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Disclaimer

This book, “Double Trouble: My Wife's Secret Fantasy (Fourth 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 Double Trouble: My Wife's Secret Fantasy (Fourth 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.


Book-wise Summary

First Edition: "When She Moaned Another Man's Name"




Vince, a 27-year-old man with a secret cuckold fantasy, marries 19-year-old innocent and shy Anna. After living with his family for ten months, they move into their own apartment. Vince slowly begins molding Anna by introducing revealing clothes and fantasy role-play during their passionate nights. He starts phone sex games using a disguised number (as "Henry") and brings his friend Adrian home to test Anna’s reactions. Anna gradually becomes comfortable with the idea of other men desiring her, leading to her first intense orgasm while moaning another man’s name in bed. The book ends with Anna beginning to enjoy the thrill of secrecy and attention from other men.

Second Edition: "Whispers in the Dark"




The fantasy deepens. Vince encourages more bold role-plays. Anna starts interacting with the building’s security guard Oliver on the rooftop, teasing him by showing her thighs. Vince brings Adrian home again, and Anna becomes more flirtatious. The story explores Anna’s internal conflict — her growing curiosity and arousal versus her loyalty to Vince. Vince secretly watches and encourages her transformation from a shy wife into a more confident and sensual woman. The book builds strong sexual tension with multiple near-encounters and heavy role-play sessions.

Third Edition: "Anna’s Secret Flames"

Anna’s transformation accelerates. She has her first real physical encounter with Adrian while Vince is away. Though she resists at first, she eventually gives in and enjoys passionate moments with him. The security guard Oliver listens from outside and becomes even more obsessed with her. Anna also has flirtatious and semi-intimate encounters with Steve, an older man who is involved with their young neighbor.

Meanwhile, during a family visit to Vince’s village, Anna shares close and emotionally charged moments with Vince’s father, elder brother James, and younger brother Derek. Vince secretly observes and fuels his fantasies through intense role-plays at night. Anna is now actively participating in the fantasy world, balancing her love for Vince with her growing enjoyment of attention and pleasure from other men.

"Double Trouble: My Wife's Secret Fantasy (Fourth Edition)"


But Steve was starting to feel increasingly anxious. He couldn't understand why Anna was telling her husband everything so truthfully. In his mind, he questioned himself, "Will she really tell him that I just made passionate love to her moments ago? What kind of nonsense is this woman talking about?" Steve had no idea about the special role-play dynamic this couple shared, the kind that added extra spice and excitement to their intimate nights together, turning ordinary moments into something deeply thrilling and unforgettable.

Vince, on the other end of the phone, felt a strong wave of arousal surge through him as he listened to Anna's bold words. For a brief second, a flicker ohHf doubt crossed his mind—could Anna actually be with someone else right now? But he quickly reminded himself that he had a way to verify everything through Oliver, who would inform him if anyone had come to meet her.

He composed himself and gently encouraged Anna to continue speaking. Yet, what made this situation truly remarkable was that Oliver had no clue Steve was still with Anna at that moment. After all, Oliver was busy at Johanna's place. It was a surprising twist where Vince's carefully laid plans had stumbled just once in this unexpected way.

Anna spoke with a playful, seductive charm, her voice dripping with sensuality as she tried to entice Vince through her words. Meanwhile, Steve sat there with his eyes wide open in shock, straining his ears like they were as large as an elephant's, listening intently to every single detail Anna was revealing to Vince. She was describing exactly what had happened between them just now, with complete honesty that left Steve breathless and nervous.

In that moment, Anna continued, her tone full of longing and desire: "The man who has just drawn out all my pleasure, bringing me to such heights of ecstasy, is sitting right here in front of me, completely bare. I feel so eager and restless right now. Oh, how I wish you could be here with us at this very instant. Please come home soon, my love..."

The way Anna expressed those words with such a yearning, trembling voice sent waves of pleasure through Vince. He was so captivated that he urged her to say even more, wanting to immerse himself deeper into this tantalizing conversation.

Steve, however, was completely lost and overwhelmed by the unfolding scene. He politely asked for permission to leave, feeling the urgency to escape this charged atmosphere. As he reached the door, he waved goodbye to Anna, and she responded with a soft "Bye" in return. In truth, Steve was fleeing out of sheer fear. He believed this woman had lost her mind by confessing everything to her husband, practically reporting their intimate encounter, and he worried that the husband might arrive any moment to confront or even harm him. With his heart pounding, Steve hurried away without looking back.

Later, Vince called Anna again, this time to let her know that he would be returning home quite late that night. Anna responded by teasing him with her alluring, seductive charm, her words wrapping around him like a warm, inviting embrace. The real reason behind this was that Vince had already planned to send Oliver over to Anna's place that evening. That's why he was creating an excuse about being delayed at work. For years, Vince had harbored a deep desire to watch his wife being pleasured by another man, experiencing new sensations and connections. But she had deceived him once before. Now, he was determined to follow through with his own fantasies and desires.

Vince wanted to witness how Anna would react to being with a new man, someone she had never been intimate with before. He craved to observe every subtle detail step by step—her graceful manners, the way she would greet a stranger, how her eyes would meet his with curiosity and perhaps a spark of excitement, what expressions would cross her face when an unfamiliar man's touch grazed her skin, how she might kiss him, and the way she would allow her body to respond and surrender to those new sensations. He yearned to see it all clearly with his own eyes, savoring each moment like a carefully directed scene.

Vince especially wanted to watch Anna's reaction upon seeing another man's most private form, one she had never imagined encountering so closely. How would her behavior change in that instant of surprise and intrigue? He had hundreds of elaborate plans swirling in his mind for Anna, each one designed to explore her deepest desires. He also imagined sharing such experiences with Adrian in the future, where Anna would already know the person involved. In that scenario, Vince would act as the master director, guiding every move like a filmmaker, with Anna as the captivating actress performing exactly as he instructed. All of this had been meticulously thought out in Vince's mind, and he held strong confidence that one day, he would successfully turn these fantasies into beautiful, shared realities with his wife.

For now, though, his focus was on the plan involving Oliver. He would deal with Adrian later when the time felt right.

Vince spoke softly to Anna over the phone, his voice laced with affection and playfulness: "Darling, is this the role-play you're talking about for tonight? Why are you tormenting me like this in the middle of the day while I'm at work? You've made me so aroused and hard with your words. Don't tease me anymore, my love..."

Hearing this, Anna burst into a light, joyful giggle that echoed with mischief. She replied, "But I'm truly without any clothes right now, and someone has just shared such an intense, pleasurable moment with me. You don't believe that I'm completely bare? I'm sitting here on the sofa, fully nude, talking to you at this very moment, my dear..."

Vince knew she was joking and playfully testing him, so he responded in the same teasing spirit, "Okay, okay... Yes, you're completely naked, and right now you're with one of my friends, who is making passionate love to you. That's the role-play we'll enjoy tonight. Alright?"

Anna giggled again, biting her lower lip gently as she said, "So, what time will you be back exactly? Around 9:00 PM or later? Will Mr. Adrian also be working overtime with you?"

This question caught Vince off guard, sending a slight jolt through him. He wasn't planning any overtime, and Adrian wasn't supposed to be with him either. Then, his thoughts wandered—what if Adrian actually decided to visit Anna? What if she called him over? After all, she would be alone until 9:00 PM according to what he had told her. For a moment, Vince started feeling confused by his own intricate plan. However, he reassured himself that Anna and Adrian didn't have a direct way to communicate yet. He believed they wouldn't be able to reach each other. His strategy was to send Oliver to meet Anna while he watched everything hidden from view, capturing every emotion and interaction.

In the previous part of the story, Vince had already discussed and finalized the plan with Oliver to send him to Anna. Since then, Vince had been fully immersed in perfecting every detail to make this meeting between Oliver and Anna happen smoothly. And today, the plan was finally ready to unfold. Vince finished his regular work on time and met Oliver at a cozy restaurant. There, over a couple of drinks, they refined the night's arrangements together. Oliver was free after his day shift, so he joined Vince to strengthen the plan that had already taken shape but needed a bit more polishing for confidence.

The plan was straightforward yet exciting: Oliver would go to Anna's flat and knock on the door. When she opened it, he would enter even if she showed initial hesitation. Oliver wasn't too worried because he sensed from past interactions that Anna would eventually allow him in, especially given how she had teasingly shown glimpses of her thighs and more in previous encounters. Meanwhile, Vince would either slip in through the balcony window he had intentionally left slightly open, just like last time, or use his own key to enter once Oliver was inside.

While sipping their drinks, Oliver kept asking Vince with a hint of nervousness, "But sir, what if Anna pushes me away and throws me out? How can you be so sure she will let me inside? If she closes the door before I even step in, the entire plan will collapse, and then you'll blame me..."

Vince explained calmly and reassuringly, placing a hand on his shoulder, "Listen, Oliver, she is my wife, and no one knows her better than I do. I understand Anna as deeply as I understand myself. Yes, at first she might give you a little push or resist playfully, showing some coy hesitation. Of course, she won't immediately say yes and invite you to be intimate with her. So you'll need to flirt gently, create a romantic atmosphere, and act with the charm of a hero from her favorite stories. Make her feel special, woo her with sweet words and attention. Don't you know how to do that? I'm sure you do. Just imagine you're trying to win her heart, using charming dialogues and genuine compliments. You'll learn it quickly, Oliver. The more time you spend with her, the closer she'll feel to you, and eventually, she'll open up completely. I can bet on that with full confidence."

Oliver sat there, scratching his head lightly while sipping his beer, looking at Vince with thoughtful eyes.

Vince continued, his voice filled with encouragement, "Tell Anna all those things I've taught you over these days. Compliment her beautiful body, speak about her irresistible sensuality. Remember, you once mentioned seeing her thighs from below? Yes? And how she deliberately lifted her legs to give you a teasing view of her panties? Well, now the time has come for you to touch them gently. The moment is here for you to explore and savor her, Oliver. What are you waiting for? Move forward with confidence. Go ahead—I have given you complete freedom. Go and share this special connection with my wife, Oliver..."

A light buzz from the drinks started affecting Oliver, and he began recalling all the flirty moments he had shared with Anna before. He thought to himself with growing excitement, "Yes, just like the time Anna had agreed to my request by lifting her leg and placing it on the metal bar, allowing me to glance at the soft skin between her thighs. Those full, alluring thighs filled with such tempting softness..." Oliver's mind wandered to her incredible curves, her stunning figure that could make anyone's heart race, those beautiful breasts that seemed so inviting, her overall elegance, and the delightful, intoxicating scent of her body. He knew so much about Anna and her physical allure. Thinking about all this sent a warm wave of desire through him. He wondered if his long-held dream was truly about to become reality tonight. Countless times, Oliver had pleasured himself while imagining Anna, lost in fantasies about her that seemed endless.

As the evening progressed, the air in the restaurant felt thicker with anticipation. Vince's eyes sparkled with a mix of thrill and control, knowing he was orchestrating something deeply personal. Oliver, on the other hand, felt a blend of nervousness and eager hope building inside him, his pulse quickening at the thought of what lay ahead. The bond between desire, trust, and exploration was about to unfold in ways that would leave lasting impressions on everyone involved, turning their shared fantasies into memorable experiences filled with passion and emotional depth.


Since the moment Oliver had laid eyes on Anna, he had never brought any other woman into his thoughts during his most private moments. Only Anna, and Anna alone, occupied his mind completely. She had become his ultimate fantasy, his ideal, the queen of his dreams, and his goddess. To him, Anna was someone worthy of worship, a figure of pure admiration and longing that stirred deep emotions within his heart.

Yet, could Oliver ever cause her any discomfort? Absolutely not. Whatever happened between them, he resolved to do it with utmost gentleness, care, and tenderness. For Oliver, Anna was a delicate and soft treasure, something precious to be handled with love and respect, savored slowly rather than rushed.

Then, around 7:30 PM, both men reached the apartment complex. Oliver stepped out of the car and quickly glanced up towards the rooftop from near the gate to check if Anna was visible anywhere. After all, she must not know that Vince had returned. Oliver looked around from the gate area and urgently signaled Vince to move the car inside. Vince quietly drove the car down into the underground parking lot, his pulse quickening with anticipation.

Oliver turned to his friend on night duty with a mischievous grin and said, “I’m going to make passionate love to an incredibly attractive young woman tonight…”

His friend’s mouth watered instantly, and he pleaded with Oliver, “Tell me her name at least, so that when I get a chance, I can also go and enjoy some time with her…”

But Oliver replied with a proud laugh, “That’s top secret information. She’s a VIP woman, way out of your league…” He boasted a little, enjoying the moment of superiority. Who knew if the other watchman might get his turn later? After that, Oliver headed down to the underground parking to meet Vince.

As per the plan, Oliver went straight to knock on Anna's door. Meanwhile, Vince walked along the corridor and slipped towards the rooftop through the external door that led outside. Before stepping out fully, he peeked carefully to see whether Anna would open the door for Oliver or not. His heart raced with a mix of excitement and nervous energy, wondering how the night would unfold.

After the third knock, Anna came to open the door and was completely startled to see Oliver standing there. She was wearing a very sexy dress that made her look like a goddess of sensuality. Vince watched from behind the rooftop door, which opened towards the building’s exterior and led to the terrace. Even he didn’t know that Anna would be dressed like this tonight.

In that dress, Anna appeared breathtaking—her alluring cleavage, the delicate straps of her bra peeking through, her long hair flowing freely. For a few moments, Oliver simply stood there without saying a word, his eyes drinking in the sight of her body with deep hunger and admiration. A wave of desire and awe washed over him, making his breath catch.

Vince observed everything from his hiding spot, noticing how Oliver was gazing at his wife with such intense, longing eyes. The dress Anna had chosen was a favorite nightdress of Vince’s, one she often wore specially to please him and add spice to their evenings. Now, Oliver was fixated on her cleavage, lost in the moment without uttering a single word at first.

Anna noticed his gaze and, looking up towards the sky with a hint of playful annoyance, said, “What are you doing here at this hour, Oliver? Go away from here…”

But Oliver quickly gave her a gentle push and stepped inside. Vince had instructed him to do exactly that if she hesitated. Once Oliver was inside, Anna closed the door behind him with a soft laugh and followed him in. To her surprise, he had already made himself comfortable on the couch, sitting as if he were in his own home.

Anna sat down in front of him and looked closely at his face before saying, “You’ve been drinking, haven’t you? I can smell the alcohol. Now tell me, why have you come at this time? My husband could return any moment. In fact, he should be here soon…”

Oliver smiled confidently, turning his face slightly as he replied, “I know he won’t be here tonight. That’s exactly why I’ve come. I can’t wait any longer, Anna. I want to spend some beautiful, intimate moments with you…”

Anna bit her lower lip gently and asked, “How do you know he isn’t coming home tonight?”

Oliver chuckled softly, “That’s simple. I checked before coming, hehe… Anna, you look absolutely stunning, exactly how I always wanted to see you. Wow… I can’t control myself anymore, oh my God…”

Without wasting any more time, Oliver said, “We shouldn’t waste the moment, Anna. Let’s go straight to your bedroom…” He started walking towards her bedroom with purposeful steps.

Anna laughed lightly and followed him. She sat down on the bed in front of Oliver, positioning herself in ways that highlighted her graceful figure. Her movements were so enticing that Oliver became fully aroused, his body reacting strongly. Vince watched from outside, his own excitement building with every passing second.

Both men—one inside and one hidden outside—were losing their minds seeing Anna on the bed like that. Emotions swirled intensely: desire, curiosity, and a touch of nervousness filled the air.

Anna was now in her bedroom with Oliver.

Vince watched from the rooftop with restless anticipation, hoping that tonight his long-awaited dream would be fulfilled at least partially by seeing Anna in an intimate moment with Oliver. He particularly wanted to observe her expressions—how her face would change when she connected with Oliver in such a close way. Vince longed to know if Anna would behave exactly as she did with him during passionate moments, or if she would become even more playful, lively, and joyful with Oliver, or remain her usual self.

He was intimately familiar with Anna's smiles, her habits during intimacy, how she teased and what parts of a man’s body she enjoyed the most. Now he yearned to discover whether she would appreciate the same things about Oliver's body and draw close in the same manner, or explore new ways with him. He had seen her with Adrian to some extent before, but not completely. Right now, Vince felt like a true movie director, full of hope that Oliver would follow every instruction exactly as taught. From the rooftop, he waited with bated breath to witness it all.

Anna giggled while looking at Oliver and teased him with a question, “Tell me why you drank alcohol before coming here? And what did you tell your friend who is on the night shift? I hope you didn’t mention my name, otherwise I’ll kill you. Understood?”

Oliver stood in the bedroom for a while. Anna kept shifting positions on the bed—sometimes sitting, sometimes lying back slightly, then sitting again—as if unconsciously giving him alluring views of her thighs and cleavage in that Nightdress-like dress. Oliver's eyes remained fixed on the revealed parts of her body with intense fascination. The truth was that Anna wasn’t deliberately trying to seduce him. She was actually trying to find a comfortable position where her most private areas wouldn’t be visible. But the dress she wore was betraying her efforts, clinging and revealing in the most tempting ways.

Oliver continued gazing at her smooth thighs, which looked even more captivating against the black fabric of the dress, and her deep cleavage that kept drawing him in irresistibly. A strong urge rose within him to move closer to her chest and begin exploring with passion.

However, he remembered Vince’s clear instructions to proceed step by step without rushing. Vince had placed great importance on following each action precisely, without skipping anything.

Oliver began speaking, “So, Anna. Actually, I’ll just call you Anna…. And, I was saying… Do you remember how I started noticing you, when you used to come to the rooftop to see your husband? Remember how I asked you to lift your leg so I could see your thighs? Even back then, I wanted to come inside this bedroom when your husband wasn’t around during the day. I have been waiting eagerly for this opportunity, Anna.…”

Anna responded with a mix of surprise and curiosity, “Really? And why do you think I would make you happy?”

Oliver smiled, “Come on, Anna. If I didn’t make you happy, would you have shown me your thighs again and again? Would you have come to the rooftop so many times in front of me if you weren’t interested? Huh? Please don’t try to act innocent now… I know you like me. So let’s not delay and start, okay?”

Smiling softly, Anna looked down at the bed and said, “What kind of work? I don’t have any work with you…”

By then, Oliver had sat down on the bed beside her. He raised his hand to place it on her thigh, but as soon as Anna saw his hand approaching, she shifted upwards on the bed, moving her legs away.

Seizing the right moment, Vince quietly slipped inside the house through the rooftop door. He knew the bedroom door was never fully closed. He positioned himself behind a large flower vase that he had prepared in advance, from where he could clearly see the room and hear their conversation easily. Everything had been carefully set up beforehand so he could witness every detail. Both Anna and Vince were always mindful about saving energy—this was something Vince had taught her long ago. No unnecessary lights were left on in any room, and when they weren’t in the lounge, its lights were switched off. The kitchen and other areas stayed dark unless needed.

The atmosphere grew thicker with unspoken emotions. Anna felt a blend of surprise, slight hesitation, and an underlying thrill at the unexpected visit. Oliver's heart pounded with nervous excitement and deep longing, while Vince, hidden carefully, experienced a rush of complex feelings—arousal mixed with a strange sense of control and curiosity about his wife’s responses.

Every small movement, every exchanged glance, carried layers of tension and anticipation. Anna's laughter held a nervous edge, yet her eyes sparkled with intrigue. Oliver's voice trembled slightly with desire as he tried to stay composed. Vince’s breathing remained shallow, his focus razor-sharp on capturing the unfolding intimacy. The room seemed alive with the weight of hidden desires, building slowly towards something more profound and sensual.

Anna's soft skin glowed under the dim lighting, her dress shifting with each motion and revealing just enough to heighten the moment without being overt. Oliver's gaze lingered with respect mixed with hunger, remembering to move at the pace they had discussed. The emotional depth in the room was palpable—years of suppressed fantasies, careful planning, and the thrill of crossing boundaries all converged here.

Vince watched his wife’s every expression, noting the subtle play of emotions across her face: a hint of coy resistance, the spark of curiosity, and the slow melting of hesitation into something warmer. He felt a deep connection to her even in this shared secret, his love intertwined with his voyeuristic desires. Oliver, meanwhile, felt honored yet overwhelmed, treating the moment with the tenderness he had promised himself.

The night held endless possibilities, each second stretching with sensual promise as the three lives intertwined in this carefully orchestrated encounter.


Both of them had developed this habit automatically now. Whenever they moved from one room to another, their hands would instinctively reach for the light switch to turn it off as they left. That was why, when Anna followed Oliver from the lounge into her bedroom, she had switched off the lounge lights before entering the bedroom. This meant the area near the flower vase where Vince was hiding remained in complete darkness, making it impossible for anyone in the bedroom to spot him. However, since the bedroom lights were on, Vince could clearly see everything happening inside from his hidden position.

As Vince had taught Oliver, he began flirting with Anna, smiling warmly as he slowly moved closer to her. He used the exact words and phrases that Vince had instructed him to say. Vince had made Oliver rehearse these lines for several days, ensuring every detail was perfect.

Oliver remembered everything—when to say what to Anna. He moved a little closer to her and started, “I have never been with any girl before, Anna. You know I am still a virgin, and you are my first love. Do you realize that?”

Anna looked at Oliver's face, which carried a mix of sadness and vulnerability, and asked with gentle surprise, “Really… is that true? You have never been close to any girl? No girlfriend at all until now? Are you telling the truth or just joking with me? I always thought you were quite the romantic type, someone who must have enjoyed time with many girls and women in this apartment. That’s how I imagined you all this time…”

Oliver replied softly, “Not at all, madam… oops, sorry Anna. Not at all. As far as girls are concerned, I have been quite unlucky in this matter. Whenever I tried to get close to someone, I always failed. But I have great hope in you—that you won’t reject me. Hmm… you won’t, right?” Oliver gazed into Anna's eyes with a deeply sad and hopeful expression. This was all part of what Vince had taught him. So far, Oliver was following everything perfectly, his voice carrying a sincere emotional weight that made the moment feel real and tender.

A wave of sympathy washed over Anna as she listened to Oliver's words. Her heart softened instantly, and she felt a strong urge to make him happy right away. Yet, a slight hesitation lingered inside her, creating a beautiful conflict of emotions. Anna found herself unable to fully understand her own feelings at that moment—part of her was drawn to his vulnerability, while another part held back with cautious curiosity.

Anna said to Oliver, “Hmm… so you are completely inexperienced. You don’t know anything about women? Then how will you please me when you know nothing? You seem so innocent and naive. Do you really think you can give me anything special, Oliver?”

Oliver answered with quiet confidence, “It will come naturally, Anna. After all, I am a man, aren’t I? I believe everything will happen on its own. My instincts will guide me to do everything right…”

Anna responded with a playful laugh, “Hmm… so do you take care of yourself a lot with your hands? Tell me, don’t be shy. Hehehe…” She was gently teasing him about pleasuring himself.

Oliver felt a rush of embarrassment and lowered his head, as if his secret had been caught. Anna found this adorable. Seeing him bow his head felt like a small victory for her and a sweet defeat for him. In that moment, she thought she could take control and dominate the situation with Oliver.

Anna asked curiously, “When you pleasure yourself, who do you think about? Film heroines? Hmm… what are your fantasies? Tell me, I really want to know…” As she spoke, Anna pressed her thighs together tightly, a slight shiver running through her body as if goosebumps were rising on her skin.

With his head still slightly lowered, Oliver tried to place his hand on Anna's thigh and said, “When I was a teenager, I used to think about film heroines. But ever since I saw you, I only bring you into my mind during those moments…”

Anna's cheeks flushed a deep shade of red, yet she spoke with strong confidence, “Oh really? You think about me? Then I should feel proud. Who knows how many people must be thinking about me and my body like that. You too. Now tell me, the first time you pleasured yourself thinking about me, how exactly did you imagine me? Tell me all the details…”

This was not at all according to Vince’s original plan. Neither of them had expected Anna to ask such direct and personal questions to Oliver. However, Vince had advised Oliver that if Anna asked something outside the plan, he should use his own intelligence to give answers that would make her happy and keep the moment flowing. Anna waited for his response, looking intently at his face with a mix of mischief and genuine interest.

Oliver continued, “Yes, so the first time I pleasured myself thinking about you was on the very day you first came to this apartment. You had come during the day with your husband to check out the building and the flat. You spoke to me and asked how the people here were—whether they were nice or not. You were wearing a beautiful yellow Saree (Silk warp), and I kept looking at your waist again and again. Your cleavage was slightly visible, and I couldn’t take my eyes off your lovely breasts. The way they moved with your breathing was so captivating. I felt something very special that day after seeing you. After you left, I immediately went to the bathroom and pleasured myself while thinking about you. I kept praying that you would like this place and decide to stay here. For the next three to four days, I kept imagining you in that yellow Saree (Silk warp) and pleasured myself. Then when you finally moved in, my happiness knew no bounds. You were the first woman in this building who made me feel such strong arousal. No other woman here had ever affected me like that. From that day onward, I started keeping an eye on you. And on the day I asked you to lift your leg, I had pleasured myself many times after that. Seeing between your thighs drove me crazy. At that time, I wanted to come meet you right away, but if someone else was at the gate, I would have come to you the moment I got free. That day, I not only saw your thighs but also your white panties. Wow… oh my God.”

Anna was laughing softly as she listened to Oliver, biting her lower lip with a naughty smile. She said, “You saw my panties from so far away? That’s impressive. I don’t even remember which ones I was wearing that day. Now tell me this—which part of my body attracts you the most? I mean, which part do you like to look at the most? Which part of my body do you like the best?”

Without any hesitation, Oliver placed his hand gently on Anna's thighs and said, “These… These are the parts of your body that I desire the most. They are the weakness of my heart. Whenever you wear a skirt, I go mad with longing. I feel like kissing and savoring them. Apart from that, every part of you is wonderful. I love your voice so much, your smile is breathtaking, the graceful way you talk, the manner in which you build closeness, and even the way you walk—everything about you is simply amazing. There is something very special in you that can make any man lose his senses…”

Vince was watching and listening to everything from his hiding spot. A strong wave of arousal coursed through him, making him hard. He pressed his hand against himself while continuing to absorb every word and moment, his emotions swirling with excitement, jealousy, and deep fascination.

Vince thought to himself, “This guy Oliver has turned out to be even smoother than me. I didn’t tell him to say all this. He’s a natural flirt…”

And now Oliver could not hold back any longer. He slid his hand further under Anna's short dress, moving inward with gentle exploration. Slowly, he lowered his lips to her smooth thigh and began kissing it tenderly. Anna could not resist him. She straightened her body and lay back on the bed. Meanwhile, Oliver continued kissing her thighs with growing passion, and Vince’s entire body trembled with joy and thrill as he watched the intimate scene unfold.

The air in the bedroom felt charged with a mix of tenderness and rising desire. Anna's heart beat faster, a blend of surprise, flattery, and reluctant warmth filling her chest. She felt both empowered by Oliver's confessions and slightly overwhelmed by the intensity of his attention. Oliver's touches were careful and respectful, yet filled with years of pent-up longing, making each kiss on her thigh send soft ripples of sensation through her.

Hidden in the shadows, Vince experienced a complex storm of emotions—pride in his orchestration, a sharp sting of arousal at seeing his wife like this, and a deep curiosity about how she would respond next. The dim lighting in the bedroom cast a soft, sensual glow on Anna's skin, highlighting every curve and movement in a way that made the moment feel almost cinematic.

Oliver's voice had carried genuine emotion when he spoke about his fantasies, revealing a vulnerability that touched Anna more than she expected. Her laughter earlier had lightened the mood, but now a quieter, more intimate atmosphere settled between them. She lay there, breathing softly, feeling the warmth of his lips against her thigh, which created a delicate balance of hesitation and emerging pleasure.

Vince’s hidden vantage point allowed him to capture every subtle expression on Anna's face—the slight parting of her lips, the way her fingers gripped the bedsheet lightly, and the faint flush that colored her neck and cheeks. He felt a strange satisfaction in directing this scene, yet it also stirred deeper feelings of love and possession toward his wife.

The connection building in the room went beyond mere physical attraction; it carried layers of emotional depth—Oliver's long-held admiration, Anna's mix of control and surrender, and Vince’s voyeuristic passion all intertwined. Every kiss, every whispered word, added richness to the unfolding night, creating memories that would linger in their minds with intense sensuality and heartfelt complexity.

Anna's body responded with natural grace, her earlier playfulness giving way to a softer, more receptive energy. Oliver remained attentive, moving with the tenderness he had promised himself, ensuring the moment felt caring rather than rushed. The entire scene pulsed with anticipation, drawing the three of them—each in their own way—deeper into this shared, secretive experience filled with desire, discovery, and emotional intensity.


Oliver could no longer hold himself back. How could anyone resist when a young, beautiful, hot, and incredibly sexy woman was lying on the bed right in front of him like that? Just look at the soft skin between her thighs… those full, shapely thighs that rose invitingly. Oh, what a sight.

His eyes refused to leave her thighs, and his hand kept sliding upward along them, slowly savoring the silky, tender texture of her skin with his palm. Anna was now even closer to him on the bed, shifting into various positions—sometimes sitting up gracefully, sometimes lying back in a relaxed, tempting way.

Oliver's gaze wandered from the inner curves of her thighs to her smooth shoulders, then to the delicate straps of her bra, and finally to the alluring depth of her cleavage. But his favorite focus remained her thighs. Every now and then, when she changed positions, he tried to catch a glimpse beneath them. Anna wasn’t hiding anything either. In fact, it seemed as though she was deliberately positioning herself to let him see, offering teasing views. Several times, her white panties came into clear view, and she knew exactly what Oliver was looking at. Yet she didn’t mind; instead, she allowed his hungry eyes to explore her, feeling a strange thrill in being so openly admired.

Her skin was so smooth and flawless that anyone would feel the urge to kiss, lick, and leave soft red marks across it. Anna's playful, mischievous nature gave Oliver the courage to go further. His hand slipped deeper under the short hem of her nightdress. The moment his fingers brushed against her panties, right over her most intimate, warm mound, a shiver ran through his entire body. It was the first time in his life that he had touched such a sacred, soft place. A bead of arousal escaped him in excitement.

Swallowing hard, Oliver looked up into Anna's face. His body trembled with overwhelming sensations, his hands shaking slightly with nervous desire. By then, Anna had lain fully on her back. She was breathing deeply, causing her full breasts to rise and fall rhythmically, which filled Oliver with pure delight as he watched.

From his hidden corner, Vince observed his wife’s every reaction with intense focus and fascination. This was exactly what he wanted to witness—her coy gestures, her playful teasing with a man who was not her husband, the way she drew closer, and how she approached the moment. He absorbed it all carefully, his heart pounding with a complex mix of emotions.

Vince felt a rush of happiness and arousal seeing how comfortably Anna had stretched out on the bed in front of Oliver, her dress riding up sensually. In that instant, he wondered what must be going through her mind. Was she imagining one of their usual role-plays that they enjoyed every night? Did she feel as if she was with one of those fantasy characters? Was she thinking about him at all, or was her mind completely occupied with Oliver in this heated moment? These questions swirled wildly inside Vince as he studied her expressions closely.

Oliver felt as though his long-cherished dream was finally coming true. It seemed almost unreal, like he was floating in a beautiful fantasy. He questioned himself silently— was he really here with Anna, or was this just another vivid imagination like the countless times he had pleasured himself thinking of her?

When Oliver's finger gently touched her most intimate area over the thin fabric of her panties, Anna shivered visibly. She clutched the bedsheet tightly in her fist and looked into his eyes with a naughty, sparkling smile, biting her lower lip. Oliver met her gaze and slowly trailed his lips along her smooth thighs, moving higher with tender kisses.

Anna lifted one leg gracefully, giving him an even clearer view of her panties. Oliver glanced up at her, wondering if she was doing it to make things easier for him or if she was getting carried away by her own desires. His confidence soared, and he continued forward with gentle determination. He began running his tongue along her thighs, licking softly while moving upward inch by inch, drawing closer to her panties.

Then, with a soft, breathless moan, Anna whispered, “Hmm… yes, Oliver, keep going. Ohh… but I’m scared that Vince might come back early…”

By now, Oliver's lips had reached her panties. He growled softly with desire, “Don’t worry, he won’t come yet. We have plenty of time, my goddess of sensuality…” He licked her panties, which were already damp with her arousal. Yes, Oliver's touches had made her wet with longing.

From where Vince was watching, he could clearly see the wet patch on Anna's panties. As instructed earlier, Oliver positioned his head in a way that gave Vince the best view possible. A couple of times, Oliver tried to check if Vince was actually watching, but he couldn’t spot him. He didn’t know exactly where Vince was hidden, but he was certain that Vince could see and hear everything unfolding.

Oliver sucked gently on her panties, right over her intimate folds. Anna's body trembled with a wave of pleasure. She gasped, arched slightly, and took a deep, shaky breath. Suddenly, she grabbed Oliver's head with both hands and pressed it firmly between her thighs. It felt as if his neck was wonderfully trapped in the warm, soft prison of her full thighs.

Then Oliver moved his hands up to her breasts, pressing and massaging them over the thin dress with passionate strength. Anna moaned and writhed under his touch, her sounds of pleasure growing louder and more urgent, encouraging Oliver to continue with even more intensity.

Down below, Oliver began pulling her panties downward using his teeth. Anna understood that she should now let him proceed fully. She relaxed her thighs, freeing his head from their embrace. With slow, careful movements, Oliver slid her panties down and removed them completely. Anna helped by lifting one leg high, allowing the fabric to slip off. Even then, Oliver's mouth remained pressed against her most sensitive area, his tongue exploring while his hands worked. He continued tasting her intimately.

A soft cry escaped Anna's lips, “Ufff… ohh my…” Her sweet nectar had begun flowing, trickling down her thighs, which Oliver eagerly licked away with devotion.

He pushed her dress up to her waist, leaving her completely bare from the waist down. Her soft, rounded hips, slender waist, and shapely thighs became his feast. To make it easier for him, Anna spread both her legs apart invitingly. Since Oliver's hand was still on her breasts, Anna pulled it toward her mouth and began sucking his finger sensually, coating it with her saliva. A delicious mix of his saliva and her own wetness glistened between her thighs. As she sucked his finger, she let some saliva drip down her neck, making it shine. Oliver realized that Anna's passion had reached a feverish height.

Meanwhile, Vince watched his wife in this state, breathing slowly and deeply. He saw how Oliver was devouring her most private place with such hunger and wondered at how easily Anna was allowing it all. Holding himself in his hand, Vince continued observing every detail, his mind filled with intense emotions.

Gradually, Oliver moved upward from her stomach, licking and kissing his way toward her chest. He left soft red marks on her navel and lower belly, creating a trail of passion. He had already pulled off her entire dress, and by now he had removed his own clothes as well. Both were now completely naked in each other’s arms on the bed. Anna's soft breasts pressed firmly against Oliver's chest. They kissed each other with wild hunger, nibbling and tasting. Sometimes Oliver was on top, sometimes Anna rolled over him. They tumbled across the bed, their bodies entwined passionately, rolling over the sheets.

The passion between them was so strong and demanding that neither had any awareness of what was happening around them. They drank from each other’s mouths, their breaths coming in ragged gasps because of the deep, endless kisses. Suddenly, they both paused the kiss at the same moment and took long, heavy breaths together. At that instant, Anna was on top of Oliver, her long hair cascading over his face like a dark, fragrant curtain.

The room felt alive with raw emotion and sensual energy. Anna's heart raced with a heady mixture of excitement, slight guilt, and overwhelming pleasure. Each touch from Oliver sent sparks through her body, making her feel desired in a new and thrilling way. Oliver, lost in the moment, felt deep gratitude and intense arousal, treating her with a blend of reverence and hunger that came from years of silent longing. His movements were filled with passion yet remained attentive to her responses.

Vince’s hidden presence added another layer of complexity to the scene. He felt a strange satisfaction mixed with possessive love, his own body burning with desire as he witnessed his wife’s pleasure. The way Anna surrendered, the soft sounds she made, and the way her body moved created a powerful emotional storm inside him. He cherished every expression on her face—the parted lips, the half-closed eyes filled with bliss, and the subtle arch of her back.

Oliver's confidence grew with every passing second, fueled by Anna's encouraging moans and the way she opened herself to him. The air was thick with the scent of their shared desire, making the encounter feel intimate and profound. Anna's fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer as waves of sensation washed over her. She felt both vulnerable and empowered, her earlier hesitation melting into pure enjoyment.

Their bodies moved in a natural rhythm, exploring and discovering each other with growing urgency. The emotional depth was undeniable—Oliver's long-suppressed fantasies were turning into reality, while Anna experienced a rush of new sensations that left her breathless. Vince, watching it all, felt connected to both of them in his own unique way, his love for Anna deepening even through this shared secret.

Every kiss, every caress carried tenderness beneath the heat, making the moment richer and more memorable. The night continued to unfold with layers of passion, curiosity, and heartfelt connection, binding the three of them in an intricate web of desire and emotion.


Anna gave her head a quick shake to toss her hair back. Then, with a mischievous smile playing on her lips and one corner of her mouth gently bitten between her teeth, she looked straight into Oliver's eyes. Taking a long, deep breath, she asked in a teasing voice.

"Anna: So, Mr. Watchman, you finally managed to get me completely naked on my own bed, huh? You must be feeling really proud of yourself right now, Oliver. Tell me, do you feel successful?"

At that moment, since Anna was on top of Oliver, his hardness was pressed firmly against her warm, intimate folds, trapped and throbbing with need. Oliver desperately wanted to rub himself against her softness. His strong arms were wrapped around her back, his fingers gently tracing patterns along her bare skin. Meanwhile, Anna's arms had formed a loving necklace around his neck. The contrast between their bodies created a striking, beautiful sight—her fair, glowing skin against his darker, toned physique. It was a mesmerizing blend of black and white, heightening the sensual tension in the air.

Oliver replied with pure joy and satisfaction in his voice, “I always knew I would do this with you one day, Anna. I had complete faith in it. From the very first moment I saw you, I told myself that I would give my virginity only to you…”

While speaking, Oliver was breathing heavily, and Anna too was panting softly in the same rhythm. She said, “Hmm… then let me see that virgin manhood of yours. Let me check if any girl has really touched it before, or if you’ve been lying to me. I’ll know the truth in a moment. Let’s see how honest you’ve been. If it really is untouched, then I’ll happily take it in my mouth, Oliver. I’m going down now…”

Hearing all this, Vince felt no surprise. He knew how demanding and bold Anna could be during intimate moments. However, he had not expected that she would speak and behave with another man in exactly the same passionate, confident way she did with him. A complex mix of arousal and curiosity stirred deep inside him.

Anna moved down toward Oliver's lower body while he stayed lying flat on his back. The moment her soft fingers touched his hardness, a powerful shiver ran through Oliver's entire body. A wave of electricity shot up his spine, beads of sweat appeared on his forehead, and his lips began to tremble. His manhood stood proudly erect, pointing toward the ceiling. Anna held it gently, lovingly, and with tender care in her fist, stroking it softly. She looked up at his face and saw that his eyes were tightly closed.

With immense love and softness, Anna kissed his length. She cradled it delicately in her warm palm and slowly extended her tongue like a serpent, licking the sensitive tip. Once again, she glanced at Oliver's face. His eyes remained shut, his jaw clenched tightly. His fists were balled up as if he were about to punch something. His stomach was rising and falling rapidly, his legs shaking uncontrollably. It looked like he might scream loudly or jump up and run away. Oliver's entire body seemed to be passing through an overwhelming peak of sensation he had never experienced before.

When Anna ran her tongue over the small opening at the tip, she tasted the slightly salty essence of his arousal. She looked at his face again. His eyes were still closed, but he was clearly savoring the incredible pleasure her tongue was giving him. Just like a blind person trying to recognize an object by touch, Oliver, with his eyes still shut, reached out and searched for her hand. He grasped it tightly, interlocking all five of his fingers with hers, and placed their joined hands on his chest. He did all this without opening his eyes.

Anna allowed her one hand to remain in his firm grip. With her other hand, she slowly opened her mouth and took his hardness inside. The moment Oliver felt the warm, wet embrace of her mouth around him, his whole body shuddered intensely. He pressed down on his heels, lifting his hips and buttocks upward, which also raised Anna's head slightly. A storm of happiness and indescribable pleasure flooded through him—feelings so powerful they were beyond words.

But because this was Oliver's first time, he was struggling to control his emotions. Tears welled up in his eyes even as joy filled his heart. He didn’t know whether to cry or laugh. His lips quivered uncontrollably. If he had tried to speak, he wouldn’t have been able to because of how much they were trembling. His legs shook harder, and part of him wanted to beg Anna to stop because the pleasure was becoming too intense to bear.

Anna understood perfectly that she was the first woman to ever taste him like this. She sucked him with extreme gentleness and care, giving him every bit of pleasure she could. At the same time, a deep sense of happiness and pride filled her own heart—she felt honored to be the one receiving his untouched desire today. Anna admired his length thoroughly, showering it with love. She pressed it against her chest, rubbed it softly between her full breasts, licked it from base to tip with long strokes of her tongue, and did many more loving, sensual things that came naturally to her in the heat of the moment.

She moved her mouth up and down his length in a steady rhythm, just like stroking with a hand. She sucked firmly, creating a tight, warm sensation for him. While doing so, her fingers gently caressed his sensitive balls. Then she took one of them into her mouth, causing Oliver to let out a sharp groan, “Aahhhghh…” Anna continued sucking him lovingly, her hands roaming over his stomach and firm backside, exploring every inch.

Oliver could not hold on any longer. For the first time in his life, a woman had taken him into her mouth and was doing so many wonderful things. He cried out loudly, “Enough, enough, stop now! I’m going to finish… stop…”

But Anna did not stop. She kept sucking with devotion. His hardness remained deep inside her warm mouth. She held it captive there, looking up at his face with her beautiful eyes. He shouted, writhed in pleasure, and finally opened his eyes. Their gazes met. Oliver understood that Anna wanted him to release inside her mouth. With a deep groan, he let go completely, pouring all his essence into her. Anna continued stroking the rest of his length gently with her hand until he had given every last drop.

Oliver felt a wave of guilt wash over him. Looking at Anna's face, he said, “I am so sorry, Anna. This was my first time and I couldn’t control myself. It felt incredibly good. You did everything so amazingly, but I couldn’t satisfy you properly.”

Anna let the final drops fall into her mouth, then slowly pulled him out. She collected everything in her hands and showed Oliver how much he had released. After that, she cleaned herself with a tissue. Oliver pulled her face to his and kissed her deeply, tasting himself on her tongue. Once again, the two of them lost themselves in a long, passionate kiss, their naked bodies pressed tightly together in a warm embrace.

When the kiss finally ended, Oliver said breathlessly, “Don’t worry at all. I’ll be ready again in a little while. I want to be inside you soon. And I really want to see you reach your peak…”

Vince was also on the verge of finishing while watching everything and touching himself. Seeing his wife take another man’s essence in her mouth stirred complex feelings inside him. Only he knew what emotions raged through his heart in that moment. He thought to himself, “I wonder if Anna did the same thing with Derek and James too? I’ll have to find out…”

Meanwhile, Oliver was sucking on Anna's breasts like a hungry child. If there had been real milk, he would have drained them completely by now with his passionate mouth.

Anna stretched her body lazily and asked with a soft smile, “Will you really be able to do it once more? Hmm… your manhood is still so hard. How has it not become soft even after releasing?”

Oliver replied with confidence and desire burning in his eyes, “Anna, you are so hot and sexy that I can’t go soft without being with you properly. I’ve saved some energy just for you. Don’t worry at all. I’ve worshipped you for so long that no matter what, I will satisfy you right now. Actually, this next time will last much longer because I’ve just finished. My blood is still hot for you, Anna. And one more thing… I pleasure myself thinking about you three times in a row, so why wouldn’t I be able to do this now?”

Then Oliver gently laid Anna down on the bed. He began sucking on her breasts again, his hands roaming lovingly over her entire body. This time, Anna closed her eyes completely, surrendering herself to the sensations Oliver was creating, letting herself fully feel every touch.

The room was filled with heavy breathing, soft moans, and the rustle of sheets. Emotions ran deep—Anna felt a strange sense of power and tenderness toward Oliver's innocence, while a warm thrill coursed through her veins. Oliver's heart swelled with gratitude and overwhelming passion, making each movement sacred to him. Vince, hidden in the shadows, experienced a storm of love, jealousy, arousal, and fascination, carefully noting every expression on his wife’s face. The connection between the three of them, though unequal, created a charged atmosphere thick with desire, discovery, and unspoken feelings.

Anna's body responded with natural grace, her skin flushing under Oliver's eager mouth. She felt desired, admired, and strangely free in this moment of exploration. Oliver's touches carried both hunger and deep respect, treating her like the goddess he had fantasized about for so long. The night continued to unfold with layers of sensuality, emotional vulnerability, and building intensity, drawing them all deeper into this secret world of pleasure and connection.


Oliver continued to suck on Anna's breasts with deep hunger, just like a child nursing from his mother. Since she had not yet reached her peak of pleasure, she was thoroughly enjoying every single touch from Oliver across her body. At the same time, his hands explored between her thighs, his fingers gently caressing the soft, warm, and delicate folds hidden there. Oliver kissed, licked, and covered her with his saliva—from her flushed cheeks down to her neck, leaving wet trails that made her skin glisten. He moved lower, tracing his tongue around her navel and the sensitive area below her stomach. Then he gently licked the neatly trimmed soft hair above her most intimate place, causing Anna to twist and writhe on the bed like a graceful serpent, her body arching with building sensations.

The moment Oliver's mouth reached her warm center, Anna grabbed his head with both hands, holding him close. Her fingers threaded through his hair, stroking and guiding him with tender encouragement. This gave Oliver a deep sense of comfort and confidence, filling him with courage to explore further and please her more passionately.

Meanwhile, Vince watched his wife with intense fascination, his hand still wrapped around himself, though he had softened after his earlier release. He felt truly happy that he was getting exactly the view he had longed for. Deep down, Vince realized that in this moment, Anna was not thinking about him at all. Instead, she was completely lost in the pleasure of the man right in front of her, savoring every new sensation with full abandon. This was the very question Vince had wanted answered—would Anna truly enjoy being with another man? And now, hidden in the shadows, he saw the truth: she was genuinely immersed in happiness and desire with this stranger.

Yes, in reality, Anna was feeling incredibly joyful and free with another man at that moment. Perhaps she was giving Oliver so much attention because he was untouched and innocent. Vince wondered silently if she would behave the same passionate way with any other man too. The thought stirred a complex mix of pride, jealousy, and deep arousal inside him.

Oliver's desire rose again strongly when Anna's hand left his hair, trailed down his back, and reached his hardness. Her soft, loving fingers played with him so skillfully that Oliver let out a moan of pure bliss. By then, his tongue had returned to her delicate folds, sucking and massaging them gently, which made Anna completely wet with excitement. She twisted on the bed, sometimes lifting her hips to present herself to his mouth, sometimes turning to offer her soft curves for his kisses.

Anna rolled and shifted restlessly on the sheets, giving Oliver full access to explore and taste her. Every place his lips and tongue touched sent waves of pleasure through her. Slowly, she sat up again without being asked and took his hardness back into her mouth, sucking with renewed passion and care.

Right after that, Oliver cupped her face tenderly in his hands and pulled her into a deep kiss, tasting the sweetness of their shared desire on her tongue. Anna responded with immense love and softness, stroking his cheeks while pressing her full breasts against his chest. In that moment, Anna was clearly in control of the situation, appearing as a confident and dominating partner. She guided everything with grace, and the inexperienced Oliver willingly surrendered to her lead, obeying her every subtle cue like a devoted lover.

While licking his cheek playfully and stroking his length with one hand, Anna whispered seductively into his ear, “You have never been inside a girl before, baby? Hmm… today it will enter a warm place for the first time… Yes, tell me, hmm?”

Oliver trembled slightly and whispered back, “Yes… today it will go inside for the first time. I don’t know how it will feel, but I want to be inside you now, Anna. Should I do it?”

Anna looked at his face with pure affection and a naughty smile, saying, “Yes, baby. Yes, I have been waiting so long to feel you deep inside me…”

With those words, Anna lay back on the bed, spreading her legs invitingly and preparing to welcome him. She gave him a seductive look, signaling with her eyes that she was ready for him to enter.

Seeing her like this made Oliver rock hard again. He took himself in his hand and stroked firmly, clenching his jaw in anticipation. Without wasting any more time, he positioned himself between her spread thighs. He first rubbed his tip gently against her knee, then pressed it lightly along her inner thigh, before slowly guiding it toward her warm entrance.

Throughout this, Anna kept her eyes locked on his, watching every expression on his face. She was eager to witness and feel his joy as he experienced this for the first time in his life. She tried to read his emotions through the depth of his gaze, occasionally stroking him with her palm to give him more confidence and reassurance.

Finally, Oliver touched his tip to her entrance but paused there, looking into her eyes. Anna understood his hesitation—this was his first time, after all. So she gently took him in her own hands and guided him inside while lifting her hips and pushing forward, slowly welcoming his full length deep within her. The moment he was completely inside, Anna let out a long, satisfied breath. Oliver felt like he had entered heaven. His face twisted with overwhelming pleasure as he groaned, “Sssshhh… Ahh… Uhhh…”

Anna lifted her head slightly and placed both hands on Oliver's waist, pulling him even deeper so she could feel every inch of him filling her completely. Oliver, experiencing the incredible warmth and tightness around him for the first time, was flooded with joy. He couldn’t decide whether to laugh or cry from the sheer intensity of happiness rushing through him.

He closed his eyes, tilted his head back, and growled deeply as he felt himself inside a woman for the very first time. For years he had waited for this day, and ever since seeing Anna, he had pleasured himself countless times while imagining this exact moment. Now, being inside the same woman he had dreamed about brought him indescribable ecstasy—feelings so powerful they could not be put into words.

When Oliver opened his eyes again, he saw Anna gazing at his face, appreciating and sharing in his pleasure. She understood completely how boundless his joy was in that instant.

When Anna noticed him looking at her, she asked through her eyes, “What?”

Oliver whispered in wonder, “It’s so warm inside… is it always this warm?”

Anna laughed softly and pulled him into a tight embrace, saying, “Yes, you silly man, that’s how it feels inside. After all, it’s within my body, so of course it’s warm. Just keep feeling it and enjoy your first time with me, Oliver. Muaah…” She drew him even closer, kissing and licking him passionately while beginning to move her hips to match his rhythm.

Oliver started moving in and out slowly, his thrusts gradually gaining speed and confidence. Above him, Anna devoured his mouth with wild hunger. She became a little wild like a passionate tigress, grabbing his hair in her fists and nibbling his face with her teeth while thrusting her hips upward to take him deeper.

Her arms wrapped around his shoulders, pulling him tightly against her chest. Her breasts pressed firmly against his body, their skin slick with sweat, sticking together beautifully. It felt as if they were under a hot shower, both drenched and glistening. With one hand, Oliver tried to squeeze one of her breasts—the same breasts he had longed for over many months. He still couldn’t believe that today he had Anna's entire body offered to him like a precious gift. Soon both of them were panting heavily, their breaths ragged and urgent. This time, Anna was the first to approach her peak. Her body trembled, she writhed in pleasure, letting out soft cries as a fire of ecstasy blazed through her.

The room was thick with emotion and raw connection. Anna felt a powerful wave of satisfaction mixed with tenderness toward Oliver's innocence, her heart swelling as she guided him through this new experience. Every movement brought her closer to a deep, fulfilling release, her body responding with natural grace and growing heat. Oliver's face showed pure bliss and disbelief, as if he were living a dream he never thought would come true. The years of silent longing made this moment even more meaningful for him, filling his chest with gratitude and overwhelming desire.

Vince, watching from his hidden spot, felt his own complex storm of feelings—joy at seeing his wife so alive with pleasure, a sharp edge of possessiveness, and deep fascination at how freely she was enjoying herself. He noted every detail: the way her back arched, the soft sounds escaping her lips, and the way she took control with such confidence. It stirred something profound inside him, a mix of love and excitement for their shared secret life.

Anna's fingers dug gently into Oliver's back, urging him on as waves of sensation built higher. She felt desired, powerful, and beautifully connected in this intimate dance. Oliver moved with growing rhythm, his inexperience balanced by pure passion and Anna's encouraging guidance. Their bodies moved together in perfect harmony, sweat-slicked and heated, creating an atmosphere rich with sensuality and emotional depth.

The pleasure continued to rise, carrying Anna closer to the edge while Oliver savored every second of this long-awaited union. Their connection felt both playful and intensely meaningful, blending innocence with experience in the most captivating way. The night held them in its warm embrace, full of discovery, passion, and unspoken emotions that would stay with each of them long after.


Anna cried out loudly, “Ahh… ssshh… ufff… Yes, yes baby, come on… I am coming… Oh my God… It’s so good… Mmm…” She pulled Oliver tightly into her arms with all her strength and bit down hard on his shoulder, making Oliver cry out in pain.

Oliver: “It hurts… please stop…”

Anna then gently ran her tongue over the places where she had bitten, soothing the marks with soft, loving strokes. Oliver noticed that his hardness was now moving in and out of her with much greater ease. Anna had released all her pleasure, making her completely wet and slippery, allowing him to glide smoothly.

Even so, Oliver did not slow down the rhythm of his thrusts. Soon he too cried out, “Aahhhghhh… sssshhh… I’m about to finish! What should I do? Should I release inside or pull out? Tell me quickly.”

Even as he asked, Anna moved her hips, took his hardness in her hand, and stroked it while licking the tip with her tongue, tasting him once again. She moved her hand up and down his length exactly like one would during self-pleasure. Oliver released his warmth across her breasts and neck, trembling with intense pleasure. Seeing his essence flowing over her chest and throat filled him with a deep sense of pride and victory. He silently thanked God for helping him, with Vince’s support, to finally be intimate with the woman he had desired for so long.

Vince, having watched every moment of their passionate encounter, pleasured himself vigorously and reached his own release. He felt immense satisfaction seeing Anna being loved so intensely. What pleased him the most was watching her enjoy every second with genuine happiness and freedom. For Vince, this was the most important thing—that Anna should feel completely comfortable and find real pleasure with someone else. He had now seen it with his own eyes and felt deeply happy. It confirmed for him that Anna could enjoy intimacy with others just as much as she did with him. He remained hidden, continuing to watch them, now eager to listen to their conversation.

Anna lay down, holding Oliver in her arms. Both were breathing heavily, their bodies covered in sweat. As Anna breathed, her full breasts rose and fell rhythmically, with Oliver's head resting comfortably on them. She giggled softly and, taking a long breath, said, “So the watchman of this apartment has finally lost his virginity today.”

Oliver smiled and tried to look outside the room, wondering where Vince might be watching them from. He touched the bite mark on his shoulder and said, “Wow… you drew blood. How hard did you bite me? It’s burning. Are you some kind of female vampire?”

Anna laughed and silenced him with a deep, affectionate kiss. She then fetched some ointment from the drawer and gently applied it to his shoulder. When Anna got out of bed naked and walked to the drawer, Oliver watched the graceful movement of her bare body, thinking she looked like a fairy who had just descended from heaven without clothes.

Vince noticed the raw desire and lust for Anna shining brightly in Oliver's eyes at that moment.

Anna showed Oliver the red love marks he had left on the inside of her thighs from his passionate sucking. She also pointed out the red spots on the sides of her breasts and under her arms, smiling as she displayed how thoroughly he had marked her.

Suddenly, Anna jumped off the bed and exclaimed, “It’s time to go! You should leave now. Vince will be back around 10 o’clock. Go, go, go Oliver…”

Once Oliver and Vince had finished their respective parts, they both sat in Vince’s car in the underground parking and talked. Before Vince could ask anything, Oliver said, “Sir, she might see me from the rooftop. She mentioned she would be there at this time…”

Vince had not heard those words because he had already slipped out when Anna told Oliver to leave. He instructed Oliver to call Anna and tell her not to come to the rooftop right now, otherwise the current watchman might understand everything and realize that Oliver had come to meet her. Oliver did exactly that, and then the two men continued their conversation.

Oliver began with great excitement and asked, “So tell me, sir, how much did you like everything? I hope you enjoyed it thoroughly…”

Vince smiled and replied to Oliver, “I am very happy, Oliver. I cannot express how much joy I felt seeing Anna in that state with you. She is quite passionate, isn’t she, Oliver?”

Oliver looked into Vince’s eyes and nodded, then asked curiously, “But sir, one thing I don’t understand is how and why, as her husband, you can watch her being intimate with someone else? This is beyond my understanding. If I were her husband, I would feel jealous even if someone just looked at her. I just can’t wrap my head around why you allow her to be with others.”

Vince smiled again and explained, “You won’t understand it easily, Oliver. It’s something that gives me immense pleasure and makes our nights even more exciting. Just imagine, tonight when I am with her, I will think about everything I saw between you two, and she will also think about you while I am making love to her. It’s like you will be with her again tonight, but through me. I won’t be just Vince—I’ll become Oliver in her bed tonight.”

Oliver shook his head and said, “I still don’t fully understand.”

Vince explained patiently, “Look, imagine Anna is your wife, and she is just as hot and sexy. Every night when you make love to her, you fantasize about another man and role-play that someone else is being intimate with her. Then one day you catch me in bed with her, making love to her, and instead of getting angry, you hide and watch everything. You see how passionately she is taking me, how much she is enjoying it, and you start feeling pleasure as a silent observer, touching yourself while watching. Do you feel something now? Does it make sense?”

Oliver thought deeply before answering, “Oh my God… I don’t think I would enjoy it. I would probably burst into the room and beat him…”

Vince burst into loud laughter and said, “Okay, then forget this conversation for now. We’ll talk about it again after you get married, alright?”

Oliver nodded in agreement. But he still had more questions and asked, “Last time you checked the register with me to see how many people had come to meet Anna. Were all of them also coming for the same reason? Does Anna let others come close to her like this?”

Vince did not want to reveal details about his father and brothers, so he said, “Oh… no, that’s not the case. They were just relatives who came to meet her…”

Vince then told Oliver, “Stay ready anytime. Whenever I send you to meet Anna, go. And promise me that you will never go to her without my permission…”

Oliver replied, “I will never go to Anna without your knowledge, sir…”

But in his heart, Oliver thought, “Am I crazy? If Anna gives me a chance, why would I tell you? I will definitely enjoy her alone whenever I get the opportunity. Why should I wait for your orders now? You have shown me the path and opened the door for me. From now on, sir, I will make love to your wife whenever you are not around, Vince sir… hehehe…”

Vince asked, “So are you happy now that I gave you the chance to be with the woman you wanted to make love to for so long? How much pleasure did you get? How did it feel when she took your essence in her mouth? Did you ever dream that you would release inside her mouth? Maybe even your own wife would never do that for you…”

The air between them was thick with satisfaction and hidden intentions. Anna's passionate cries still echoed in Oliver's mind, filling him with lingering warmth and pride. Vince felt a strange sense of fulfillment mixed with quiet excitement for what the future might hold. Oliver, though nodding obediently, already carried secret desires that went beyond their agreement, adding layers of tension and anticipation to their unusual bond. The night had brought them all closer in ways none could have fully predicted, blending pleasure, trust, betrayal, and deep emotional currents that would continue to shape their secret encounters.


Oliver: “Yes, sir, I enjoyed it tremendously, beyond words. I never imagined she would do it like that. It was a completely new experience for me. Wow… I didn’t even think I would finish before entering her. It felt so strange when I released in her mouth. I thought she would get angry with me. Does she do the same with you too, sir?”

Vince: “No, she has never given me that chance. I have never released in her mouth. Yes, she has licked my essence many times and sucked me after I finished, but she has never done it the way she did with you today. What do you say now?”

Oliver: “It was simply amazing, sir. Maybe because I was a virgin, she felt special love for my manhood. It was new for her, right? Hehehe…”

Vince: “Absolutely correct. I also thought exactly the same, and that is precisely what happened…”

Both men talked for a while longer and then parted ways.

Vince took the lift upstairs. He was quite tired. When he rang the doorbell, Anna opened the door without any delay. She had just come out of the shower, her hair still wet with droplets falling gently, and she was wearing a very sexy Nightdress. She looked extremely hot and seductive, as if she was fully ready to welcome another wave of passion right then.

When Vince’s eyes fell on the straps of her Nightdress over her shoulders, Anna immediately covered that area with her wet hair because Oliver had left red love marks there from his passionate sucking. She appeared very cheerful and completely relaxed, as if nothing had happened at all.

Then Vince looked at her thighs where the Nightdress ended. He knew Oliver had sucked and left red marks there too. Anna quickly held Vince’s arm, placed her head on his shoulder affectionately, and lovingly asked him to come inside and rest.

Vince was surprised at how normal Anna was behaving even after being intimate with Oliver and deceiving him. She was acting as if nothing unusual had occurred. She seemed completely at ease, just like a loving wife who had simply been waiting for her husband’s return. Vince had expected to see some guilt or regret in her eyes, but there was none. He thought that this meant anyone could come, spend intimate time with her in his absence, and she would still appear perfectly normal when he returned.

Vince said to himself, “This means I might never even come to know if someone visits her and leaves while I am not here. I wanted to see her being pleasured by someone else, but it seems she is happily arranging such pleasures for herself. Now, since when has Anna been doing this, and how many men has she been with? How will I ever find out?”

Vince pressed his mind hard and went back in time to the days when he was living at his father’s house after his recent marriage to Anna. In those days, he used to leave her at home and go to work, leaving her alone with his father and brothers.

He wondered, “Was Anna making them happy even back then? Could that be possible? Did everything start from there? How did it happen for the first time? With whom? Why didn’t she tell me anything at that time? If she behaved so normally even back then when I returned home, I would never have suspected anything. She never looked disturbed even for a single day during that period. Maybe she was acting normal even then? Oh God… what kind of nonsense thoughts am I having now…”

An hour later, Vince took his shower and both of them were having dinner while watching TV. Anna was serving him with great love and affection, showering her care and devotion on him. But Vince’s mind kept replaying the scenes of her with Oliver.

Vince muttered to himself, “How can she be so normal? How is everything so easy for her? How? Why?”

Anna asked in a cheerful, bubbly voice with a sweet smile, “Hmm… did you say something? What did you say just now?”

Vince looked away and pretended to think about office work.

Anna walked over, sat in his lap, ran her fingers through his hair like a comb, and said, “My dear husband, when you are with me, stop thinking about the office, okay? Am I not better than the office? Pay attention to me, my love…” Saying this, she slipped one strap of her Nightdress off her shoulder—the one without any marks—and gently rubbed that soft skin against Vince’s lips.

Anna was not wearing a bra, so her hardened nipples were clearly visible, pressing against the thin fabric of her Nightdress. Then she pressed her breast softly against Vince’s cheek, lifted her head, and felt his growing hardness beneath her soft curves.

A few moments later, they moved to their bed. Vince lay on his back while Anna moved over his body like a graceful catwalk. Her wet hair trailed across his chest and brushed against his face. Quickly, Anna removed Vince’s shirt and pants and began licking his stomach and chest with hungry passion. She looked ravenous with desire.

Vince thought to himself, “She was just pleasured twice by Oliver a short while ago, and yet she wants more. This Anna is truly something special…”

Anna licked the front of his underwear where his hardness was rising. Without wasting any time, she took him into her mouth and began sucking with deep hunger. Vince remembered how she had sucked Oliver in the same way just a little earlier. Thinking about Oliver made Vince rock hard instantly, and he pushed himself deeper into her mouth. Anna looked up into his eyes, held his length with both hands, took more than half of it inside, and smiled while continuing to suck.

Vince said, “I would be extremely happy if you let me release deep in your throat tonight. Will you allow me this pleasure, my love? You have never given me this joy till today…”

Anna kept sucking, moving her head up and down, listening to what Vince was saying. Then she paused, swallowed all the saliva mixed with his taste, and replied, “Hmm… why do you want this today? Well, you never asked for it before, so I never did it. Let me try today, and I hope you finish soon in my mouth. I have no objection…”

Anna continued sucking without stopping. Vince lifted his hips and pushed deeper into her throat. He felt himself reaching the back of her throat, touching her tonsils, which gave him immense pleasure. Soon he felt his release building. At the same time, his hand was rubbing her wet warmth, and Anna was moving her hips, enjoying the friction from his fingers. She was burning with passion, sucking him vigorously while taking him deep into her throat.

While doing all this, both of them became completely naked. Sometimes Anna was on her knees with him in her mouth, sometimes Vince was on his knees, keeping nearly seventy-five percent of his length inside her mouth without pulling out. Vince was thrusting into her mouth. Once, when he pulled out, Anna gasped for breath.

Anna held his length in her hand and started to say something, but Vince immediately pushed back into her mouth, ignoring her discomfort, becoming slightly rough. He grabbed her hair like reins and began moving in and out with firm intensity. The movement was clearly visible in her throat—every time he pushed deep, her throat would bulge outward, showing how fully he was filling her.

Vince’s eyes were fixed on Anna's thighs where Oliver had left red marks from sucking. But he pretended not to notice, even though Anna was trying her best to hide those spots. There were red marks on her breasts too, but she had already decided that if Vince asked, she would say they were from him. However, Vince did not ask anything because he already knew the truth. Then he began giving light slaps on her soft curves, which turned redder with each strike.

With every slap, Anna looked up at Vince’s face with pleading, trembling eyes because he had never been like this with her before. It felt as if Vince was punishing her in his mind for deceiving him with Oliver. The slaps grew stronger on her sexy curves. He held her hair tightly with one hand like a horse’s reins while pushing deeper and slapping her with the other, as if delivering punishment. He was delaying his release because he had already finished once while watching her with Oliver earlier.

Even though he took time, after twenty-five minutes, sweating heavily, while Anna was writhing and panting, Vince growled, “Aahhhhh…sssshhh… Yes baby, I am coming now deep in your throat… Please swallow it, baby, do me this favor. Swallow all of it. Take everything deep in your throat, sweetheart.”

Clenching his jaw and grinding his teeth, Vince said, “Take every single drop inside. Not a single drop should fall outside. I want you to drink it all. It should go down your throat completely, and here, take this too…”

During his release, he gave her about ten hard slaps on her curves one after another. Pressing firmly, he emptied everything deep inside her throat. Anna struggled for breath, opened her mouth slightly to breathe, then swallowed her husband’s entire essence. She looked at Vince’s face with a strange, slightly frightened expression, seeing this new side of him. Anna felt he was becoming unusually rough and wondered if he had taken some medicine before making love tonight because he had never been this aggressive during intimacy. This was the first time.

Anna looked at him with pleading, trembling eyes. Then Vince pulled himself out, held it in his hand, and rubbed it firmly against her lips, ordering her not to let any drop escape.

When Anna had swallowed everything, Vince looked at her with a naughty smile. Anna started coughing, and tears came to her eyes. She was not crying, but the intense breathing and coughing caused it. Still, Vince said, “My love, now lick and clean the tip of my manhood properly. The work will be complete then. Lick away all the remaining drops on it so it becomes clean…”

Anna did exactly as he asked, looking deep into his eyes and thinking that something had changed in her husband. She sucked and licked his softening length clean. Vince felt victorious and lay back comfortably on the bed with satisfaction. Anna was panting and began wondering why Vince had behaved so differently today.

Anna got up from the bed saying she was going to the washroom, and at that moment her mobile started ringing. She quickly hid the phone and told Vince, “It’s my mom’s call…” Then she took the mobile and went to the toilet.

The entire evening was wrapped in layers of hidden emotions and complex desires. Anna's cheerful normalcy masked the passionate encounter she had shared with Oliver, creating a strange tension that only Vince could feel. Every smile she gave him carried the weight of her secret, while Vince’s mind replayed every intimate detail he had witnessed. His love for her was mixed with a growing curiosity and a hint of unease about how easily she could separate her different worlds.

Oliver's words of excitement still echoed in Vince’s thoughts, making him question the boundaries of their relationship. Anna's body, marked by another man’s passion, moved with the same grace and affection toward her husband, showing her remarkable ability to shift between roles without any visible conflict. The depth of her adaptability both impressed and disturbed Vince, stirring emotions of pride, jealousy, and fascination all at once.

As they lay together, the air was thick with unspoken questions. Vince’s roughness during intimacy was his way of reclaiming what felt momentarily shared, pouring out the complex feelings he could not express in words. Anna, though surprised by his sudden intensity, responded with loving submission, her heart balancing affection for both men in ways she herself might not fully understand yet.

The night continued with this undercurrent of secrecy, desire, and emotional discovery, deepening the intricate bond between husband and wife in their unique, passionate journey.


On the other end of the phone was Adrian, who said, “Hi darling, can I be in bed with you tonight?”

After enjoying his time with Anna, Oliver would come to work every day and call her to inform her that he had arrived. Anna would then come to the rooftop every day just to say hello to him. On some days, when no one was around, they would blow flying kisses to each other from a distance. While talking on the phone, Oliver would tell Anna which dress he wanted to see her in. He often asked her to wear short dresses and, once on the rooftop, to lift one leg and place it on the railing. Anna would happily please him by showing the view between her thighs to Oliver.

On some days, Anna would deliberately tease and provoke Oliver by not wearing any panties underneath. From below, Oliver could clearly see her most intimate area. Anna teased him like this because she knew that while Oliver was on duty, he could not come upstairs to meet her. Oliver could not visit Anna during the day because inspectors from the security company he worked for would come several times to check on all the guards. If Oliver was not seen near his security cabin during those inspections, he could lose his job. That is why he was forced to stay at his post.

However, they often engaged in steamy phone sex chats. During these conversations, Anna would become wet with excitement, and Oliver would often have to pleasure himself. Oliver would frequently tell Anna how badly he wanted to make love to her, and she would say the same. But both were helpless because it was impossible during the day, and at night Vince was always at home. Oliver thought that to be with Anna, he would have to take a day off sometime or ask another watchman to replace him for a short while. He would have to request the night-shift guard to cover for him. Oliver had considered this idea many times.

Going back in the story, one night Anna had come outside in the middle of the night, and an old watchman had helped her upstairs.

**Flashback Chapter 21**

The watchman held Anna and started walking towards the lift. Inside the lift, the man’s hand was on her shoulder and Anna rested her head on his chest for comfort, pretending to be completely intoxicated. Her breasts were pressed against his chest, and the man began to feel aroused holding such a beautiful young woman alone in his arms in the middle of the night. The watchman looked at her deep cleavage and found it difficult to control himself, but he somehow managed and said, “So your husband doesn’t have any cigarettes at all?”

Anna made her eyes look even more intoxicated and replied, “No, he doesn’t smoke. A friend came over and left, and now I want to smoke. My husband is sleeping but I can’t fall asleep…”

The man thought to himself, “Her husband is sleeping and this young, beautiful woman is out alone so late at night. Women like her become wild when their husbands don’t take care of them. I can make love to her right now. Let me try my luck. I’ll take her inside the house, and if her husband is drunk and asleep, I’ll push her down and enjoy this gorgeous woman…”

**Flashback Ends**

What had actually happened that night was that seeing Anna in that condition had made the old watchman, whose name was Robin, extremely aroused. Robin had thought that if Anna's husband was asleep in a drunken state, he would enter the house and make love to her. But James had come out at that moment, forcing Robin to leave. However, after returning to his security cabin that night, Robin became fully hard. He pleasured himself while thinking about Anna's body right there in the cabin. Anna was much younger than even his own daughter, and he had never imagined in his life that one day such a young woman would excite him so much.

He had seen almost all of Anna's breasts that night because she was not wearing a bra under her Nightdress. Feeling her beautiful, round, fair breasts pressed against his chest and inhaling the sweet scent of her body, he had pleasured himself vigorously. Anna had been pretending to be intoxicated that night and looked so hot and seductive that Robin could think of nothing but making love to her.

After that night, Robin had wandered near Anna's flat on many other nights, but he could not do anything. Robin always worked the night shift because he had a small part-time job during the day. After becoming attracted to Anna, he started coming around the apartment complex even during the day. He would chat for hours with the day-shift watchmen. Every time he came, he would meet Oliver and would claim that he was just passing by and had come for a quick round.

One day when Robin came to meet Oliver, Oliver requested him to replace him for one hour. Robin happily agreed to help. Still, Robin casually asked what urgent work Oliver had to do in one hour and joked about it.

Robin: “You are not going to make love to some playful beautiful girl, are you? Let me tell you one thing, there is a very sexy and hot woman in this apartment. I really want to make love to her. Her name is Anna. One night she came downstairs completely drunk, wearing a Nightdress, and I helped her go back upstairs. I pressed and felt her entire body. I was about to enter her room, but some useless fellow came out at that time and I had to leave. Otherwise, I would have made love to that beautiful girl. I really want to enjoy her…”

Oliver found this very amusing and asked, “Uncle, you also desire her. Wow… Tell me when exactly did this happen, how many days ago?”

Robin: “Son, she is very hot and sexy. She has filled me with youth again. I think she will let me make love to her if I go to meet her…”

Oliver: “She will definitely let you, uncle. She will surely allow you.”

Robin: “Really? Have you been with her?”

Oliver: “Uncle, that is exactly why I asked you to replace me. I was going to meet her right now. But now I have changed my mind. You go and make love to Anna.…”

Robin: “You will do me a great favor if you give me this chance, son. I have become crazy for her since that night. Is she alone right now?”

Oliver: “Yes, uncle, she is alone. You go and ring the doorbell. As soon as she opens the door, push your way inside quickly. And make love to her passionately, uncle. Go, uncle, go and come back to tell me how it was. Hurry up now…”

Robin: “Really? You have already been with her? Tell me, what does she like? Does she enjoy rough love or is she shy? I think I will be a bit rough with her. This is my first chance to make love to a modern high-society wife, and I want to take out all my frustration. I stay awake at night so they can sleep peacefully. Today I will take my revenge.”

Oliver whispered in Robin’s ear, “Uncle, I lost my virginity to that same Anna. She was very gentle with me, but you can do whatever you feel like. I am sure she will enjoy it. Just promise me that after you return, you will tell me everything in detail…”

Robin: “Alright, I am going then. I have pleasured myself many times thinking about her in my old age. You have given me a lot of courage by telling me all this, son. I hope you are not lying about anything and I won’t face any problem…”

Oliver: “Uncle, why would I lie to you? I have told you everything truthfully, God promise. I have told you one hundred percent truth. Just make sure to tell me on which night she came downstairs to meet you. Because that night I was not on duty. I would have taken her to the underground parking and made love to her that night…”

---

The days had settled into a secret rhythm of hidden desires and stolen moments. Oliver's daily calls and rooftop meetings with Anna added a thrilling layer of excitement to their lives. Anna found herself enjoying the power she held over Oliver, teasing him knowing he could not reach her during duty hours. Their phone conversations grew increasingly intimate, filled with longing words and fantasies that left both of them breathless and wanting more.

Robin’s sudden involvement brought a new wave of tension and possibility. The old watchman’s raw hunger for Anna, born from that one intoxicated night, had turned into an obsession. His willingness to help Oliver was not entirely selfless; it was driven by his own deep yearning to experience the same pleasure Oliver had described.

Anna, unaware of the conversation happening downstairs, continued her life with a calm exterior that hid the growing web of secret connections around her. Vince’s suspicions and observations added another dimension of complexity, making every interaction layered with emotion, risk, and sensual anticipation.

The apartment complex, once a quiet place, had become the center of unspoken passions, where desires crossed boundaries and new opportunities for pleasure continued to unfold in the shadows of everyday life. Each character moved with their own motives—Oliver seeking more chances, Robin chasing a long-awaited dream, and Anna balancing her secret thrills with her married life. The air carried the weight of anticipation, promising more heated encounters and emotional revelations in the days to come.


Robin: “I’ll tell you everything when I come back. For now, let me go and try my luck. I’ll meet you in a little while, son. Thanks very much…”

Anna had just stepped out of the shower and was wrapped only in a towel. She sat in front of her makeup desk, drying her hair with a hair dryer. In the mirror in front of her, her bare shoulders, thighs, and deep cleavage were clearly visible. Anna smiled softly while looking at her own body in the mirror, perhaps thinking about some man who made her feel desired. She switched off the hair dryer and slowly ran her fingers from her shoulder downward, gently tracing toward her breasts as she admired herself in the reflection. Just then, the doorbell rang.

Anna wondered for a moment, “Should I open the door as I am, or should I put on a gown first?” She hesitated briefly but then decided to go as she was. She walked to the door wearing only the towel.

Robin looked at Anna from bottom to top with his mouth open in amazement. Anna had one hand pressed against her chest to hold the towel in place, while the other hand gripped the door handle. She stared at the old man’s face with great surprise. The towel barely covered the top of her thighs, leaving most of her smooth legs exposed. Robin’s joy knew no bounds at the sight. Both of them stared at each other silently for a few moments before Robin finally broke the silence.

Robin: “Hmm… uh… can I… can I get a glass of water please? I need to take a pill. You recognize me, right? I am the security guard here, the night watchman…”

Anna took one step back to let him inside and said, “Yes, yes, I know you, uncle…”

After entering the house, Anna headed toward the kitchen to get water, while Robin stood in the lounge, looking around here and there, wiping his forehead with a handkerchief.

*****

As soon as she reached the kitchen, Anna's mind went back to that night when she had gone out looking for Oliver. Instead, she had met this old watchman in the security cabin downstairs. She remembered how she had pretended to be drunk that night and how this watchman had helped her upstairs. At that time, Anna had not been fully sure of his intentions, but she had a slight suspicion. Now she wondered whether she should go and change her clothes first or do it after giving him the water, since she was only wrapped in a towel. She also recalled how, on the way upstairs that night, the watchman had touched her body in different places and how closely he had pressed against her.

Meanwhile, Robin was already fully aroused. He was thinking of pulling Anna into his arms the moment she came back with the water. He imagined pushing her down onto the couch right in front of him and making passionate love to her. From where he stood in the lounge, the sofa was directly in front of him. He carefully observed every corner of the house. But his plan did not work out because instead of handing him the glass, Anna placed it on the table and said,

Anna: “Here is the water, uncle. I’ll go and change quickly…”

With that, Anna walked into her bedroom to get dressed.

Robin felt disappointed and tried to peek into her room, which Anna had not closed completely. Anna picked up her dress and went behind the door to wear it. Robin tried hard to catch a glimpse but failed. He wanted to walk straight into her room but then thought she might get scared and the situation could turn bad. So he decided to sit and wait patiently.

Robin thought to himself, “Let’s see what she wears when she comes out. Who knows, she might look even sexier in whatever dress she chooses…”

He planned to start by complimenting her outfit and slowly get closer to her that way. He hoped that whatever Anna wore would make her look hot and seductive. A short while later, Anna came out of the room and sat in front of Robin in that dress.

For a few moments, Robin was completely speechless seeing her like that. He could not utter a single word. He wondered whether Anna was deliberately trying to make him admire her or if it was simply her habit to dress this way. His eyes were fixed on her thighs, then moved up to her shoulders where he noticed her bra straps, and finally he looked at her beautiful smile. Robin swallowed hard, cleared his throat, and tried to speak.

But before he could say anything, Anna shifted her position on the sofa, taking a new pose right in front of him.

Robin noticed the soft skin under her arms, her flowing open hair, and how tightly the bra straps hugged her fair body. He also saw some love bites on her arms, marks left from passionate sucking. Anna was gently running her fingers through her hair.

Robin’s gaze then moved between her thighs. Seeing her soft, smooth, and sexy legs displayed so openly in front of an almost stranger made him burn with even greater desire. His body trembled as he looked at her. A strong urge rose inside him to devour her right there and then.

Anna got up from the sofa, walked past Robin, and went to the other side of the lounge where the bar counter was. She sat on the high stool where Vince usually sat while making his drinks. The way she sat gave Robin a clear and tempting view. How could he possibly control himself now?

Anna behaved with her usual sweet smile, the same warm and normal way she interacted with everyone. This gave Robin more courage to move closer and talk to her. But he kept wondering—was Anna deliberately seducing him? Was she expecting him to come for this very reason? Or was this simply her natural behavior? These thoughts kept running through Robin’s mind.

Still, Robin stepped forward, stood close to her, and said, “Do you remember that night when you came to me? That night I wanted to come inside with you, but that young man suddenly appeared, so I had to go back…”

Anna smiled while looking at his face and replied, “Yes, I remember…”

Robin: “Did you know that I wanted to come inside with you that night?”

Anna: “Yes, I knew it at that very moment…” Saying this, Anna lowered her head and gently bit her lower lip.

Robin understood that she was within his reach and he had been worrying unnecessarily. He thought Oliver had been right—she would easily allow him to be intimate with her. Robin wondered how such a beautiful, young, modern woman could be so easily approachable. He could hardly believe his luck. He thought that perhaps Anna was in the mood right now and he was fortunate to have come at the perfect time. Without wasting any more moments, Robin came straight to the point and said.

Robin: “So do you know why I wanted to come inside with you that night? You said your husband was sleeping drunk and you were also intoxicated, so why do you think I wanted to go inside with you?”

Anna stood up, took two steps toward the sofa, and said, “Yes, I know why you wanted to come inside… because you knew my husband was drunk and asleep…”

Robin adjusted his hardness inside his pants and moved even closer to Anna. He gently rubbed his nose against her neck, inhaling her scent, and said, “Wow… what a fragrant body you have. That same lovely scent came from you that night too. The fragrance of your body attracts me so much, my dear…”

Anna smiled, looked to the side, bit her lower lip, and said, “So you have come today with the same intention you had that night? Asking for water was just an excuse, wasn’t it?”

By now, Robin had pressed himself against her body. He did not waste any time and quickly pulled Anna into his arms, holding her tightly against his chest, eager to capture her lips with his.

But Anna turned her face to the side, placed her hand on his cheek, and said, “What’s the hurry? I don’t like it so fast. Relax. There is no need to rush. I am completely free and we have plenty of time. You are not on duty right now, are you? So take it easy…”

---

Anna, on the other hand, felt a strange thrill running through her veins. She could sense the raw longing in the old watchman’s eyes, and it stirred something playful and mischievous inside her. Though she maintained her composed exterior, her heart raced with anticipation. She enjoyed the attention, the way he struggled to control himself in front of her. It gave her a sense of empowerment and freedom that she rarely experienced in her daily life.

Robin’s breath grew heavier as he stood close to her. The scent of her freshly showered body, the softness of her skin under the thin fabric, and the memory of that drunken night made his pulse quicken. He wanted to devour her, to release all the frustration of his lonely nights, yet her words asking him to slow down made him pause with respect and growing fascination.

The lounge felt smaller, warmer, and charged with sensual energy. The afternoon light filtering through the windows cast a soft glow on Anna's skin, highlighting every curve and making her look even more irresistible. Robin’s hands trembled slightly as they rested on her waist, feeling the warmth beneath the towel and dress. He was torn between his urgent desire and the surprising patience Anna demanded.

Anna's eyes sparkled with a blend of curiosity and subtle challenge. She was testing him, seeing how far he would go, how much he could hold back. In her heart, she felt a mix of excitement and slight nervousness about where this unexpected visit might lead. Yet she remained graceful and in command, guiding the moment with gentle authority that left Robin both enchanted and eager for more.

Their bodies stood close, almost touching, breathing in sync as the unspoken promise of intimacy hung heavily in the air. The emotional depth of the moment was rich—years of suppressed longing in Robin meeting the playful sensuality of a young woman who had discovered her own power. What started as a simple visit was quickly turning into something far more intense, filled with layers of desire, hesitation, and mutual exploration that would leave a lasting impression on both of them.


Anna slipped out of his arms and walked over to sit on the sofa directly in front of him. She slowly parted her thighs, and this time her white panties became clearly visible to Robin. Anna sat there completely relaxed and looked into his face as she asked.

Anna: “That night, thinking my husband was heavily drunk, you wanted to have me and spend time with me, right?”

Robin simply nodded at first, then said, “Yes, that is exactly what I thought. You told me it was a birthday celebration and your husband was asleep in a drunken state. So my intention was that since you were alone and in that condition, I could also enjoy some pleasure…”

Anna smiled softly and walked towards him. Coming close, she caught hold of his collar, pulled him towards herself, and said, “That night, I needed exactly that, and I was hoping you would come inside to satisfy my thirst.”

Robin’s body tingled with excitement upon hearing her words. This time he immediately pulled Anna into his embrace and moved his mouth towards hers. Anna opened her lips, allowing his tongue to enter and mingle with hers. Robin’s hands were firmly massaging her soft curves while his hardness, still inside his pants, rubbed against her through the thin fabric of her dress as they kissed passionately. He somehow managed to lift her short dress and continued rubbing himself against her panties. Anna's fingers slowly began opening the buttons of his shirt one by one. She placed her palm on his chest and gently ran it through the grey hair there. Anna kissed his neck, and soon his shirt fell to the floor. Their mouths remained locked together while their hands worked to remove each other’s clothes. They were both standing at that moment. Since Anna wanted everything to happen slowly and comfortably, Robin was no longer in a hurry. He kissed and licked her neck, particularly enjoying the thin bra straps. He ran his tongue along them, tasting her skin. Gradually, Robin began to grow more intense and wild. He became rougher with Anna. He pulled hard at her panties and growled in a husky voice, “So you want to be with an old man like me, thinking perhaps I won’t be able to satisfy you, huh? I will show you real passion. Just wait a little. Maybe your husband doesn’t please you properly, that’s why you need others. You crave intense moments. Let me give you that pleasure now…”

Anna felt a wave of fear hearing his words and pleaded softly, “Please… don’t use such harsh words. I don’t like being spoken to like that. Please be gentle with me.”

Robin was becoming even more aggressive. In a heavy voice he said, “Gentle with you? Not at all. You deserve to be loved by many men together. You are playing with fire by inviting a stranger into your home while your husband is away. You should be taught a proper lesson. You need strong passion, and I like it that way. I will give it to you exactly like that.”

Robin twisted Anna's arms behind her back and pushed her onto the sofa. By then he had become completely bare, and Anna was also without clothes. Anna cried out in pain as he twisted her arms roughly. Because it hurt, she almost wept and begged him to release her arms. But Robin ignored her pleas and sank his teeth into her soft curves, biting hard. It felt as if he would take a piece of her. Anna screamed loudly in pain. Then Robin slapped her and warned her not to make noise, threatening to hurt her more if she did. Anna began crying and begged him to let her go.

Robin gave her several hard slaps on her curves. He struck repeatedly until her skin turned red, and the marks of his fingers became clearly visible. Anna kept crying and looked at his face with fear, realizing she might have gotten involved with the wrong person this time. She asked him to leave and pleaded with him, but he refused. Then Anna said, “I will tell my husband and report this to the police…”

Robin replied, “If you tell the police anything, I will say that you secretly called me here after your husband left, and that you came to me that night wanting to be with me. I will tell everyone that we have been meeting like this regularly since that night. Your husband and the entire apartment will know what kind of woman you are. Do you want that? Then go ahead and call the police, and see what I do…”

Anna felt helpless and miserable at that moment. She had never imagined she would face such a situation with a man like this. Robin was rough and aggressive. Anna realized she could not fight back and would have to let him do what he wanted. She had no choice but to endure it silently.

Robin pressed her head down firmly and brought her mouth to his hardness, ordering her to take him in. Anna could not refuse. He pushed himself roughly into her mouth and began moving with force. His length reached deep into her throat. Robin thrust in and out with strong movements. Anna started coughing, struggling for breath, her nose running and tears flowing from her eyes. Still, Robin did not stop, continuing his rough rhythm. When Anna stopped sucking, he slapped her hard across the cheek. Her cheek turned bright red from the impact. He struck her again on the other side, causing a small cut at the corner of her lower lip from which a little blood appeared. Robin sucked on her lips until the bleeding stopped. While kissing her, he pushed his fingers between her thighs, inserting three fingers and moving them inside her.

After some time, Robin turned Anna onto her stomach on the sofa, bent her forward, and tried to push himself against her from behind. Anna resisted, pushed him away, and tried to protect herself. But how could she match a man’s strength? The old man was powerful and held her in such a way that escape was impossible. With her curves presented to him, he pushed his thumb inside her, followed by two more fingers, twisting them around. Anna screamed and begged him to stop. But he continued and finally applied saliva to himself before pushing deep inside her from behind and beginning to move.

However, Anna kept shifting and resisting, not letting him continue properly. She moved her waist so forcefully that his length slipped out three times. When he tried again, he had softened and could not continue. He rubbed himself between her curves and against her warmth, but remained soft. Anna looked at his face with teary eyes, then at his condition, and back at his face. She understood he would not be able to proceed because he had lost his arousal. Anna shouted angrily, “You old bull… you can’t even stay ready and you want to do this? Get out of here right now or I will kill you. You can’t perform, so you are taking out your anger on me. Get the hell out of here or I will make you bleed today…”

Robin grabbed her face firmly, brought it close to his hardness, and said, “You are the one who can make it ready again… Take it in your mouth, you wild woman. Suck it and it will become hard. Do it or I will cut your throat right now.”

This time Anna refused to take him in her mouth. Somehow she gathered all her strength and pushed the old man hard. He fell to the floor. Immediately, Anna grabbed her clothes, ran to her bedroom, locked the door from inside, and shouted, “Get out of here right now. Otherwise I am really calling the police. Get the hell out of here right now, you old bastard.”

Robin thought she might actually call the police, so he quickly put on his clothes and said, “I am leaving…”

Anna heard him close the main door from inside. Only then did she come out of her room. She saw that Robin had truly left. Yes, Anna had gone through even this kind of difficult experience.


The encounter had taken a sharp and unexpected turn, leaving Anna shaken and emotionally drained. What began with curiosity and a sense of playful control quickly slipped into something far more intense and frightening for her. She stood in her bedroom for a long time, breathing heavily, trying to calm her racing heart. Tears still lingered in her eyes as she touched the red marks on her body, feeling a mix of anger, fear, and regret wash over her.

Adrian had been waiting to meet Anna ever since the last time he had spent time with her, but the opportunity for both of them to be together had not come. After the day he had come to meet her from the office, they had not met at all. However, they often spoke secretly on the phone for a little while. After that, Anna had gone to her in-laws’ house for a festival and had not met Adrian since then. In between, she had met Steve, Oliver, and that old man Robin.

In the meantime, Adrian had called Anna many times on the phone, even when she was at her in-laws’ house. Among all those calls, there was one particular day when Adrian had pleasured himself while talking to Anna. They had engaged in a steamy phone conversation that day, which went something like this.

Adrian had told Vince that he had a dentist appointment during lunch time. He had parked his car in the underground parking of a private building after bribing the watchman, and then called Anna. He could have gone directly to her place, but he did not want to upset her by showing up without informing her. That is why he preferred to talk only on the phone. Actually, a day earlier, he had told Anna on the phone that he would come to meet her during lunch. But Anna had asked him not to come and said she would tell him when to come. So Adrian parked his car in an underground parking lot a little away from his office. He only had 45 minutes before he had to return to the office. Having intimacy from a distance was a strange yet exciting experience, and that is exactly what both of them enjoyed that day.

Even before speaking to Anna, Adrian was already aroused. Just thinking about her made him hard every single time, because he saw Anna only as a medium for his pleasure. Her face, her voice, her body, the scent of her skin, her smile — everything about her drove him crazy. The longing to hold her in his arms, her breathless moans, and her seductive gestures were more than enough to make any man lose control. And just thinking about all this would arouse Adrian intensely.

Anna had a special way of looking at someone that not every woman possessed. In the end, Adrian had started neglecting his own wife because of Anna. And whenever he was intimate with his wife, he would imagine Anna in his mind. He would role-play thinking of Anna, and only then could he perform with his wife. He had told this very thing to Anna that morning, after Vince had left for the office.

It was then decided that they would talk about this during lunch time. This had become a routine for both of them. Every morning, as soon as Vince left the house for the office, Adrian would leave his house, park his car somewhere on the way, and call Anna to talk for a while. Every morning at 9:30, Anna would wait for Adrian’s call. They would talk like two lovers for some time. The same thing would happen in the evening when Vince left the office to return home. Adrian would stop his car and start talking to Anna, and as soon as Vince’s car reached the apartment gate, Anna would tell Adrian that Vince had arrived, and they would end the call. At night, they would sometimes exchange messages, keeping in mind Vince’s presence — like when he went to take a bath.

Adrian called from the underground parking, and Anna picked up the phone immediately because she had been waiting for it.

Adrian sounded restless and said, “First tell me quickly what you are wearing right now and where you are. We don’t have much time, darling…”

Anna replied in a bubbly, playful voice, “Why are you in such a hurry, Mr. Adrian? I want to talk comfortably and take all the time. If you can’t be patient, then it’s very sad, Mr. Adrian…” There was mischief and naughtiness in her tone.

Adrian had no choice but to dance to Anna's tune. So he asked, “Alright, tell me what dress you are wearing. I will picture you in it…”

Anna: “I am wearing a simple blouse (Fitted top) and skirt…”

Adrian: “Describe the dress a little and tell me where you are right now — in the lounge or the bedroom?” Adrian adjusted his car seat a little back and leaned comfortably as if lying on a bed.

Anna: “Hmm… the skirt is a bit long, it comes below my knees, and the blouse (Fitted top) covers my waist properly. And no, I am neither in the bedroom nor in the lounge…” She laughed playfully and said, “I am on the rooftop right now, and looking at the road.”

Adrian: “Oh no… Please go inside… If you are looking outside, you won’t be able to concentrate. I want to talk about something special. Please go to your room… We have very little time, don’t waste it, Anna. Please go…”

Anna: “Okay, fine… I have come inside now. Tell me, what do you want to say?” Saying this, Anna closed the rooftop door and went to her bedroom while listening to Adrian.

Adrian: “Now lie down on your bed and do exactly what I tell you, please. It’s very important…”

Anna lay down on the bed, placing a pillow under her head, and asked, “What is so important?”

Adrian: “Now lift one of your legs slowly and pull your skirt up gradually. Let me see that fair, beautiful part of your skin and tell me how much you have lifted and what is visible, how far it is showing. Right now, I am trying to imagine that exact view in front of my eyes. Describe everything you see so I can feel like I am right there on the bed with you.”

Because Anna often played such role-plays with Vince, this was easy for her. And she found it quite interesting to do. She lay on her back, lifted her right leg, and gently pulled her skirt up. She looked at the fair skin of her thigh and said in a soft, whispering voice, “Done…”

Adrian: “What is done? You are not understanding. Describe everything to me… Tell me what you can see. Tell me how far the skirt is lifted and what view is coming…”

Anna laughed in her bubbly way and said, “My right leg is lifted up, and because the skirt is made of silky material, it has gathered between my thighs. My thigh is visible now. Happy, Mr. Adrian? Hehehe…”

Adrian sighed deeply and said, “Now open the buttons of your blouse (Fitted top). Keep the phone near the buttons while opening them. I want to hear the sound of the button opening.”

Anna bit her lower lip and began opening the buttons of her blouse (Fitted top), holding the phone close so Adrian could hear the sounds. Adrian’s voice grew heavier, and in that deep voice he said,

Adrian: “Now slowly run your palm from your neck down to your breasts and imagine it is my hand moving there. Come on, baby, do it…”

Anna liked the way he spoke and took a deep breath that Adrian could clearly hear. Then she ran her hand from her neck to her breasts and, breathing deeply again, asked, “What now, Mr. Adrian?”

Adrian: “Now unhook your bra and let me hear it on the phone.”

Anna: “For that, I will have to remove my blouse (Fitted top) first. Should I remove it?”

Adrian, growing more excited, said, “Yes, take off the blouse (Fitted top), my love…”

Anna was enjoying all of this. She removed her blouse (Fitted top), held the phone near her bra, unhooked it, and then asked, “Did you hear? Tell me what I just did?”

Adrian: “Yes, I heard. You have unhooked your bra, right?” Then, very excitedly, Adrian said, “Darling, now press the phone between your shoulder and ear and massage your breasts with both hands. Let me hear your voice, please baby, do it…”


The conversation continued with rising heat and intimacy. Anna's playful responses and Adrian’s eager instructions created a world of their own, filled with longing and sensual imagination. Even though they were miles apart, the connection between them felt intensely close. Anna's soft breaths and occasional giggles added sweetness to the moment, while Adrian’s heavy voice revealed his deep desire. Every word, every instruction, and every response was weaving a private fantasy that both of them were thoroughly enjoying in their own way. The limited time only made the exchange more thrilling and urgent.

Anna laughed again in her bubbly, playful manner and lay down properly on the bed. She pressed the phone against her ear and began gently massaging her own breasts with both hands. A soft, breathless moan escaped her lips, which Adrian found extremely arousing.

Adrian: “Yes, just like that. Now lift one of your breasts towards your mouth. Can you do that?”

Anna: “I have never tried this before, but let me try… Hmm… Yes, I can… Aahh… Ssshh… Hmm… That’s enough now, just enough…” Adrian understood that Anna had licked her own breast and did not want to go any further.

Adrian said, “My love, keep going. Run your tongue over it. Imagine it is my tongue moving there. Circle your nipple slowly with your tongue. You will enjoy it yourself. Think of me, feel me doing all this to you…”

Anna wanted to make Adrian happy, so she did exactly as he asked. The moment her tongue touched her nipple, she let out such a passionate, trembling moan that she herself became restless. Hearing her breathless sighs and aroused voice, Adrian became fully hard. He gripped himself tightly in his hand.

Anna spoke in a pleading, helpless voice, “That’s enough now, I can’t do more. You should be happy that I did this much. If I do any more, I will lose control. I can’t…”

Adrian: “No, no, please… Don’t stop at this point. Listen to me. I am so thirsty for you. Please quench my thirst, my love. Now lift your skirt all the way up to your stomach so your panties are visible. Describe everything to me, please my darling…”

Anna did as he asked. She pulled her skirt completely up to her stomach and looked at her own breasts and panties. Then she said, “I have lifted the skirt all the way up. My panties and stomach are visible now…”

Adrian growled with desire, “Baby, now pull your panties down to your knees. Then stop there. Let me hear the sound of your panties sliding down on the phone. Come on, sweetheart, please do it…” As he spoke, Adrian let out a soft moan.

At that moment, Anna was running her fingers over her panties while listening to Adrian. She thought that since she was alone in the house and no one could see her, there was no harm in doing this. She held the phone close to her panties with one hand, lifted her hips slightly, and slowly pulled her panties down to her knees.

Adrian heard everything clearly. He understood that Anna had really lowered her panties. The sound of fabric sliding against skin was audible on the phone, and he caught every bit of it. In his mind, Adrian was imagining how Anna was lying on the bed with her skirt pulled up and panties down to her knees, her breasts and most intimate area completely exposed. Anna put the phone back to her ear and took a deep breath.

Adrian said softly, “Now listen and tell me what I am doing?” Then he moved his phone down to his pants, unzipped them, and asked, “Tell me what I just did?”

Anna: “I am not a child that I won’t understand. You have opened your zip, haven’t you?”

Adrian: “Yes, my love, absolutely right. So now I can feel you. Your panties are pulled down to your knees on the bed, your breasts are bare. My hardness is ready to enter you, Anna. Now think of my manhood. Take it out of my underwear with your soft hands, my love… I have been waiting so eagerly. Don’t tease me anymore. I am desperate for your touch.”

Anna replied in a gentle, soft voice while taking a deep breath, “How can I do that? You are so far away. You take it out yourself and feel that I am doing it…”

Adrian: “Yes, my love… Here it is, I have taken it out of my underwear. My thick, hard length is ready to reach your lips. It is eager for the touch of your wet lips and tongue. Take it in your mouth, my love. Suck it, my darling…” His voice was filled with desperate longing, his breathing ragged and heavy.

Anna herself became restless and said in a trembling voice, “Oh my God… What is happening? What are you doing to me, Mr. Adrian…”

Adrian: “Baby, now place your fingers on your warmth and rub gently. Massage between your soft folds. When they become a little wet, tell me. I am licking my own length with saliva here and about to pleasure myself. I am imagining your body close to me. Listen to the sound of me stroking on the phone. You can hear everything. You also rub your palm on your warmth just like me. I want to hear you doing it, and you listen to me. Let’s start, darling…”

And with that, Adrian took a deep breath and began pleasuring himself.

Anna was listening. Her heartbeat quickened, sweat formed on her skin, her breathing became faster, and she could clearly hear the rhythmic sounds coming from Adrian’s phone — “Pouch-pouch, fuch-fuch,h fuchuk-fuchuk…”

Anna felt deep sympathy for Adrian and slowly placed her finger on her warmth. She began rubbing herself gently at first, then with increasing speed. She moved the phone closer to her warmth so Adrian could hear. Now Adrian could also clearly hear the wet sounds of her finger moving in and out. The “fuch-fuch, fuchuk-fuchuk” sounds reached him clearly, along with Anna's soft, passionate moans. Adrian began stroking himself faster and growled with greater intensity.

On the other side, Anna's moans grew louder too. In a thin, trembling voice she asked, “Can you hear me? I am completely wet now, Mr. Adrian. I have never done this on the phone before. You are amazing, Mr. Adrian… I can feel you inside me right now. You are incredible, Mr. Adrian… Sssshh… Aahh… Adrian ohh…..”

Hearing Anna in that state, Adrian cried out, “Aahhhh… I am coming… I am releasing, Annaaa…” He pressed himself tightly in his hand and released. Some of his essence even landed on the car windshield. Adrian began breathing heavily but continued talking.

Anna pressed her face into the pillow, feeling sorry for Adrian as she listened to him. She knew exactly what had happened — Adrian had pleasured himself while thinking of her and imagining her close to him. She felt deep regret hearing him pant and struggle like that.

Anna thought how wonderful it would have been if Adrian had been lying on her bed with her at that moment. Still keeping her fingers inside her warmth, she pressed her thighs together and said softly to Adrian, “I am very sorry, Mr. Adrian. Please forgive me… I have troubled you so much, made you wait and suffer like this… Please, I am really very sorry…”

Adrian took a deep breath, clenching his jaw, and replied, “Don’t worry, my love… Very soon we will do all this for real, not just on the phone, okay Anna?”

Anna: “I am feeling really bad, Mr. Adrian. It hurts me that I didn’t let you come. I feel so guilty. You could have been here right now instead of doing this over the phone. You can do one thing — take a half-day leave and come here. I want to make it up to you now.”

While cleaning himself inside the car, Adrian replied, “No, Anna, I cannot take leave. Vince will become suspicious if I take time off… He might follow me. It will be risky for us. Don’t worry, I will be on your bed with you very soon. Anyway, thank you so much for being with me right now. I really enjoyed it. Thanks very much. Muaahh… Bye, I have to go now. We will meet soon, my love…”

The intimate phone conversation left both of them emotionally and physically charged. Anna lay on her bed for a while longer, her body still tingling with unfulfilled desire and a strange mix of guilt and excitement. She felt a deep tenderness toward Adrian’s longing, yet also a sense of power in how easily she could affect him. The secret connection between them was growing stronger with each passing day, even if it remained hidden from the world.

Adrian, sitting in his car, tried to compose himself before returning to the office. His heart was full of affection and frustration. He wanted more than just these stolen phone moments, but for now, they were all he could have. The memory of Anna's soft moans and playful voice stayed with him throughout the day, making it difficult to focus on anything else.

Their secret routine had become a beautiful yet painful addiction — brief moments of connection that left them both wanting more. In the quiet spaces between their real lives, these conversations were their only escape, filled with passion, tenderness, and the promise of something deeper in the future.
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