hand beneath her skirt, preventing it from wandering further. Looking down at the floor with a soft, hesitant voice, she whispered, “You’re not really talking about Johanna, are you? Isn’t that why you came here? Or was Johanna just an excuse, and you actually came to meet me?”

After hearing her words, Steve considered confessing that he had indeed come primarily for her. But he also needed to think about what he would tell Johanna later. He could sense that Anna possessed a mature, passionate energy far beyond what the younger college woman offered. Johanna lacked experience, while Anna, as a married woman whose husband was often away, promised a depth of pleasure that excited him immensely. He began imagining shifting his attention from Johanna’s apartment to Anna’s, perhaps visiting her secretly every day. The thought sent a fresh wave of desire through him, rich with anticipation.

Anna waited patiently for his response, her heart beating with a strange mixture of curiosity and growing warmth. Steve finally said, “I’m not sure how to begin…” But before he could continue, Anna spoke again.

“If you’re behaving like this with me on our very first meeting,” she said, her voice laced with a blend of accusation and intrigue, “then I can only imagine what you must have done with that young woman when she’s completely alone at home, with no parents around. What all have you done with her in private? Poor Johanna… You’ve slept with her, haven’t you? She’s no longer innocent, am I right? Oh God… But she’s just a young college student. What do you find in someone so much younger? You’ve completely spoiled her, haven’t you? Answer me…”

Suddenly, Anna felt as if she wasn’t speaking to a complete stranger anymore, but to someone familiar, almost like a close friend or even her husband Anant. Steve had that effortless charm—he could befriend anyone quickly with his cheerful nature and easy conversation. He seemed like an ordinary, approachable man, which made it surprisingly comfortable for Anna to open up this way. His hand remained under her skirt, resting on her thigh, firmly held by hers to stop it from moving higher. Yet even while talking, Steve kept trying to inch his fingers forward slowly, craving to touch the fabric of her panties. He was growing aroused again despite his recent encounter with Johanna.

He leaned in, attempting to lick her neck while she spoke, but Anna tilted her head back just in time, evading his tongue. A soft gasp escaped her lips at the bold attempt.

Anna scolded him gently but firmly, “Give me an answer first and stop behaving like a naughty child. Remove your hand from there right now…”

Steve looked at her with feigned innocence, as if he had no idea what she meant, and chuckled softly. “Where should I remove my hand from? Hehe… Come on, let it go a little higher. I want to feel you more deeply. Let me kiss you again—you’re so incredibly tempting, hmm…”

His voice dripped with seductive playfulness as he continued flirting. Anna’s mind wandered for a moment, imagining how her husband Vince might role-play a similar scene. Thoughts of role-play always sent a shiver through her body, awakening a deep, hidden desire for intimacy and passion. It was one of those moments when she craved affection and touch. Yet she held her ground and said, “No, first tell me about you and Johanna. I want to know everything. Only then will we think about what you want…”

Steve’s eyes lit up with excitement. She had said “only then will we think about what you want,” which sounded like a conditional promise. If he shared everything about Johanna, perhaps she would allow him to proceed. A rush of hope and desire filled him as he prepared to open up.

“Yes,” Steve admitted, “Johanna and I do everything you just mentioned…”

“I knew it,” Anna replied, her voice carrying a mix of confirmation and rising heat. “I was sure about that…”

She lightly punched his chest, then continued, “But what do you get from that young college girl? How did it all start with her? Didn’t she resist at all? Why did she let you do everything? Tell me every detail—how it began, when it happened the first time, did it start with a kiss? Did you seduce her or did she seduce you? Where was her father at that time? I want to know everything…”

Steve sensed that hearing the full story would make Anna even more aroused, giving him the chance to touch her more intimately. For her part, Anna felt intensely restless, eager to understand how a man over fifty had begun such a relationship with a young college woman. She wanted every detail, knowing that listening to this exciting tale would likely fill her own body with warmth and desire. In her mind, she was already preparing herself, much like she did before engaging in role-play. Here she was, alone in her house with a stranger while her husband was away, and the situation itself was making her feel strangely excited. She waited with bated breath for Steve to reveal the story between him and Johanna.

Anna wondered how it would feel to hear a stranger describe such an intimate, thrilling encounter. In truth, she was already growing warm, feeling a slight dampness in her panties even before the story began. She slipped deeper into a fantasy world, imagining herself as Johanna, waiting eagerly for Steve to recount how he had seduced the young woman during her college days. She had fully embodied Johanna in her thoughts. Perhaps a part of her felt jealous because no one had pursued her with such passion when she was that age. Why hadn’t she met someone like Steve back then? Why hadn’t her father’s friend ever done anything similar? Anna wished she could have been in Johanna’s place. She wondered why she wasn’t Johanna, and why Steve hadn’t done those things with her instead.

These thoughts stirred deeper questions within Anna. Did she have a similar past? Had someone taken advantage of her when she was Johanna’s age? Had a man like Steve ever entered her life back then? Had she been used in the same way? Something in her own history seemed to resonate with Johanna’s situation, fueling her intense curiosity. Steve himself began to suspect this. He thought, “Maybe something similar happened in her life when she was young. That’s why she’s so interested in every detail. Perhaps she experienced something like Johanna did. In that case, I’ll spice up the story a little and see if it makes her hot. Who knows, maybe I’ll get to be with her today too…”

Anna continued holding Steve’s hand, which rested on her thighs beneath her skirt, waiting for him to speak. At the same time, he kept trying to seduce her with gentle touches and flirtatious words. She wasn’t outright rejecting him, but she made it difficult by constantly restraining his wandering hands.

Anna repeated softly, “I’m still waiting for you to tell me about you and that young woman, Mr…”

Steve began speaking without removing his hand. “Johanna’s father and I are business partners. A few days ago, I started coming here to discuss work. We would sip whiskey and talk after dinner. Johanna was usually doing her college assignments at that time. One night, while I was sitting on the couch, I noticed her legs…”

Anna pushed his hand away again because it had crept higher while he spoke. “It seems you really love thighs,” she said, a hint of teasing in her voice. “That’s why you can’t leave mine alone…”

The air between them grew thicker with tension, desire, and unspoken secrets. Anna’s heart pounded as layers of curiosity, jealousy, and awakening passion intertwined within her. She leaned in slightly despite herself, drawn to the magnetic pull of his confidence and the forbidden nature of their conversation. Steve, sensing her growing interest, felt a surge of triumph mixed with genuine affection for this beautiful, complex woman. He continued sharing more details, carefully weaving the story to heighten the sensual atmosphere, watching every flicker of emotion on her face. Each word brought them closer, blurring the lines between curiosity and intimacy, as the evening unfolded with possibilities neither had fully anticipated.

Steve, while trying to lick Anna’s neck, nearly laid her down on the sofa. As he moved his tongue toward her throat, Anna kept pulling back instinctively, which caused her body to sink deeper into the cushions until she was almost lying flat. In that moment, she had to release his hand from her thigh and used both of her palms to push firmly against his chest, trying to create some distance.

Steve seized the opportunity. His hand, still beneath her skirt, slid higher and deeper. His fingers brushed against her most intimate, sensitive area, feeling the warmth through her cotton panties. In a swift motion, he pressed one finger there, almost as if slipping inside along with the fabric. It lasted only a brief second. Anna quickly regained control and stopped his hand, pulling it back to the inner part of her thigh. During their little struggle, her elbow accidentally pressed against his hardened arousal, and she clearly felt how excited he was. Both of them were breathing heavily after that short, intense tussle. Anna pointed a finger at him, pretending to be angry as she warned him.

“Listen,” Anna said, “either you calmly tell me everything, or I’ll go lock myself in the bedroom…”

Hearing the word “bedroom,” Steve teased playfully, “Bedroom… oh yes, that sounds like a much better place to go. We should be there right now. Come on, darling, let’s go there…”

Anna gave him a wide-eyed look mixed with a strange, amused smile and said, “Shut up… and tell me how it all started with Johanna.”

By now, her skirt had ridden up quite high, revealing the softest parts of her thighs. After their playful struggle, Anna did not bother pulling it down to cover herself. She left it as it was, almost as if she wanted him to see. Or perhaps, in that moment, she knew his hand would find its way back there anyway. Deep down, Anna was trying to embody Johanna’s persona, imagining herself as the much younger college girl. She wanted to feel what it must have been like for Johanna when her father’s friend tried to seduce her.

She was fully stepping into Johanna’s role, reliving those moments that Steve was about to describe. It went beyond simple role-play now — Anna was diving deeper, trying to experience every emotion and sensation as if it were her own story.

Steve placed his hand back on her thighs, caressing them gently while admiring them up close. Anna noticed the appreciation in his eyes and placed her hands over his to prevent him from moving higher. Then, with a meaningful look, she signaled him to continue his story. Steve understood the silent request in her eyes.

He kept talking while stroking her thighs softly. Occasionally, he leaned in to kiss her neck and cheeks, sometimes letting his tongue trace lightly along her throat. At one point, he quickly flicked his tongue just below her ear. All the while, his arousal was clearly visible, straining against his pants. Seeing this, Anna let out a playful, bubbly laugh. Steve was experiencing a powerful double wave of excitement — one from recalling his encounters with Johanna, and the other from touching and being so close to Anna in this intimate setting. Despite everything, he continued sharing the story.

“That day onward,” Steve said, “I started watching Johanna closely, and she realized I was staring at her every night. One evening, she pulled her dress down to cover her thighs properly. While talking to her father, I kept glancing at her legs, hoping she would lift the hem a little so I could admire her beautiful thighs again. Johanna knew exactly what I wanted and kept looking at me with a mischievous smile. She had caught me staring, and that made her feel victorious while I felt defeated.

I was talking nonsense with her father because I couldn’t concentrate. A silent little game was playing between Johanna and me, something only we two understood. She was teasing me by keeping her thighs covered, and I was burning with desire. She knew how much I was suffering. That night, I signaled her from afar to lift her dress a bit. Even though I was sitting close to her father, about a meter and a half away, she responded by glaring at me angrily and showing me her fist.

While her father wasn’t looking, I folded my hands and begged her. After several requests, Johanna finally lifted her dress just a little. Her fair thighs became visible above her knees, and it felt like receiving a single drop of water in the desert. I signaled for more, and with a shy smile, she raised it a bit higher. Slowly, inch by inch, she gave me what I wanted, and a sense of relief washed over me.

Johanna kept stealing glances at her father while smiling or sticking her tongue out at me teasingly. I was completely mesmerized by her those nights. She was being naughty on purpose, making me plead and suffer sweetly. I waited for her father to go to the bathroom. The moment he left, I pounced on her like a hungry wild animal. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her deeply, sucking on her lips and tongue, teaching her how to kiss properly.

I was the first man to kiss her, the one who showed her what real passion felt like. She turned out to be a wonderful kisser. That night brought me immense peace. Before her father could flush the toilet, I sat her down, knelt near her legs, lifted her dress to show how high she should raise it next time. And just before he came out, I quickly licked and kissed her thighs before returning to my seat…”

Anna took a deep, shaky breath after hearing his words. A cool shiver ran through her entire body, awakening every nerve. She asked him to continue. This time, she allowed his finger to move over her panties, gently rubbing her most sensitive spot. She did not stop him. Steve could feel how wet the fabric had become and understood that his story was arousing her deeply.

He went on, “After that night, the game continued every evening. I started visiting not for her father, but for his young daughter. I would make excuses to her dad about working on projects late at night, just so I could come over. We began meeting almost every night after dinner for drinks, and I would talk to his daughter in front of him, acting like a friendly uncle who helped her with college assignments. Every night, I waited for the moment her father would step away so I could hold Johanna close.”

Johanna loved kissing, which made it easier for me to take things further gradually. Day by day, I began touching her private areas — sometimes running my hands over her chest, sometimes over her panties, and even licking her breasts gently. I made her hold my arousal for the first time. She had never seen or touched anything like it before. She confessed she had never kissed anyone, never touched any boy or man. She was completely pure and untouched.

When Johanna saw it, her face lit up with innocent excitement, like a child receiving a new toy. I still remember the wonder and surprise on her face the first time she touched me. That day, I asked her to kiss it, and she did so very carefully. She held it softly in her hands, kissed it, and ran her tongue from top to bottom. With pure curiosity, she asked why it was so hard and long. Her innocence drove me wild.

I requested her to take it in her mouth. At first, she only tasted the tip, then slowly took more without sucking. I guided her by sucking her finger and showing her the motion. Then she pulled the skin back gently and sucked the head. Oh… the pleasure was incredible. Even now, I remember it clearly. That moment felt like the most beautiful of my life. I was in heaven, completely detached from the world. Can you understand?”

Anna, listening to every word, felt as if she too had been transported to that heavenly state. She allowed Steve to move her panties aside and rub his finger directly against her wet warmth. She was lost in another world, completely immersed. Her body grew hotter with every detail. Her eyes turned dreamy and intoxicated. It seemed as if she was living those moments herself. She lay back fully on the sofa, no longer in control of herself. She had become Johanna. Spreading her thighs, she let Steve see everything — her panties moved aside, her glistening intimacy fully exposed. Steve had not expected to get another chance so soon after being with Johanna earlier, but Anna’s passionate response made him feel incredibly desired.

Anna took his hand and placed it on her chest. With lust-filled eyes and a trembling voice, she whispered urgently, “Please keep telling me about Johanna… and keep touching me like this. Do both at the same time… can you?” She had drifted far away, no longer her usual self. In that moment, she was begging him for more.

Steve quickly guided her hand to his arousal, just as he had described doing with Johanna. He made her press it, then hurriedly opened his zipper and freed himself. It sprang out eagerly. Anna did not hesitate. She took it in her soft hand and began stroking it with smooth, rhythmic movements.

Steve shifted position, moving his hips near her shoulder while lying toward her legs, creating a mutual, intimate pose. The moment his arousal touched her face, Anna opened her mouth without a word and took him in. She sucked with such passion that Steve trembled. She took him deep, almost to the back of her throat, sucking with intense hunger. He moved his hips gently, pushing deeper while she continued.

On his end, Steve removed her panties completely and tossed them aside. He spread her thighs and began licking her with slow, hungry strokes, his tongue exploring between her delicate folds. Feeling his tongue on her, Anna started moving wildly, as if possessed by overwhelming pleasure. Her voice changed, becoming breathier and more desperate. She was lost in pure ecstasy, floating between reality and blissful intoxication.

They say the pleasure of intimacy can be as powerful as any intoxicating drink. In that state, every inch of the body burns with need. Anna had reached that peak. She desperately wanted to feel him inside her. Steve pushed his tongue inside her warmth as much as possible, savoring her heat and sweetness. Her body responded by releasing more of her arousal, which he drank eagerly.

While pleasuring her so skillfully, Steve realized no one had ever sucked him with such expertise in his fifty years. Her skill was remarkable. His arousal remained rock hard, ready despite his earlier release.

Anna, pressing her thighs together slightly, said in a trembling voice, “Now I need this inside me… all of it, with its full length. I want it fast and deep. Don’t wait anymore. I need it. I am your Johanna… take me, sir. Enter deep inside your Johanna… take me… ohhh…”

Steve understood she was completely aroused and had fully embraced the role of Johanna. Everything he had described had transformed her into this passionate, needy woman living the fantasy. This was the result of her deep love for role-play. She always immersed herself completely with her husband, but today, playing another girl’s role for the first time, she had gone even deeper. She had become Johanna entirely.

Steve changed their position and removed their remaining clothes. Anna was in a daze, letting him do everything. She looked as if she had taken some powerful intoxicant and was waiting only for him to enter her. She spread her legs wide, her eyes half-closed in dreamy pleasure. Her breathing was heavy and labored.

Steve began licking and sucking her breasts, which were now fully exposed. His joy knew no bounds at seeing her completely bare before him. He focused entirely on her chest, pressing, massaging, and kissing with devotion. But Anna was growing impatient, aching to feel him inside.

“Please come inside me,” she begged breathlessly. “You can admire my breasts later. Enter me now… please. I can’t wait anymore. Put it in… put it in quickly…” Her voice trembled with desperate need as she cried out.

Seeing her in such a state, Steve positioned himself and entered her smoothly. She was so wet that he slid in easily. He did not stop, thrusting with deep, powerful strokes while looking into her eyes and squeezing her breasts with both hands. His movements grew faster inside her. Anna moaned and writhed like a snake, clutching the sheets tightly, her body arching and rubbing against the sofa. Her fingers dug into his back, nails leaving marks.

Steve felt the pain but knew she was too lost in pleasure to realize. For Anna, reaching climax was everything, and she was enjoying every second. Every part of her body — her sensitive folds, lower belly, navel, thighs, and more — was drowning in ecstasy. Every point where their bodies met sparked with fire.

Anna felt as if she was flying through the seventh heaven. Suddenly, it hit her like a knockout in a boxing ring. Steve watched her with pride, feeling accomplished that he could bring a woman like Anna to such heights despite his age. He had quenched her thirst. Increasing his pace, he remembered how desperately he had wanted her after seeing her in the lift just days ago. Now, here she was, on her own sofa, giving herself to him completely. It was a huge victory for him.

Twisting her body and holding her breath, Anna cried out, “Yes… yes… I am getting it… I am coming… it’s so good… wow… you are extraordinary, my dear… ahhh… superb…”

She gripped his shoulders tightly, biting him hard in the heat of passion.

Steve groaned loudly as he too reached his peak. His body shook, legs trembling.

Anna looked into his eyes with sudden worry and said, “Take it out… take it out, don’t finish inside me. Pull out quickly…”

Steve withdrew and released across her stomach and chest, groaning with pleasure, “Ahhh… you are fabulous, my love… superb…”

For a while, he lay on top of her, still pressing her breasts gently while catching his breath. Anna wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed his cheeks and throat lovingly, grateful for the pleasure he had given her. She kissed every spot her lips could reach. Both were breathing heavily. Finally, Anna whispered in his ear.

“So this is how you please a young college girl every night, hmm… Now tell me, who is better — Johanna or me?”

Steve’s happiness knew no limits. He had successfully won Anna.

They were still lying naked on the sofa when Anna’s phone rang. Half of her breasts were pressed against his chest. Steve was on his back, and Anna was on top. His fingers traced her back softly. When the phone rang, Anna sat up quickly, grabbed it, and tried to cover her chest with one hand using her blouse, feeling suddenly modest.

Steve smiled and said, “Why cover now? I have seen, kissed, and tasted everything. What’s the point of hiding?”

Anna looked at him, placed a finger on his lips, and whispered, “Shhh… it’s my husband’s call. Don’t say a single word. Stay completely silent…”

She answered the call while Steve continued admiring her body from head to toe. Anna moved to the opposite sofa to talk, still naked. Steve watched her with pleasure as she tried to pull on her skirt with one hand while speaking to her husband.

Vince: “Hi, darling. What are you doing?”

Anna, her face still flushed, replied while struggling with her clothes, “I’m fine. Why did you call so suddenly today?”

Vince: “Why did I call? Don’t I call you every day? I’ll be late tonight. Some extra work. I’ll reach by 9 PM. Just called to let you know…”

While talking to Vince, Steve stood up and came closer. He pulled away the skirt she was trying to wear, wanting to keep her fully exposed while she spoke to her husband. Her breasts remained firm, nipples hard. Anna could not react strongly, or Vince would hear. She had no choice but to let Steve do as he wished, looking at him with a mix of nervousness and excitement while continuing the conversation.

A moment later, Steve did something even more mischievous. He sat on the floor in front of her and placed his head between her thighs, lightly running his tongue along them. Anna tried to stop him but could not do much without making noise. It was an incredibly thrilling scene — a beautiful married woman, completely naked, talking to her husband while a stranger pleasured her. She had to remain quiet. Steve was thoroughly enjoying himself, taking full advantage of the situation and teasing her body more boldly.

He felt immense excitement touching, licking, and exploring her most private areas while she spoke to her husband. A strong sense of conquest filled him, knowing Vince’s wife was naked before him, even as she talked to her spouse.

As usual, Vince began speaking romantically, “So, what dress is my sexy wife wearing right now? How hot do you look? You must have changed from what I left you in this morning. Tell me, what are you wearing now?”

Hearing this, Anna felt playful and replied, “Right now, I am completely naked and lying on the sofa…”

She was telling the absolute truth, but Vince thought she was teasing him for their usual role-play.

Steve was shocked by her bold answer and started to get up, but Anna signaled him to stay. She grabbed his hand and pulled him back between her thighs.

Vince assumed she was preparing a new role-play for that night and encouraged her to continue.

Anna went on, “I am naked on the sofa… and I am not alone, darling. Someone is with me right now, troubling me a lot… hmm…”

She placed her finger on her lips again, signaling Steve to stay quiet, and pulled his head gently into her lap. This time, Anna was taking control, and Steve followed like an obedient partner.

On the other end, Vince kept listening to his wife’s words.

In that moment, Anna was pleasing two men at once.
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