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Disclaimer

This book, “A Promotion's Hidden Cost : My Wife's Secret Fantasy (Fifth  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 A Promotion's Hidden Cost : My Wife's Secret Fantasy (Fifth  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.


Fourth Edition:.” A Promotion's Hidden Cost”

Vince’s deepest desire has always been to watch his beautiful young wife, Anna, surrender to another man. What began as whispered role-play in the bedroom has now evolved into something far more dangerous — and intoxicating.

As Anna blossoms from a shy, innocent bride into a confident, sensual woman, she finds herself drawn deeper into a world of forbidden pleasure. With Vince’s encouragement, the boundaries blur between fantasy and reality. Old flames return, new temptations arise, and the watchful eyes of multiple men — from the charming colleague Adrian to the bold security guard Oliver and the experienced older neighbor Steve — turn their quiet apartment into a stage for secret desires. But when one passionate encounter leads to another, Anna discovers pleasures she never imagined. Now, with Vince’s ultimate fantasy inching closer to reality, the question remains: How far will Anna go? And how much can their marriage endure when fantasy becomes flesh? Double Trouble is the sizzling fourth installment in the My Wife's Secret Fantasy series — a bold, addictive journey of love, lust, betrayal, and awakening. Packed with intense passion, emotional complexity, and steamy encounters, this edition takes the heat to explosive new levels.


A Promotion's Hidden Cost : My Wife's Secret Fantasy (Fifth  Edition)


Oliver couldn't hold back any longer. How could anyone resist when a young, stunning, hot, and incredibly sexy woman was sitting or lying on the bed right in front of him like that? Just look at the space between her thighs... those full, shapely thighs... oh God, it was driving him wild with desire.

Oliver's eyes remained fixed on her thighs, unable to tear away even for a moment. His hand slowly moved upward, inch by inch, gliding over the soft, velvety smoothness of her skin with his palm, savoring every delicate touch as if he were discovering a forbidden treasure. Anna was now even closer to him on the bed, shifting into various poses—sometimes sitting up with a teasing arch in her back, sometimes lying down with languid grace, her body inviting his gaze like a magnet.

At times, Oliver's eyes drifted to the inner curves of her thighs, then up to her shoulders, lingering on the delicate straps of her bra, and then lower to the tempting valley of her cleavage. But more than anything, he was captivated by her thighs. Occasionally, when Anna changed positions, he would steal glances deeper, trying to catch a glimpse of her panties beneath. And Anna wasn't hiding it at all. In fact, it seemed as though she was deliberately posing and lying in ways that revealed more to him, inviting his hungry eyes. Several times, her white panties came into full view, and she knew exactly what Oliver was staring at. Yet she didn't mind; instead, she allowed his gaze to undress her completely, embracing the heat building between them with a quiet thrill.

Anna's skin was so incredibly smooth and flawless that anyone would feel an irresistible urge to taste it, to kiss and suckle until faint red marks bloomed like passionate secrets across her body. Her playful, mischievous nature gave Oliver even more courage to push forward. His hand ventured further beneath the hem of her short nightdress, exploring with growing confidence. When his fingers finally brushed against her panties, right over the soft, raised mound of her most intimate place, that warm and yielding flesh, Oliver felt a shiver race through his entire body.

This was the first time in his life that Oliver had touched a woman there with his fingers. A bead of pre-cum escaped from his throbbing hardness. Swallowing hard, he looked up into Anna's face, feeling a tremor of excitement and nervousness ripple through his muscles. He was shaking, his hands trembling with the intensity of the moment. By then, Anna had lain back fully on the bed. She was breathing deeply, her full breasts rising and falling with each breath, and the sight filled Oliver with a rush of pure delight and arousal.

From his hidden corner, Vince watched his wife's reactions intently, with deep fascination and focus. This was exactly what he had wanted to witness—to observe every detail in a relaxed, unhurried way. He took in Anna's flirtatious gestures, her naughty playfulness with another man, the growing closeness, and her bold approach. Vince absorbed it all with careful attention, his heart pounding with a mix of emotions.

Vince felt a surge of happiness and excitement seeing how comfortably Anna had stretched out on the bed before Oliver, clad in that revealing dress. In that instant, he wondered what thoughts were swirling in Anna's mind. Was she imagining the role-playing scenarios she often shared with him every night? Did she feel as if she were with one of those fantasy characters right now? Or was she thinking of Vince even in this heated moment, or fully immersed in the connection with Oliver? These questions stirred a whirlwind in Vince's mind as he continued to watch her expressive face.

Oliver felt as though his long-held dream was finally coming true. It seemed surreal, like he was living in a vivid fantasy. He questioned inwardly if this was truly happening with Anna or if it was just another heated imagination, the kind he indulged in during his private moments. The sensations felt so real, so overwhelming, blending dream and reality into an intoxicating haze.

When Oliver's finger gently touched her most sensitive spot through the thin fabric of her panties, Anna shivered visibly. She clutched the bedsheet tightly in her fist, pulling at it as waves of pleasure coursed through her. Looking into Oliver's eyes with a mischievous, seductive smile, she bit her lower lip, her tongue pressing against her teeth in playful restraint. Oliver met her gaze, his lips brushing softly against the silky skin of her inner thighs as he moved upward with deliberate slowness.

Anna lifted one leg gracefully, making her panties clearly visible to Oliver in that instant. He raised his head to look at her, wondering if she was doing this to make it easier for him or if she was lost in her own rising passion. His confidence soared, and he continued his exploration with renewed ease. Soon, he began trailing his tongue along her thighs, licking and teasing as he inched higher and higher, drawing closer to the edge of her panties with every sensual stroke.

Breathing heavily with soft, whimpering sighs, Anna murmured, “Mmmmmm... yes, Oliver, keep going. Ahhh... but I'm a little scared that Vince might come back too soon...”

By then, Oliver's lips had reached her panties, and he growled with desire, “Don't worry, he won't be back yet. We have all the time in the world, my goddess of passion...” He licked the fabric, which was already damp from her arousal. Yes, Oliver's touches had made her wet with longing.

From his vantage point, Vince could see everything clearly, including the visible wetness on Anna's panties. Just as he had instructed, Oliver positioned his head in a way that gave Vince the perfect view. A few times, Oliver tried to glance around to check if Vince was watching, but he couldn't spot him. He didn't know the exact hiding place, but he was aware that Vince could see and hear every intimate detail unfolding.

Oliver sucked gently on her panties right over her core, sending a fresh wave of shudders through Anna's body. She trembled, arched with need, and let out deep, gasping breaths mixed with soft cries. Suddenly, Anna grabbed Oliver's head with both hands and pressed it firmly between her thighs, holding him there with urgent passion.

It felt as if Oliver's neck was deliciously trapped between her strong, plush thighs. Then, Oliver moved his hands up to her breasts, squeezing them firmly over the thin dress. Anna gasped and writhed in response, her body twisting with overwhelming sensations. Encouraged by her reactions, Oliver kneaded and caressed them with more intensity, drawing louder, more desperate moans from her lips that echoed with raw pleasure and surrender.

Down below, Oliver began tugging Anna's panties downward using his teeth. Realizing she should give him better access, Anna relaxed her thighs. Oliver's head was freed from their warm embrace. With slow, careful movements, he slid the panties off completely. Anna helped by lifting one leg high, allowing them to slip away, yet Oliver's mouth never left her intimate folds. His tongue and lips continued to explore and taste her even as his hand finished removing the fabric.

A soft cry escaped..

Anna: “Uffff... oh God... ahhhh...” Her sweet nectar had trickled down her thighs, and Oliver eagerly licked every drop, cleaning her skin with devoted hunger.

Oliver pushed her dress up to her waist, leaving her completely bare from the hips down. Her rounded hips, slender waist, and luscious thighs became his feast. To make it easier for him, Anna spread her legs wide apart on either side. Since Oliver's hand was still on her breasts, Anna guided it toward her mouth, sucking on his fingers with wet, sensual pulls. Meanwhile, a cocktail of Oliver's saliva and her own arousal glistened on her core. As she sucked his finger, Anna let some saliva drip down her neck, wetting her throat sensually. Oliver could sense that her desire had reached a feverish peak, her body burning with need.

Meanwhile, Vince watched his wife in this vulnerable, passionate state, breathing slowly and deeply. He observed how Oliver was devouring her most private places and marveled at how willingly Anna surrendered to it all. Holding his own hardness in his hand, Vince continued to take in every moment, his mind swirling with complex feelings of arousal and intrigue.

Gradually, Oliver moved upward from Anna's stomach, kissing and licking a path toward her chest. He paid special attention to her navel and the sensitive skin below it, leaving faint red love marks that bloomed like erotic signatures across her body. By now, he had removed her dress entirely and shed his own clothes in a heated rush. Both were now naked in each other's arms on the bed, skin against skin. Anna's soft breasts pressed firmly against Oliver's chest in a tight, intimate embrace. They devoured each other's mouths with fierce kisses, rolling across the bed in a tangle of limbs, sometimes Oliver on top, sometimes Anna, their bodies grinding and claiming the sheets beneath them.

The passion was so intense and demanding that neither had any awareness of the world around them. Their mouths locked together, sharing breaths and tastes in a deep exchange. Their lungs heaved with ragged gasps from the prolonged, soul-stirring kisses. Suddenly, they both pulled back at the same moment, inhaling long, shaky breaths. At that point, Anna was positioned on top of Oliver, her hair cascading over his face like a dark, silky curtain, adding to the electric intimacy of the moment.

Their connection deepened with every touch, every shared glance filled with unspoken promises and overwhelming emotions. Anna's heart raced not just from physical pleasure but from the thrill of this forbidden yet consensual exploration, her body responding with waves of warmth and vulnerability. Oliver felt a profound mix of awe and lust, his hands exploring her curves as if memorizing every inch, cherishing the way she melted under his caresses. The air around them grew thick with desire, soft sighs turning into moans that spoke of building ecstasy. Vince, from afar, felt his own pulse quicken, a blend of jealousy, excitement, and deep affection for his wife's uninhibited spirit.

As they continued, the sensations built layer by layer—fingers tracing spines, lips brushing sensitive spots, bodies moving in a rhythm that felt both new and instinctively perfect. Emotions flooded in: the nervousness giving way to bold confidence for Oliver, the playful teasing evolving into genuine yearning for Anna, and for Vince, a voyeuristic satisfaction laced with love. Every movement carried depth, turning simple touches into profound connections of trust and passion. The night promised more, wrapped in this sensual dance where boundaries blurred and pleasures multiplied.


Anna gave her head a quick shake, tossing her long hair back over her shoulders. With a playful, naughty smile curving her lips, she gently bit her lower lip while gazing into Oliver's face. Taking a long, deep breath, she asked in a teasing whisper.

"Anna: So, Mr. Watchman Oliver has finally managed to get me completely naked on my own bed, hasn't he? You must be feeling incredibly proud of yourself right now, Oliver. Tell me, have you succeeded?"

At that moment, since Anna was positioned on top of him, Oliver's hardness was pressed firmly against her warmth, trapped in a delicious, intimate crush. He ached to move, to rub against her softness with building need. His strong arms wrapped around her back, fingers tracing slow, exploratory paths along her bare skin, sending tingles through both of them. Anna's arms encircled his neck like a loving necklace, holding him close. The contrast between their bodies created a striking, beautiful sight—Anna's fair, glowing complexion against Oliver's deeper, sun-kissed tone, their forms blending in a captivating mix of light and shadow that heightened every sensation.

Oliver replied with pure joy lighting up his face, his voice husky with emotion. "I always knew I would share this moment with you one day. I was completely sure of it. From the very first time I saw you, I promised myself that I would experience my first time only with you..."

As they spoke, both were breathing heavily, chests rising and falling in sync, the air thick with shared anticipation and desire. Anna continued in the same breathless tone, "Mmm... Then let me take a proper look at that innocent part of you. I'll be able to tell right away if any girl has ever touched it before, or if you're just telling sweet stories. Let's find out the truth together. If it really is untouched, then I'll enjoy it with great happiness, Oliver. I'm moving down now..."

Hearing these bold words, Vince felt no real surprise. He knew how demanding and expressive Anna could be during intimate moments. Still, he hadn't expected her to speak with the same open confidence to a stranger as she did with him. It stirred a complex swirl of feelings inside him—arousal mixed with curiosity about her desires.

Anna shifted gracefully downward, positioning herself near Oliver's hips while he remained lying flat on his back, his body tense with expectation. The moment her soft fingers brushed against his hardness, a powerful shiver ran through Oliver's entire frame, like an electric current racing up his spine. Beads of sweat appeared on his forehead, his lips trembled, and his eyes squeezed shut in overwhelming sensation. His arousal stood proud and firm, pointing upward as if reaching for her touch.

With incredible tenderness and care, Anna wrapped her gentle fist around him, stroking slowly and lovingly. She glanced up at his face, noting how his eyes were closed tight, his jaw clenched in intense focus. Then, with utmost affection, she leaned in and placed a soft kiss on his length, cradling it delicately in her warm palm. Her tongue emerged like a gentle serpent, tracing slow circles around the sensitive tip. She looked up again, seeing that he still kept his eyes shut, fists balled tightly as if fighting for control. His stomach rose and fell rapidly, legs quivering. It seemed as though Oliver's body was passing through an exquisite threshold of pleasure and vulnerability he had never known before, every muscle alive with new, intense feelings.

When Anna's tongue delicately circled the tip, tasting the salty hint of his excitement, a fresh wave of emotions flooded her. She felt a deep sense of power and connection, knowing she was his first. Glancing up once more, she saw his eyes remained closed, yet his face showed pure bliss from the warmth of her mouth. Like someone navigating in the dark, feeling their way with trust, Oliver reached out blindly with one hand, searching until he found hers. He interlaced their fingers tightly, pressing their joined hands firmly against his chest, all while keeping his eyes shut in surrendered ecstasy. The gesture spoke volumes of his trust, vulnerability, and growing emotional bond in this heated moment.

Anna allowed her hand to stay entwined with his, offering silent reassurance, while she slowly parted her lips and took him into the warm, welcoming heat of her mouth. The instant the sensation enveloped him, Oliver shuddered deeply, overwhelmed by the incredible, velvety warmth. His toes curled, hips lifting instinctively, which raised Anna's head slightly with the movement. Joy surged through him alongside indescribable pleasure, a bliss so profound it defied words. Yet because this was his very first experience, Oliver struggled to contain the flood of emotions washing over him. Tears of overwhelming joy pricked at his eyes; he felt like laughing and crying at the same time, caught in a beautiful storm of sensations. His lips quivered uncontrollably. If he had tried to speak, the trembling would have made it impossible. His legs shook, and a desperate part of him wanted to beg her to pause, the intensity almost too much to bear.

Anna understood perfectly that she was the first woman to bring him this kind of pleasure. With incredible gentleness and patience, she continued, giving him every bit of joy she could, moving with loving care. A sense of pride and happiness bloomed within her too, thrilled to have discovered such an innocent yet eager partner. She admired his length with open appreciation, kissing and cherishing it, pressing it softly against her breasts, rubbing it tenderly between them. Her tongue explored every inch from base to tip in long, sensual strokes. She lavished attention on him in countless affectionate ways, her actions filled with passion and playfulness that deepened the emotional connection between them.

Anna moved her mouth along him with rhythmic skill, mimicking the motion one might use in private moments but with far more warmth and care. She bobbed her head slowly up and down, applying just the right amount of pressure to make the sensations tight and incredibly pleasurable for him. Her fingers gently caressed the sensitive area below, heightening every feeling. Then, taking one of the soft spheres into her mouth with tender suction, Oliver let out a deep, involuntary groan of raw pleasure. She continued sucking and licking with steady devotion, her hands roaming over his stomach and lower back in soothing caresses that made his body sing with delight.

Oliver could no longer hold back. This was the first time a woman had ever taken him into her mouth, and the overwhelming sensations pushed him to his limit. He cried out loudly, "Enough... stop now... I'm going to... ahh, stop..."

But Anna didn't pause. She kept going with loving persistence, keeping him enveloped in her warmth. Oliver's hardness remained inside her mouth as she held him there securely, lifting her eyes to meet his face. He trembled, writhed, and finally opened his eyes, their gazes locking in a moment of profound intimacy. In that shared look, Oliver realized Anna wanted him to release fully into her care. With a final surge of pleasure, he gave in completely, spilling his essence into her welcoming mouth. Anna continued gentle strokes with her hand on the remaining length, drawing out every drop until he was spent, her movements full of affection and encouragement.

Afterward, Oliver felt a pang of guilt and looked at Anna with apologetic eyes. "I am so sorry, Anna. This was my first time, and I couldn't control myself. It felt incredibly amazing. You did everything so wonderfully, but I feel like I couldn't please you in return."

Anna let the last drop fall gently, then slowly released him. She gathered everything carefully before cleaning up with a tissue, her actions graceful and unhurried. Oliver pulled her up into his arms, capturing her mouth in a deep, passionate kiss. He tasted himself on her tongue, an intimate act that only strengthened their bond. They lost themselves once again in a long, soul-stirring kiss, bodies pressed tightly together, hearts beating in unison, emotions flowing freely between them—desire, tenderness, and a growing sense of shared adventure.

When the kiss finally broke, Oliver said with renewed determination, "Don't worry at all. In just a little while, I'll be ready again. I want to be inside you soon. And I really want to see you reach your own peak of pleasure..."

Vince, watching from his hidden spot, was on the edge himself from everything he had witnessed. Seeing his wife take another man's release into her mouth stirred a whirlwind of intense emotions within him—raw arousal, a touch of possessive jealousy, and deep fascination with her uninhibited side. He wondered privately if she had shared similar intimacies with others like Derek and James in the past. He would need to explore that later. For now, the sight fueled his own excitement.

Oliver then leaned in like a thirsty soul, lavishing attention on Anna's full breasts with gentle sucking and kisses, as if savoring something precious. If there had been actual milk, he might have been lost in it completely. Anna stretched languidly with a soft sigh and asked, "Do you think you can really go again so soon? Hmm... your hardness is still so strong. It didn't soften even after everything?"

Oliver replied with a confident smile, his voice filled with admiration and hunger. "Anna, you are so incredibly hot and seductive that I can't possibly soften without fully being with you. I've saved plenty of energy just for you. Don't worry—I will worship you completely and make you feel every bit of pleasure you deserve, right now. This next time will last much longer since I've already released once. My blood is still running hot for you. After all, I used to reach release three times in a row just thinking about you... so why wouldn't I be able to do this for real?"

With that, Oliver gently laid Anna back on the bed, his hands roaming over her body in worshipful strokes while his mouth returned to her breasts, sucking and teasing with renewed passion. This time, Anna closed her eyes fully, surrendering to the sensations, letting herself feel every touch, every emotion washing over her—warmth, anticipation, and a deepening connection that made her heart race with both vulnerability and excitement. The room filled with soft sounds of pleasure and breathing, building toward even greater intimacy as their bodies and emotions intertwined in a dance of trust and desire. Their shared moment continued to unfold with layers of feeling: Oliver's awe at finally living his fantasy, Anna's empowering thrill in guiding him, and the undercurrent of complex emotions from Vince's watchful presence. Each caress carried unspoken promises, turning physical closeness into something more profound, where pleasure met emotional depth in the quiet intensity of the night.


Oliver continued to lavish attention on Anna's full, soft breasts, sucking and kissing them with the innocent eagerness of a thirsty soul discovering something truly precious for the first time. Because Anna had not yet reached her peak of pleasure, she was thoroughly enjoying every single touch from Oliver across her sensitive skin in that heated moment. Waves of warmth and tingling delight spread through her body, making her feel alive and desired in ways that deepened her emotional surrender to the experience. At the same time, Oliver's hands explored further, sliding between her thighs with gentle curiosity, his fingers tracing the soft, yielding, and beautifully raised contours of her most intimate areas, savoring the velvety texture that made his heart race with awe and growing confidence.

Oliver licked and kissed her with increasing passion, his saliva leaving a glistening trail from her cheeks down to her neck, wetting her skin in a way that felt both naughty and intensely intimate. He moved lower, his tongue circling her navel and the delicate skin beneath her belly, then drifting to the neatly trimmed, short hairs above her core, teasing them lightly with the tip of his tongue. This sent Anna writhing on the bed like a graceful serpent, her body twisting and arching with uncontrollable pleasure, every movement revealing her building need and the trust she placed in him. The emotions swirling inside her—a mix of playful dominance, tender affection, and raw excitement—made the moment feel even more profound, as if they were not just sharing bodies but connecting on a deeper, unspoken level of vulnerability and desire.

The instant Oliver's mouth reached her most sensitive folds, Anna instinctively cradled his head in her hands, pressing him closer with urgent gentleness. Her fingers wove through his hair, stroking and encouraging him, which brought Oliver a profound sense of comfort and validation. It fueled his courage to explore further, making him feel cherished and wanted in this new, overwhelming chapter of his life. From his hidden vantage point, Vince watched his wife with rapt, fascinated attention, one hand wrapped around his own softened arousal. He felt a deep, complex happiness at finally witnessing Anna exactly as he had fantasized—uninhibited, radiant, and fully immersed. Yet a quiet realization settled in him: in this passionate instant, Anna seemed completely lost in the moment, her thoughts far from him. She was savoring every sensation from the man before her with genuine, unfiltered joy. Vince had longed to know if she could truly enjoy herself with someone else, and now the truth unfolded vividly before his eyes. Seeing her genuine delight with another man stirred a whirlwind of emotions in him—pride in her freedom, a pang of jealousy, and an undeniable thrill that only strengthened his love and curiosity about her desires. He pondered whether she would behave with the same passionate openness with any other partner, or if Oliver's innocence as a first-timer drew out this extra layer of attentive care from her. These thoughts added layers of emotional depth to Vince's silent observation, turning the scene into something far more meaningful than mere watching.

Oliver's arousal began to harden once more as Anna's hand slipped from his hair, trailing down his back and reaching lower to caress him with her soft, skilled fingers. The gentle play of her touch drew a heartfelt moan of pleasure from Oliver's lips, his body responding with fresh waves of excitement. Meanwhile, his tongue returned to her delicate petals, sucking and massaging them tenderly, which left Anna drenched in her own arousal. She twisted and turned on the bed in restless ecstasy, sometimes lifting her hips to present herself to his mouth, other times shifting to offer him access from different angles, her body communicating her needs without words. Anna was in constant motion, flipping and arching, giving Oliver full access to kiss, lick, and worship every part she offered, each touch sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her. She felt utterly uninhibited, every inch of skin he attended to blooming with delight and a growing emotional closeness that made her heart swell with affection for his eager devotion.

Slowly, Anna rose once more, taking Oliver's hardness back into her mouth without any prompting, her actions driven by her own desire to please and explore. Almost immediately, Oliver cupped her face in his hands, drawing her up into a deep, passionate kiss. Their tongues danced together as he tasted the intimate essence they shared, a gesture filled with raw emotion and trust. Anna responded with loving tenderness, her hands stroking his cheeks softly while she pressed her breasts against his chest, rubbing them sensually to heighten the connection. In that moment, Anna completely dominated the situation, appearing as a confident, guiding partner who took control with grace and sensuality. Oliver, lacking experience, willingly yielded to her lead, obeying her cues with a mix of nervousness and overwhelming gratitude, his emotions a beautiful blend of submission and budding passion.

While licking his cheek playfully, one hand still stroking his length, Anna whispered hotly into his ear, “You’ve never been inside a woman before, have you, baby? Mmm... Today it will enter its first warm home... Tell me, yes...”

Oliver trembled slightly, whispering back with honest vulnerability, “Yes... today will be the first time. I don’t know how it will feel, but I want to be inside you now, Anna. Should I?”

Anna gazed at him with deep affection and a mischievous smile, her eyes sparkling with anticipation and care. “Yes, baby, yes. I’ve been waiting so long to feel you inside me...”

With those words, she spread her legs wide and lay back on the bed, opening herself completely for him. Her eyes signaled with inviting warmth, encouraging Oliver to proceed. Seeing her like this—trusting, beautiful, and ready—made Oliver's arousal stand even firmer. He took himself in hand, stroking once with a clenched jaw to steady his nerves. Without wasting another second, he positioned himself between her parted thighs. He first teased the sensitive skin of her knee with his hardness, then pressed lightly against her inner thigh, building the tension deliciously before guiding himself toward her waiting warmth.

Throughout it all, Anna watched him steadily, her eyes locked on his with intense focus. She wanted to witness and feel every bit of his joy and discovery as he entered a woman for the very first time. Reading the emotions in the depths of his gaze, she offered encouragement through soft caresses with her palm, helping him build confidence. Finally, Oliver touched his tip to her entrance but paused, looking into her face with hesitation. Understanding this was his first time and sensing his natural nervousness, Anna gently took him in her hand and guided him inside. She lifted her hips, pushing upward to welcome him fully, allowing him to sink deep within her.

The moment he was completely sheathed inside, Anna let out a long, satisfied breath, while Oliver felt as if he had entered paradise. His face contorted in overwhelming pleasure, twisting into an expression of pure bliss as he groaned, “Sssss... Ahhh... Uhhh...” The sensations flooded him—warm, tight, and incredibly intimate—making his mind spin with joy and disbelief.

Anna lifted her head slightly, placing both hands on his waist and pulling him even deeper, savoring the full feeling of him inside her. Oliver, experiencing the incredible heat and embrace for the first time, was overjoyed, unsure whether to laugh or cry out from the sheer happiness flooding his heart. He closed his eyes, tilted his head back, and growled with raw emotion as he felt himself fully enveloped for the first time in his life. For years he had waited for this day, and ever since laying eyes on Anna, he had imagined this moment hundreds of times in private. Now, actually being inside the woman who had fueled his deepest fantasies brought indescribable pleasure, a profound emotional release that went beyond the physical. When Oliver opened his eyes again, he found Anna gazing right at him, appreciating his every reaction with warm understanding. She recognized the boundless joy radiating from him in that instant.

When she saw him looking back, Anna asked through her eyes, “What?”

Oliver replied breathlessly, “It’s so warm inside... Is it always this warm?”

Anna laughed softly and pulled him into a tight embrace, hugging him close with affection. “Yes, you silly man, that’s how it feels inside. Because it’s part of my body, of course it’s warm. Just feel it, Oliver, and enjoy your first time with me. Mmmuah...” She drew him even closer, kissing and licking his skin while gradually feeling his movements build. Oliver began to thrust slowly, in and out, his rhythm gaining confidence and speed with each passing moment. Above him, Anna devoured his mouth with growing wildness. She turned a little fierce like a passionate wildcat, gripping his hair in her fists and nipping at his face with her teeth, while her hips bucked upward to meet him, fully embracing the sensation of him moving deep within her.

Her arms wrapped around his shoulders, pulling him flush against her chest. Her breasts pressed tightly to his body, their skin slick and clinging together from the shared sweat that covered them both. It felt as if they were under a steamy shower, bodies glistening and sliding with heated effort. With one hand, Oliver tried to cup and caress one of her breasts—the very ones he had longed for over many months. He could hardly believe that today her entire being was offered to him like a treasured gift on a platter. Soon, both were panting heavily, breaths coming in ragged gasps. This time, Anna was the first to approach her climax. Her body trembled and writhed, a fire igniting deep within her. She cried out in ecstasy, “AAAhhh... Ssshh... Uffff... Yes, yes baby, come on... I am coming... Oh my God... It’s so good... Mmmm...”

Anna clutched Oliver tightly in her arms and bit down on his shoulder with passionate intensity, making him yelp. “It hurts, please stop...” he gasped. In response, Anna soothed the marks with her tongue, licking gently over the spots where her teeth had been. Oliver noticed how much easier his movements became now, gliding smoothly because Anna had released her pleasure fully, her core wonderfully wet and welcoming. His thrusts continued with newfound ease, carrying them both deeper into the waves of shared sensation and emotional connection.

The intimacy between them grew richer with every passing second—Oliver's face reflecting pure wonder and gratitude for this life-changing experience, Anna's heart filled with empowering joy at guiding him through it, creating memories that blended physical bliss with tender emotional bonds. Their bodies moved in harmony, sweat-slicked and passionate, while hidden emotions added depth: the thrill of discovery for Oliver, the sense of control and care from Anna, and Vince’s complex, aroused observation from afar. Each thrust carried not just pleasure but layers of trust, longing fulfilled, and the beautiful vulnerability of first times, making the encounter profoundly memorable and sensually alive.


Oliver kept his rhythm steady, his thrusts maintaining their passionate pace without slowing down even for a moment. Soon, he cried out in overwhelming pleasure, his voice thick with urgency. “Aaaahhh... Sssss... I’m about to finish! What should I do? Should I release inside or pull out? Tell me quickly!”

Even as Oliver asked, Anna took charge with loving confidence. She shifted her hips, wrapped her soft hand around his hardness, and began stroking him with skillful, rhythmic motions just like one would in private moments of self-pleasure. Her tongue swirled teasingly over the sensitive tip, tasting him once more with eager affection. She moved her hand along his length with practiced care, drawing out his climax. Oliver released across her breasts and neck in warm pulses, his body shuddering and twisting in the throes of intense release. Watching his essence flow over her beautiful skin filled him with a deep sense of pride and victory. In that heated moment, he felt like a conqueror who had achieved something long desired. Gratitude swelled in his heart toward the divine and toward Vince, whose help had made this dream of being intimate with Anna possible. Emotions of awe, satisfaction, and newfound confidence washed over Oliver, deepening the intimate bond they had just shared.

Vince, observing every passionate detail from his hidden spot, stroked himself with powerful intensity until he too reached his peak. The sight of Anna surrendering so joyfully to another man brought him immense pleasure. What thrilled him most was seeing Anna fully enjoying herself, her face glowing with genuine delight and freedom. For Vince, this was the heart of it all—watching his wife embrace pleasure on her own terms, relaxed and happy in the arms of another. He had witnessed exactly what he hoped for, and it filled him with profound happiness and reassurance. Now he felt certain that Anna could find the same level of enjoyment with someone else as she did with him. It added a thrilling new layer to their connection. Vince remained quietly hidden, eager to listen to their afterglow conversation, his emotions a rich mix of love, arousal, and satisfied curiosity.

Anna lay back, pulling Oliver into her warm embrace. Both were breathing heavily, their bodies glistening with sweat from their passionate exertions. As Anna breathed deeply, her full breasts rose and fell rhythmically, with Oliver's head resting comfortably against them. She let out a soft, playful giggle and took a long breath before speaking. “So, the apartment watchman has finally lost his virginity today.”

Oliver smiled, glancing toward the door as if trying to sense where Vince might be watching from. He reached up to touch the spot on his shoulder where her bite had left its mark. “Wow... you really drew blood there. How hard did you bite me? It’s still burning. Are you some kind of beautiful vampire woman?”

Anna laughed softly and silenced him with a tender, loving kiss full of affection and lingering desire. She then slipped out of bed, moving gracefully to the drawer to fetch some soothing ointment. As she walked naked across the room, Oliver watched her flawless figure with hungry admiration, thinking she looked like a heavenly angel who had descended from the skies, bare and radiant just for him. The sway of her hips and the glow of her skin stirred fresh emotions in him—deep longing mixed with gratitude for this unforgettable night. Vince, still observing, noticed the raw desire and passion shining in Oliver's eyes as he gazed at Anna, a look that spoke volumes about the younger man’s feelings.

Anna returned and showed Oliver the red marks he had left on her inner thighs from his passionate sucking and licking. She also pointed out the faint love bites along the sides of her breasts and under her arms, traces of his eager mouth that now adorned her body like intimate souvenirs. These little marks brought a shared smile between them, deepening the sense of their secret connection and the pleasure they had created together. Suddenly, Anna jumped up from the bed with playful urgency and exclaimed, “It’s time to go! You need to leave now. Vince will be back around 10 o’clock. Go, go, go, Oliver!”

Once their intimate encounter had concluded, Oliver and Vince met in the underground parking area, sitting inside Vince’s car to talk. Before Vince could ask anything, Oliver spoke up. “Sir, she might be watching from the terrace. She mentioned she would be up there at this time...”

Vince had not heard those earlier words because he had already slipped away when Anna urged Oliver to leave. He instructed Oliver to call Anna and tell her not to come to the terrace right now, otherwise the current watchman might figure everything out and realize Vince had come to meet her. Oliver did as suggested, making the call to ensure their privacy. Afterward, the two men continued their conversation.

Oliver began with evident joy and excitement. “So, sir, tell me how much you enjoyed everything. I hope you had a great time watching...”

Vince smiled warmly and replied, “I felt immense happiness, Oliver. I can’t even describe how much joy it brought me to see Anna in that state with you. She is quite a passionate woman, isn’t she, Oliver?”

Oliver looked into Vince’s eyes and nodded in agreement. Then he asked with genuine curiosity, “But sir, there’s one thing I don’t understand. You are her husband—how and why can you watch her being intimate with someone else? It doesn’t make sense to me. If I were her husband, I would feel jealous even if someone just looked at her. I can’t wrap my head around why you allow this.”

Vince smiled again, his expression patient and thoughtful. “You might not understand it fully right now, Oliver. It’s something that gives me tremendous pleasure and makes our nights together even more exciting. Imagine tonight when I’m with her, I’ll be thinking about everything I saw between you two. And she might think of you while I’m making love to her. It’s a special dynamic. In a way, you will be with her again tonight through my actions. I won’t just be myself—I’ll channel some of what I saw in you on the bed with her tonight.”

Oliver shook his head, still puzzled. “I still don’t quite get it.”

Vince explained gently, trying to help him understand. “Think of it like this: Imagine Anna is your wife, as hot and sexy as she is. Every night when you make love to her, you fantasize about another man being with her and role-play those scenarios. Then one day, you catch me in bed with her, making love to her, and instead of getting angry, you hide and watch. You see how passionately she takes me, how much she enjoys the entire experience. You start to feel aroused as a voyeur, touching yourself while watching. Does that give you any sense of the feeling? Any emotions stirring?”

Oliver thought deeply before answering. “Oh my God... I don’t think I would enjoy it. I’d probably rush into the room and confront them...”

Vince burst into loud laughter at that. “Fair enough. Then forget this conversation for now. We’ll talk about it properly after you get married, okay?”

Oliver nodded in agreement. But he had more questions. “Last time you checked the register with me to see how many people had come to meet Anna. Were all those visitors there for the same kind of thing? Does Anna let others come close to her like this?”

Vince didn’t want to reveal details about his father or brothers, so he replied casually, “Oh, no, that’s not the case. They were just relatives who came to meet her...”

Vince then reminded Oliver, “Stay ready whenever I send you to meet Anna. And promise me you won’t go to her without my word.”

Oliver agreed outwardly, “I won’t go to Anna without your permission, sir...” But in his heart, he thought differently, a spark of bold independence igniting. “Am I crazy? If Anna gives me the chance, why would I tell you? I’ll definitely enjoy her alone whenever possible now. Why wait for your orders? The next opportunity I get to be with Anna, I’ll take it fully on my own. You’ve shown me the path and opened the door. In your absence, I’ll make her mine, Vince sir... hehehe...”

Vince asked with a knowing smile, “So, are you happy now that I gave you the chance to be with the woman you’ve desired for so long? How much pleasure did you feel? How much joy did you experience when she took your release into her mouth? Did you ever dream you would one day release like that with her? Even your own future wife might not do that for you...”

Oliver replied with genuine enthusiasm and lingering excitement in his voice, “Yes, sir, it felt incredibly amazing—beyond what I could have imagined. I never thought she would do something like that. It was a completely new experience for me. Wow... I didn’t expect to finish even before entering her. It felt so strange and intense when I released in her mouth. I was worried she might get upset or angry with me. Does she do the same with you, sir?”

Vince shook his head slightly, a mix of honesty and subtle emotion crossing his face. “No, she has never given me that chance. I have never released inside her mouth. Yes, she has licked and tasted me countless times after I finished, but she has never done it the way she did with you today. What do you say to that?”

Oliver chuckled softly, a spark of pride and wonder in his eyes. “It was simply wonderful, sir. Maybe it’s because I was a virgin, so she felt a special affection for me. Something new and untouched, right? Hehehe...”

Vince nodded in agreement, his voice thoughtful. “Absolutely correct. I thought the same thing, and it seems that’s exactly what happened...” The two men continued talking for a while longer, sharing a few more words filled with mutual understanding and hidden layers of emotion, before they finally parted ways.

Vince took the lift upstairs, feeling a pleasant exhaustion settling into his body after the intense evening. When he rang the doorbell, Anna opened the door without any delay. She had just stepped out of the shower, her hair still damp with water droplets glistening and falling softly. She wore a very sexy Night-dress that clung to her curves beautifully, making her look incredibly hot and seductive, as if she was ready to welcome another wave of passion right then and there. Her skin glowed with freshness, and there was an inviting warmth in her presence that stirred deep feelings.

As Vince’s gaze lingered on the strap of her Night-dress over her shoulder, Anna quickly covered it with her damp hair, hiding the red marks left by Oliver's passionate sucking. She appeared cheerful and completely relaxed, as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened, her smile bright and her demeanor calm and loving.

Vince’s eyes then drifted to her thighs where the Night-dress ended. He knew Oliver had left similar passionate traces there with his eager mouth. Before he could dwell on it, Anna gently took his arm, rested her head affectionately on his shoulder, and guided him inside to rest. Her touch was tender and familiar, filled with warmth that made Vince’s heart ache with a complex blend of love, suspicion, and arousal.

Vince was astonished at how normal and composed Anna seemed after being with Oliver, even after deceiving him in such an intimate way. She behaved as if nothing had occurred at all, acting with the same effortless ease as if she had simply been waiting for her husband’s return. He had expected to see at least a hint of guilt or regret in her eyes, but there was none. This realization hit him deeply: it meant she could spend time with anyone in his absence and return to this perfectly normal state when he came back. The thought stirred uneasy emotions in Vince—wondering how long this had been going on and with how many others. He pondered silently, “Does this mean I might never know if someone comes and goes while I’m away? I wanted to see her with someone else, but it seems she arranges her own pleasures freely. How long has Anna been doing this, and how many has she been with? How can I find out?”

His mind drifted back with effort to the early days of their marriage, when he lived at his father’s house and Anna was new to the family. He would leave her alone at home with his father and brothers while he went to work. A whirlwind of questions flooded him: Had Anna been pleasing them even back then? Could it all have started there? How did it begin the first time? With whom? Why hadn’t she told him anything? If she had acted this normally upon his return even in those days, he would never have suspected a thing. She never seemed disturbed or off-balance back then—perhaps she had been performing the same calm act all along. “Oh God... what kind of thoughts am I entertaining now?” he muttered to himself, trying to push away the confusing mix of jealousy, curiosity, and reluctant excitement.

An hour later, Vince took a refreshing shower. The couple then sat down for dinner while watching TV. Anna served him with great love and care, pouring her affection into every gesture, making sure he felt cherished. Yet Vince’s mind kept replaying the images of her with Oliver, adding layers of sensual memory to the quiet domestic scene and stirring a turbulent sea of emotions within him.

He murmured to himself, “How can she be so normal after everything? How is it so easy for her? How? Why?”

Anna noticed with her usual playful cheerfulness and asked in a bubbly, smiling voice, “Hmm... did you say something? What were you thinking just now?”

Vince looked away, pretending to be lost in thoughts about office work as a cover.

Anna walked over, settled comfortably into his lap, and ran her fingers through his hair like a gentle comb. “My dear husband, when you’re with me, stop thinking about the office, okay? Am I not better than the office? Pay attention to this, my love...” Saying so, she slipped one strap off her shoulder—the one without any marks—and rubbed that soft, bare skin against his lips teasingly. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her hardened nipples were visibly pressing against the thin fabric, creating an enticing sight that quickened Vince’s pulse.

She then pressed her breast gently against his cheek, tilting her head back slightly while feeling his growing arousal beneath her hips, her body moving with subtle, seductive grace.

A short while later, they moved to the bed. Vince lay on his back as Anna crawled over him like a confident catwalk model, her damp hair trailing sensually across his chest and face, sending delightful shivers through him. Quickly and hungrily, she removed his shirt and pants, then began licking and kissing his stomach and chest with evident desire, her movements filled with passionate energy.

Vince thought to himself with a mix of amazement and arousal, “Just a little while ago she was with Oliver twice, and yet she still wants more. This woman is truly something special...”

Anna licked along the front of his underwear where his hardness was already stirring. Without wasting a moment, she freed him and took him into her warm mouth, sucking with devoted skill. Vince’s mind flashed back to how she had done the same for Oliver earlier, and the vivid memory made him even harder. He pushed deeper into her mouth with more force, driven by the intense emotions swirling inside. Anna looked up into his eyes, holding him with both hands while taking more than half of him inside, offering a small, knowing smile as she continued pleasuring him.

Vince said with deep longing, “I would be incredibly happy if you let me release deep in your throat tonight. Will you allow that, my love? You’ve never given me this pleasure before...”

Anna kept sucking rhythmically, moving her head up and down while listening to his words. She paused briefly, swallowed what was in her mouth, and replied softly, “Hmm... why do you want that tonight? Well, you never asked for it before, so I never offered. Let’s try it today. I hope you finish soon inside my mouth, and I have no objection...”

The air between them thickened with sensual anticipation and unspoken emotions. Anna's willingness added a new spark to their connection, while Vince felt a profound mix of love, lingering images from earlier, and heightened desire. Their bodies moved closer in the intimate space, every touch carrying the weight of the evening’s secrets and the deep bond they shared, blending past pleasures with present passion in a beautifully complicated dance of trust, lust, and affection. Anna's playful dominance and Vince’s complex feelings created an atmosphere rich with emotional depth, turning their reunion into something even more meaningful and intensely sensual.


Anna continued sucking with steady devotion, her mouth working him with warm, rhythmic care. Vince lifted his hips, thrusting deeper into the welcoming heat of her throat. He could feel himself sliding far inside, brushing against the soft limits at the back, sending intense waves of pleasure through his entire body. The sensation was exquisite, pushing him rapidly toward the edge of release. At the same time, his hand moved between her thighs, rubbing gently yet firmly over her already wet core. Anna responded by rolling her hips, grinding against his fingers with growing need, her body trembling with building heat and desire. She was like a woman consumed by fire, passionately sucking him while taking him as deep as she could, her emotions a whirlwind of submission, excitement, and loving surrender that made the moment feel profoundly intimate.

Soon, both were completely naked, their clothes discarded in the heat of passion. Anna stayed on her knees at times, his hardness nestled securely in her mouth. Other times, Vince rose to his knees, keeping most of his length—about seventy-five percent—buried inside her warm, wet mouth without pulling out fully. He was making love to her mouth with increasing intensity, the connection between them charged with raw emotion and physical hunger. Once, when Anna pulled back gasping for air, she held him in her hand and managed to say breathlessly that she was about to... but Vince immediately pushed back in, ignoring her momentary need and becoming slightly more forceful, almost primal in that heated instant. His emotions surged—possessiveness mixed with the vivid memories of what he had witnessed earlier—driving him to claim this pleasure more assertively than usual.

Grabbing a handful of her hair, he guided her head, moving in and out with firm strokes. The outline of his hardness was visibly noticeable in her throat each time he pushed deep, her neck swelling slightly with the motion, creating an intensely erotic sight that heightened his arousal. Vince’s gaze kept drifting to the marks on her inner thighs where Oliver had left passionate red traces from his eager mouth. Though Anna tried her best to hide them, Vince pretended not to notice, his heart twisting with a complex blend of jealousy, arousal, and acceptance. Similar faint marks adorned the sides of her breasts, but Anna had already prepared a simple excuse in her mind—that they were from Vince himself. He never asked, of course, because he already knew the truth. The knowledge added a deeper emotional layer to their encounter, turning every touch into something charged with unspoken secrets.

Vince began delivering light, playful smacks to her rounded bottom, watching the skin flush pink under his hand. Each slap made Anna look up at him with wide, pleading eyes filled with surprise and a hint of overwhelmed pleasure. He had never been this way with her before, and the new intensity stirred fresh emotions in her—vulnerability mixed with thrilling excitement. In his mind, Vince felt like he was delivering a form of passionate justice, a way to process the deception he had both orchestrated and witnessed. The smacks grew firmer, turning into fuller spanks on her sexy, jiggling curves as his thrusts became deeper and more demanding. He held her hair like reins, controlling the rhythm while his other hand continued the rhythmic punishment, emotions of dominance and deep love intertwining in a powerful surge.

He took longer to reach his peak this time because he had already released earlier while watching her with Oliver. Still, after about twenty-five minutes of intense, sweat-drenched passion—Anna writhing and gasping beneath him—Vince growled deeply, “Aaaahhh... Sssss... Yes baby, I’m coming now, deep in your throat... Please swallow it all, baby. Do this favor for me. Swallow everything. Take it all deep in your throat, sweetheart.”

Clenching his jaw and grinding his teeth, he commanded with urgent passion, “Take every drop inside. Not a single one should fall outside. I want you to drink it all, let it slide down your throat... and here, take this too...” During his release, he delivered around ten firm, consecutive spanks to her flushed bottom. Pressing deep, he emptied himself completely into her throat with powerful pulses. Anna's breath caught, her mouth opening briefly for air before she swallowed everything her husband offered, her eyes looking up at him with a flicker of surprise and slight alarm at his unusually intense demeanor. She wondered if he had taken something before their encounter, as he had never been this forceful or wild during their intimate moments. This was the first time, and it left her feeling a mix of overwhelmed pleasure and curious concern.

Anna gazed at him with pleading, trembling eyes, silently begging for a moment of gentleness. Vince finally pulled out, holding himself in his hand and rubbing the tip firmly against her lips, ordering her not to waste any remaining drops. Once she had swallowed everything, he looked down at her with a mischievous, satisfied smile. Anna coughed softly, tears welling in her eyes from the intensity and the need for air—not from sadness, but from the sheer overwhelming sensation. Even then, Vince gently instructed, “Now, my love, lick and clean the top part of my cock properly. Finish the job completely. Lick up every last drop that remains on it...”

Anna obeyed, looking deeply into his eyes with a thoughtful expression, sensing that something had shifted in her husband. She sucked and licked his softening length clean with tender care, her emotions swirling with love, confusion, and lingering arousal. Vince, feeling victorious and deeply satisfied, lay back on the bed with a contented sigh, his body relaxing into the sheets. Anna panted softly, her mind racing with questions about why Vince had behaved so differently tonight. She got up from the bed, mentioning she needed to use the bathroom, just as her phone began to ring. Quickly hiding the screen from Vince, she said casually, “It’s my mom calling...” and took the phone with her to the toilet.

On the other end was Adrian—actually Oliver—who greeted her warmly, “Hey darling, am I in bed with you tonight?” After their passionate encounter, Oliver would often call Anna once he returned to duty, letting her know he was back. She would come to the terrace every day just to say hello. On some days, when no one was around, they would blow flying kisses to each other. During these calls, Oliver would tell her exactly what dress he wanted to see her in, often requesting something short and revealing. He would ask her to lift one leg onto the terrace railing, and Anna would happily oblige, showing him the tempting space between her thighs.

Sometimes, just to tease him playfully, Anna would skip wearing panties, giving Oliver a clear, tantalizing view of her most intimate place. She enjoyed teasing him this way because she knew he couldn’t leave his duty to come up and meet her. During the day, Oliver couldn’t visit her freely because inspectors from his security company frequently checked on the guards. If he wasn’t visible near his post, he risked losing his job. So he was forced to stay at his station. Yet on the phone, they often engaged in heated, sensual chats. Anna would grow wet from his words, and Oliver would pleasure himself while talking to her. He frequently confessed how badly he wanted to make love to her again, and she would echo the same longing. But they were both constrained—impossible during the day, and at night Vince was home. Oliver often thought about taking a day off or asking another night watchman to cover for him briefly so he could be with her. He had considered approaching the guards who worked the night shifts many times.

Going back in memory, one night Anna had stepped out late, and an elderly watchman had helped her to the lift.

**Flashback from Chapter 21:**

The watchman held Anna supportively as they walked toward the lift. Inside, his hand rested on her shoulder while she leaned her head comfortably against his chest, as if truly intoxicated. Her soft breasts pressed against him, and the man felt a stirring arousal at having such a young, beautiful woman in his arms in the middle of the night. He glanced at her tempting cleavage, finding it difficult to control himself, yet he maintained composure and asked, “So your husband doesn’t have any cigarettes at all?”

Anna made her eyes look even more dreamy and intoxicated as she replied, “No, he doesn’t smoke. A friend came over and left, and now I feel like having one. My husband is sleeping, but I can’t fall asleep...”

The man thought to himself, “Her husband is asleep, and this young, stunning woman is out alone so late. Women like her turn wild when their husbands don’t take proper care. I could take her right now. Let’s try my luck. I’ll escort her inside, and if her husband is passed out, I’ll have my way with this gorgeous beauty...”

**Flashback ends.**

That was the night when the elderly watchman, whose name was Robin, had become intensely aroused seeing Anna in that vulnerable, close state. Robin had planned to enter the flat with her if her husband was unconscious from drinking and take advantage of the situation. But James had appeared, forcing him to leave. Back at his security post, Robin had grown extremely hard thinking about Anna's body and had pleasured himself right there while fantasizing about her. Anna was younger and far more attractive than his own daughter, and he had never imagined in his life that such a desirable young woman would ignite such strong desire in him.

The sensual memories and secret connections added layers of emotional complexity to the present night. Anna's heart raced with a mix of thrill from her hidden encounters and tender affection for her husband, while Vince lay in satisfied repose, his mind swirling with vivid images, love, and the deepening intrigue of their shared yet unspoken dynamics. Every moment between them carried the weight of passion, secrets, and profound emotional bonds that made their relationship uniquely intense and alive with possibility.


Anna had almost completely revealed her full, beautiful breasts to him that night. Because she wasn’t wearing a bra under her Night-dress, the thin fabric did little to hide their perfect, round, fair shape. Having such gorgeous, firm breasts pressed so close against his chest, feeling their soft warmth and weight, and inhaling the intoxicating feminine scent of her body had driven Robin wild. He had stroked himself vigorously afterward, replaying every stolen sensation in his mind with burning desire. Anna had been pretending to be intoxicated that night, looking incredibly hot and seductive, which made Robin want nothing more than to claim her completely, to lose himself in her youthful beauty.

After that memorable night, Robin had wandered near Anna's apartment on many other nights, circling restlessly, hoping for another chance, but nothing more had happened. He usually worked the night shift because he had a small part-time job during the day. However, after becoming so strongly attracted to Anna, he started visiting the apartment complex during daytime hours as well. He would chat for hours with the daytime watchman, using any excuse to linger in the area. Each time he came, he would run into Oliver. Robin always pretended he was just passing by and decided to take a quick round, hiding his true intentions behind casual conversation.

One day, when Robin came by again, Oliver approached him with a request. He asked the older man to cover his post for about an hour. Robin readily agreed to help, though he teased curiously, asking in a joking manner what urgent work Oliver had to do in that short time.

Robin said with a mischievous grin, “You’re not going off to have fun with some playful, beautiful young woman, are you? Let me tell you something, in this very apartment there’s an extremely sexy and hot woman. I’ve been dying to be with her. Her name is Anna. One night she came downstairs completely drunk, wearing just a Night-dress, and I helped her back upstairs. I got to feel and press against her entire body. I was about to enter her flat, but some useless guy came out at that moment and I had to leave. Otherwise, I would have taken that gorgeous girl right then. I really want to make love to her badly...”

Oliver felt a surge of secret amusement hearing this. He asked with feigned innocence, “Uncle, so you desire her too. Wow... Tell me, when exactly did this happen? How many days ago?”

Robin replied with visible excitement, “Son, she is so hot and seductive, dude. She has filled me with youthful energy again. I think she would let me be with her if I went to meet her...”

Oliver encouraged him boldly, “Of course she will let you, uncle. She will definitely allow it...”

Robin’s eyes widened. “Really? Have you been with her already?”

Oliver smiled, “That’s exactly why I asked you to cover for me, uncle. I was planning to go meet her right now. But I’ve changed my mind. You go and be with Anna instead...”

Robin looked thrilled and grateful. “You would do me a huge favor if you give me this chance, son. I’ve become completely crazy about her since that night. Is she alone right now?”

Oliver nodded, “Yes, uncle, she is alone. Go and ring the doorbell. As soon as she opens the door, push inside quickly without hesitation. And enjoy her thoroughly, uncle. Go now and come back to tell me how it was. Hurry up, uncle...”

Robin asked eagerly, “Really? You’ve already been with her? Tell me, what does she like? Does she prefer rough love or is she shy and delicate? I think I might get a bit rough with her. This is my first chance to be with a modern, high-society wife, and I want to release all my frustration. I stay awake at night so they can sleep peacefully. Today I’ll take my revenge by making her mine.”

Oliver whispered in Robin’s ear, “Uncle, I lost my virginity to that same Anna. She was very gentle with me, but do whatever feels right to you. I’m sure she will enjoy it. Just promise me that when you return, you’ll tell me every detail...”

Robin agreed enthusiastically, “Alright, I’m going then. I’ve pleasured myself thinking about her so many times in these old days of mine. You’ve given me a lot of courage by sharing this, son. I hope you weren’t lying about anything, and there won’t be any trouble...”

Oliver reassured him, “Uncle, why would I lie? I told you everything truthfully, God promise. One hundred percent true. Just make sure to tell me which night it was when she came down to meet you. Because I wasn’t on duty that night. I would have taken her to the underground parking and made her mine right there...”

Robin replied, “I’ll tell you everything when I come back. Let me go try my luck now. See you in a while, son. Thank you very much...”

Anna had just stepped out of the shower and was wrapped only in a towel. She sat at her makeup desk, drying her hair with a hairdryer. In the mirror, her bare shoulders, smooth thighs, and tempting cleavage were clearly visible. Anna smiled at her own reflection, admiring her body while perhaps thinking about one of the men who desired her so passionately. She turned off the hairdryer and let her fingers trail from her shoulders down toward her breasts, caressing herself sensually in the mirror. Just then, the doorbell rang.

Anna wondered briefly whether she should answer as she was, in just the towel, or slip on a gown first. After a moment’s thought, she decided to go as she was. She walked to the door wrapped only in the towel.

Robin’s mouth fell open as he looked her up and down, drinking in the sight of her nearly naked form. Anna held one hand pressed against her chest to secure the towel, while the other gripped the door handle. She stared at the elderly man’s face with visible surprise. The towel barely covered the tops of her thighs, leaving most of her long, smooth legs exposed. Robin’s joy knew no bounds at the unexpected treat. For a few moments, they simply stared at each other in silence. Finally, Robin broke the quiet.

Robin stammered, “Umm... err... what... can I... may I have a glass of water please? I need to take a pill. You recognize me, right? I’m the security guard, the night watchman here...”

Anna stepped back, inviting him inside, “Yes, yes, I know you, uncle...”

Once inside, Anna headed toward the kitchen to get water while Robin stood in the living room, looking around and wiping his forehead with a handkerchief, his heart pounding with anticipation and desire.

As soon as she entered the kitchen, Anna's mind drifted back to that night when she had gone downstairs pretending to be drunk, searching for Oliver but encountering this elderly watchman instead. She remembered how she had acted intoxicated and how he had escorted her upstairs. At the time, she hadn’t fully understood his intentions, but she had sensed something. Now she wondered whether she should go change into proper clothes first or after giving him the water, since she was still wearing only the towel. She also recalled how closely he had pressed against her body while helping her up, his hands touching her in various places.

Meanwhile, Robin had grown fully aroused. He imagined grabbing Anna in his arms the moment she returned with the water. He pictured pushing her down onto the couch right in front of him and taking her passionately. From where he stood in the lounge, the sofa was perfectly positioned, and he scanned the surroundings carefully, planning his next move. But his plan didn’t unfold as expected. Instead of handing him the glass, Anna placed it on the table and said, “Here is the water, uncle. I’ll go change and be right back...” Then she walked into her bedroom.

Robin felt disappointed but tried to peek into her room, which she hadn’t fully closed. Anna picked up a dress and moved behind the door to change. Robin strained to see but failed. He desperately wanted to enter the room directly, but he worried she might get scared and the situation could turn bad, so he decided to wait patiently on the couch.

In his mind, Robin thought, “Let’s see what she wears when she comes out. Maybe it will make her look even sexier...”

He planned to start by complimenting her outfit and gradually get closer. He hoped whatever she chose would look hot and inviting. After a short while, Anna emerged from the bedroom dressed in a revealing outfit and sat down in front of him in a way that showcased her beauty.

For a few moments, Robin was speechless, completely stunned by how alluring she looked. He couldn’t find words, wondering if she was deliberately trying to seduce him or if this was simply her usual style. His eyes were fixed on her smooth thighs, then traveled up to her shoulders and the bra straps hugging her fair skin. He noticed the love bites on her arms, marks from passionate sucking. Anna was running her fingers through her hair, arranging it casually, completely at ease.

The air in the room grew thick with tension and unspoken desire. Robin’s heart raced with a mix of nervousness, overwhelming lust, and the thrill of this unexpected opportunity. Every glance at Anna's body stirred deeper emotions in him—longing for the youthful passion she represented, frustration from his lonely nights, and a bold hunger to finally taste what he had fantasized about for so long. Anna, sensing his intense gaze, felt a flutter of excitement and curiosity, her own emotions swirling between playful teasing and cautious awareness of the older man’s obvious desire. The moment stretched sensually, filled with anticipation, hidden motives, and the complex undercurrents of attraction that made the encounter charged with erotic possibility.

Robin’s gaze drifted once more to the space between her thighs, those soft, smooth, and incredibly sexy legs that Anna was so openly displaying in front of a stranger. The sight sent a fresh wave of heat rushing through him, making his body tremble with raw desire as he drank in every inch of her. A fierce urge surged inside him—to devour her right there, to claim her completely in that very moment without holding back.

Anna rose gracefully from the sofa and walked past him toward the other side of the lounge, where the bar counter stood. She settled onto the high stool where Vince usually sat while mixing his drinks. The way she positioned herself offered Robin an even more tantalizing view, her body language relaxed yet inviting, her curves on full display. How could any man control himself in the face of such temptation? The older man felt his pulse quicken, his thoughts swirling with a potent mix of lust, disbelief, and growing confidence.

Yet Anna remained perfectly normal, smiling in that warm, friendly way she always did when talking to anyone. Her behavior was casual and composed, which only emboldened Robin to move closer and speak more openly. But doubts lingered in his mind—was she deliberately teasing him? Did she know exactly why he had come and was quietly hoping for it? Or was this simply her natural way of being? These questions spun through his head, adding layers of nervous excitement to his already heated emotions.

Robin stepped forward, standing close enough to feel the warmth radiating from her body, and said in a low voice, “Do you remember that night when you came to me? I wanted to bring you inside right then, but that young man suddenly appeared, so I had to leave...”

Anna looked into his eyes with a soft smile and replied, “Yes, I remember...”

Robin pressed gently, his voice thick with anticipation, “Did you know I wanted to come inside with you that night?”

Anna nodded, lowering her head slightly and biting her lower lip in a shy yet seductive manner. “Yes, I knew it at that very moment...”

Robin realized then that she was willingly in his grasp, and all his earlier worries had been unnecessary. He thought to himself how right Oliver had been—she was open and approachable. How had such a beautiful, young, modern woman come to him so easily? It felt almost unreal. Perhaps she was feeling the same heat right now, and he was simply lucky to have arrived at the perfect time. Without wasting another second, Robin decided to be direct.

“So, do you know why I wanted to come inside with you that night?” he asked, his eyes dark with desire. “You had told me your husband was passed out drunk, and you were intoxicated too. Why do you think I wanted to be alone with you?”

Anna stood up slowly, taking a couple of steps toward the sofa, her voice calm yet knowing. “Yes, I understand why you wanted to come inside. You knew my husband was unconscious from drinking...”

Robin adjusted himself discreetly inside his pants and moved even closer. He leaned in, lightly brushing his nose against the soft skin of her neck, inhaling her intoxicating scent deeply, and murmured, “Wow... what a wonderfully fragrant body you have. That same lovely aroma had stayed with me from that night. The scent of your skin is so captivating, my dear...”

Anna smiled, glancing sideways as she gently bit her lower lip again. “So, you’ve come today with the same intention you had that night? Asking for water was just an excuse, wasn’t it?”

By now, Robin was pressed against her, his body flush with hers. He didn’t hesitate any longer. In one swift motion, he pulled her into his arms, holding her tightly against his chest, his mouth eagerly seeking hers.

But Anna turned her face slightly to the side, placing a gentle hand on his cheek. “What’s the hurry? I don’t like things rushed. Relax. There’s no need to hurry at all. I’m completely free, and we have plenty of time. You’re not on duty right now, are you? So let’s take it easy...”

She slipped out of his embrace with graceful ease and moved to sit on the sofa opposite him, parting her thighs just enough that her white panties came into clear view. Anna sat comfortably, looking straight into Robin’s eyes, and asked softly, “That night, thinking my husband was completely drunk, you wanted to have me and spend time with me, right?”

Robin simply nodded at first, then admitted, “Yes, that’s exactly what I thought. You said it was a birthday celebration and he was passed out, so I planned to enjoy some fun with you since you were alone...”

Anna smiled warmly and walked over to him. She grabbed his collar, pulling him closer, and whispered, “That night, I needed exactly that. And I was hoping you would come inside to quench my thirst.”

Robin’s body shivered with intense arousal at her bold words. This time, when he pulled her into his arms and leaned in for a kiss, Anna parted her lips willingly. Their tongues met and danced together in a deep, heated kiss. His hands roamed boldly, squeezing and massaging her soft, rounded bottom while his hardness rubbed against her through the thin fabric of her dress, pressing right over her most intimate spot. Robin lifted the hem of her short dress and continued grinding against her panties with growing urgency.

Anna's fingers worked slowly, unbuttoning his shirt one by one. She slid her palm across his chest, caressing the graying hairs there with sensual curiosity. She kissed his neck tenderly, and soon his shirt lay discarded on the floor. Both stood close, mouths locked passionately, hands eagerly exploring and removing each other’s clothes. Because Anna wanted to savor every moment without haste, Robin matched her pace, his earlier impatience melting into deeper appreciation. He kissed and licked along her neck, particularly fascinated by the delicate bra straps against her fair skin, running his tongue teasingly beneath them. Gradually, a wilder side of him emerged, his touches growing firmer and more demanding.

With a sudden growl, Robin tugged hard at her panties and said in a rough, husky voice, “You little minx, you want an old man like me to take you. Thinking maybe I won’t be able to satisfy you, huh? Just wait, I’ll show you how passionately I can make you tremble beneath me. Your husband probably doesn’t fuck you properly, that’s why you need others. You crave a real, intense session. Let me give you a taste...”

Anna flinched at his crude words, a flicker of unease crossing her face. She pleaded softly, “Please... don’t use such language. I don’t like being spoken to that way. Can’t we keep it civilized?”

But Robin was growing even wilder, his voice heavy with dominance. “Civilized with you? Not at all. A woman like you deserves to be taken by many men at once. You’re such a naughty girl, inviting a stranger into your home while your husband is away. You should be properly ravished, taken hard and without mercy. I like it rough, and that’s exactly how I’m going to have you now...”

He twisted her arms behind her back and pushed her onto the sofa. By then, he had stripped completely, and Anna was left bare as well. She cried out in pain as he handled her roughly, the discomfort bringing tears to her eyes. She begged him to release her arms, her voice trembling with genuine distress from the way he had gripped and twisted them.

Yet Robin ignored her pleas. He sank his teeth into the soft flesh of her bottom, biting down hard enough to leave a deep mark, as if he wanted to devour a piece of her. Anna screamed in sharp pain. He then slapped her, warning her sternly not to make noise or he would make it hurt even more.

Anna began to cry softly, pleading for him to let her go, her heart pounding with fear and regret.

Robin delivered several hard spanks to her bottom, turning the smooth skin bright red, his fingerprints clearly visible on her tender curves. Anna continued sobbing, looking up at him with wide, fearful eyes, realizing she might have invited the wrong man this time. She begged him to leave, offering desperate apologies and pleas, but he refused.

In a shaky voice, Anna warned, “I’ll tell my husband and report this to the police...”

Robin laughed darkly. “If you tell the police anything, I’ll say you secretly invited me here after your husband left. I’ll tell them you came to me that night wanting to be fucked and that we’ve been meeting regularly ever since. Your husband and everyone in the apartment will know what kind of woman you really are. Do you want that? Go ahead and tell them, then see what I do...”

Anna felt deeply helpless and miserable in that moment, a wave of vulnerability washing over her. She had never imagined she would encounter someone like this. Robin was aggressive and untamed. She understood she had little choice but to endure whatever he wanted, staying silent and submissive because resistance seemed futile. A complex mix of fear, regret, lingering arousal from the earlier teasing, and emotional confusion filled her heart as she surrendered to the situation, her body tense yet responsive in ways that only deepened the turbulent feelings inside her.

The room, once filled with playful tension, now carried a heavier, more primal energy. Robin’s rough dominance clashed with Anna's usual graceful control, creating a charged atmosphere thick with raw emotions—his long-suppressed frustrations pouring out, her mix of thrill and sudden unease blending into reluctant surrender. Every harsh touch and commanding word carried the weight of power, desire, and the unpredictable consequences of hidden temptations, making the encounter far more intense and emotionally layered than either had anticipated.

Despite the roughness, Anna's body responded with involuntary shivers, her mind racing between the fear of the moment and the lingering echoes of her earlier sensual confidence. Robin, lost in his conquest, felt a triumphant rush, his aged body alive with a youthful fire he hadn’t felt in years. The contrast between her soft, modern beauty and his crude intensity added a darkly sensual depth to their tangled embrace, where pleasure and discomfort intertwined in a forbidden dance neither could easily escape


Robin pressed Anna's head down firmly, guiding her mouth toward his hardness, and demanded she take him in. Anna could not refuse. He thrust himself forcefully into her mouth, filling her with his length and beginning to move with rough urgency. His hardness pushed deep into the back of her throat, making her gag and struggle for breath. Anna began coughing, her lungs burning as she gasped desperately, her nose running and tears streaming from her eyes from the intense discomfort. Yet Robin showed no mercy, driving in and out with powerful strokes, lost in his own aggressive need. When Anna's movements slowed and she tried to pull back, he delivered a sharp slap across her cheek.

The force of the slap left her cheek burning red. He struck her again with the back of his hand, splitting the corner of her lower lip slightly, a thin trail of blood appearing. Robin leaned in and sucked on the wound, drawing the metallic taste until the bleeding eased. As he kissed and sucked at her lips, his fingers explored between her thighs, pushing three thick digits inside her warmth, twisting and thrusting with relentless intensity, stirring a chaotic mix of pain and unwanted sensations deep within her.

After some time, Robin flipped Anna onto her stomach on the sofa, positioning her hips upward. He tried to force himself into her tight rear entrance. Anna protested strongly, pushing him away and struggling to escape his grasp. But where could she find the strength to match a man’s power? The older man was surprisingly strong and held her firmly in place, making any escape impossible. With her rounded bottom fully exposed and vulnerable before him, Robin pressed his thumb into her tight opening, followed by two more fingers, stretching and twisting them inside her. Anna cried out, begging him to stop and remove them, her voice breaking with fear and pain. But he continued, applying saliva to his hardness before pushing it deep into her, beginning harsh thrusts that sent waves of discomfort through her body.

Anna twisted and writhed beneath him, refusing to stay still. Her hips moved desperately, causing his length to slip out three times. When he tried to re-enter, his arousal had softened, refusing to stay firm. He rubbed himself between her cheeks and against her core, but remained limp. Anna turned her tear-filled eyes toward his face, then glanced down at his softened state. In that moment, she understood he could not continue. A surge of desperate courage filled her.

She shouted at him, her voice trembling with anger and fear, “You old bull... you can’t even stay hard and you think you can take me? Get out of here right now or I’ll kill you! You’re taking your frustration out on me because you can’t perform. Get the hell out of here or I’ll make you bleed today...”

Robin grabbed her face roughly and forced her toward his length again. “You’re the one who’s going to make it hard... you little tease. Suck it now and it will rise again. Do it or I’ll cut your throat this instant.”

Anna refused to take him into her mouth this time. Gathering unexpected strength fueled by fear and fury, she shoved the older man hard. He stumbled and fell to the floor. Anna quickly grabbed her clothes and ran to her bedroom, locking the door behind her. From inside, she shouted, “Leave right now! Or I’m really calling the police. Get the hell out of here right now, you old bastard.”

Robin realized she might actually call the authorities. He dressed hurriedly and said, “I’m going...”

Anna listened carefully from inside the room until she heard the main door close. Only then did she emerge. Robin had truly left. Yes, Anna had endured even this kind of terrifying ordeal, her heart still pounding with a mix of relief, lingering fear, and emotional exhaustion that left her feeling vulnerable yet resilient.

* * * * *

Adrian had been eagerly waiting to meet Anna again ever since the last time they had spent intimate moments together. But circumstances had not allowed them to be alone. After the day he had come to see her from the office, they had not met in person. They did manage secret phone conversations now and then, sharing whispered words filled with longing. Afterward, Anna had gone to her in-laws’ house for a family celebration and had not seen Adrian since. In that period, she had encountered Steve, Oliver, and the elderly Robin.

During her stay at her in-laws’, Adrian had called her several times. Among those calls was one particularly heated conversation where Adrian had pleasured himself while talking to her. Their phone sex chat that day had been intensely passionate.

Adrian had told Vince he had a dentist appointment during lunch and, after bribing the watchman in a private building’s parking area, he called Anna. He could have gone directly to her place, but he didn’t want to upset her by showing up unannounced. So he chose to connect through the phone instead. The previous day, he had informed Anna he would meet her during lunch, but she had asked him not to come and said she would tell him when it was safe. Following her wishes, Adrian parked his car in an underground parking lot a short distance from his office, with only forty-five minutes before he needed to return. Experiencing intimacy from afar like this felt strangely exciting, a different kind of thrill they both explored that day.

Even before speaking to Anna, Adrian was already aroused. Just thinking of her was enough to stir him every single time, because he saw her primarily as his outlet for passion. Her face, her voice, her body, the scent of her skin, her smile — everything about her drove him wild. The longing to hold her in his arms, the sound of her breathless moans, her seductive gestures — it was more than enough to make any man lose control. These thoughts alone sent waves of desire through him.

Anna had a way of captivating a man that few women possessed. In fact, Adrian had begun neglecting his own wife because of his obsession with Anna. Whenever he was intimate with his wife, his mind was filled with visions of Anna. He would role-play in his head, imagining Anna in his wife’s place, and only then could he fully enjoy the moment. He had shared this with Anna that very morning, after Vince left for the office.

They had decided to talk about it during lunch. It had become something of a routine for them: every morning after Vince left for work, Adrian would park his car on the way and call Anna. She would wait for his call around 9:30, and they would talk like young lovers for a while, sharing sweet nothings and building desire. The same thing happened in the evening when Vince was returning home. Adrian would stop his car and chat with her until Anna saw Vince’s car approaching the apartment gate, then she would quickly end the call. At night, they sometimes exchanged SMS messages, always mindful of Vince’s presence, waiting for moments when he was in the shower or otherwise occupied.

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

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

Anna replied in her usual bubbly, playful voice, “Why such hurry, Adrian ji? I want to take my time and talk properly. If you can’t be patient, that’s very sad, Adrian ji...” There was a mischievous, teasing note in her tone that made her words feel both affectionate and naughty.

Adrian had no choice but to follow her lead. He asked, “Alright, tell me what dress you’re wearing. I’ll picture you in it...”

Anna answered lightly, “I’m wearing a simple blouse (Fitted Top) and skirt...”

Adrian continued, “Describe the dress and tell me where you are right now — in the lounge or the bedroom?” He reclined his car seat a little, getting comfortable as if lying on a bed.

Anna hummed thoughtfully, “Hmm... the skirt is a bit long, reaching below my knees, and the blouse (Fitted Top) fits nicely around my waist. And no, I’m not in the bedroom or the lounge...” She laughed playfully and added, “I’m on the terrace right now, looking down at the road.”

Adrian responded quickly, “Oh no... Please go back inside. If you’re outside, you won’t be able to concentrate properly. I want to talk about something special. Go to your room, please... We have limited time, don’t waste it, Anna. Please go inside...”

Anna agreed with a soft laugh, “Okay, fine. I’m back inside now. Tell me, what do you want to say?” She closed the terrace door and walked to her bedroom while listening to him.

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

Anna settled on the bed, placing a pillow under her head, and asked curiously, “What’s so important?”

Adrian instructed gently yet eagerly, “Lift one leg slowly and pull your skirt upward bit by bit. Show me that fair, smooth skin and tell me how much you’ve lifted and what’s visible, how far it goes. I’m trying to picture the exact scene in front of my eyes right now. Describe everything in detail so I can feel like I’m right there on the bed beside you...”

Their conversation flowed with sensual anticipation, emotions deepening with every word — Adrian's desperate longing mixed with affection, Anna's playful dominance and hidden thrill, creating an intimate connection despite the physical distance. The shared secrecy added layers of excitement and emotional closeness, turning a simple phone call into a profound moment of mutual desire and tenderness.


Anna found it easy because she often engaged in similar role-playing games with Vince, which made this feel natural and exciting for her. The playful scenario intrigued her, stirring a warm sense of adventure and sensual curiosity. She lay back on the bed, lifted her right leg gracefully, and slowly pulled up her skirt. Her eyes traced the smooth, fair expanse of her inner thigh, and in a soft, whispering voice filled with teasing affection, she said, “Done, ji...”

Adrian breathed heavily on the other end. “What’s done? You’re not understanding, baby. Describe everything to me in detail... Tell me exactly what you see, how far the skirt has gone up, and what view is appearing before you.”

Anna let out a bubbly, mischievous laugh that danced with playfulness. “My right leg is raised high, and because the skirt is made of silky material, it has slipped between my thighs. My smooth thigh is clearly visible now. Are you happy now, Adrian ji? Hee hee hee...”

Adrian sighed deeply, his voice thick with longing. “Now unbutton your blouse (Fitted Top). Hold the phone close to the buttons while you do it. I want to hear the sound of each button opening.”

Anna bit her lower lip gently, feeling a thrill run through her. She began unbuttoning her blouse (Fitted Top), bringing the phone near the fabric so Adrian could hear the soft clicks. His voice grew heavier, laced with desire, as he continued.

Adrian said in a deep, husky tone, “Now run your palm slowly from your neck down to your breasts. Imagine it’s my hand caressing you there. Come on, baby, do it...”

Anna liked the way he commanded her with such passion. She took a deep, audible breath that carried through the phone. Then she slid her hand sensually from her neck across her chest, feeling the softness of her own curves, and asked breathlessly, “What next, Adrian ji?”

Adrian replied with growing urgency, “Now unhook your bra and let me hear it on the phone.”

Anna hesitated for a playful moment. “Then I’ll have to remove my blouse (Fitted Top) first. Should I take it off?”

Adrian, clearly aroused, urged her, “Yes, take off the blouse (Fitted Top) , my love...”

Anna was thoroughly enjoying the game, the sense of control and shared intimacy making her heart race with excitement. She slipped off her blouse (Fitted Top) , held the phone close to her bra, and unhooked it with a soft click. Then she asked teasingly, “Did you hear that? Tell me what I just did.”

Adrian confirmed eagerly, “Yes, I heard it. You unhooked your bra, didn’t you?” His voice was now heavy with passion as he said, “Darling, now press the phone between your shoulder and ear. Use both your hands to massage your breasts and let me hear your sounds. Please, baby, do it for me...”

Anna laughed softly again, full of naughty delight, and settled comfortably on the bed. She held the phone to her ear and began caressing her full breasts with both palms, letting out a soft, trembling moan that sent a shiver of pleasure through Adrian.

Adrian encouraged her warmly, “Yes, just like that. Now lift one breast to your mouth. Can you reach it?”

Anna replied with a mix of surprise and willingness, “I’ve never tried this before, but let me try... Hmmmmm... Yes, I can... Aahhh... Sssss... Hmmmm... That’s enough now, enough...” Adrian understood she had tasted herself but didn’t want to go further at that moment.

Adrian coaxed her gently yet firmly, “My love, keep going. Run your tongue over it. Imagine it’s my tongue licking you there. Circle your nipple slowly with your tongue. You’ll enjoy it yourself. Think of me, feel me right there with you, doing all this...”

Anna wanted to make Adrian happy, so she followed his words exactly. The moment her tongue touched her sensitive nipple, she let out a deep, needy moan that made her own body tremble with sudden heat. Adrian, hearing her desperate little cries, grew rock hard instantly, gripping himself tightly in his hand.

Anna pleaded in a whimpering voice, “That’s it, I can’t do more. You should be happy I went this far. If I continue, I’ll lose control completely. I can’t...”

Adrian begged softly, “No, no, please... Don’t stop here. Listen to me. I’m so thirsty for you, my love. Quench my thirst. Now pull 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, lifting her skirt completely to her waist. She looked down at her exposed breasts and panties, then said breathlessly, “I’ve pulled the skirt all the way up. My panties and stomach are fully visible now...”

Adrian growled with desire, “Baby, now slide your panties down to your knees. Stop them there. Let me hear the sound of the fabric moving on the phone. Come on, sweetheart, please do it...” As he spoke, Adrian let out a soft, desperate whimper.

At that moment, Anna's fingers were already tracing the edge of her panties while listening to him. She thought to herself that she was alone in the house with no one to see her, so there was no harm in indulging. Holding the phone in one hand near her hips, she lifted her waist slightly and slowly slid her panties down to her knees.

Adrian heard every detail clearly—the soft rustle of fabric against skin. He could picture it perfectly: Anna lying on the bed with her panties pulled down to her knees, her breasts and most intimate area exposed and vulnerable. Anna brought the phone back to her ear and let out a deep, shaky breath.

Adrian whispered tenderly, “Now listen and tell me what I’m doing?” He moved his phone down to his pants, unzipped them slowly, and asked, “Tell me what I just did?”

Anna replied with a knowing smile in her voice, “I’m not a child, Adrian ji. You just unzipped your pants, right?”

Adrian confirmed with affection, “Yes, my love, exactly right. Now I can feel you better. Your panties are down to your knees on the bed, your beautiful breasts are bare. My hardness is ready to be with you, Anna. Think of my length now. Use your soft hands to take it out from my underwear, my dear... I’ve been waiting so eagerly. Don’t tease me anymore. I’m desperate for your touch.”

Anna answered in a gentle, sensual voice while taking a deep breath, “How can I do that when you’re so far away? Take it out yourself and imagine I’m the one doing it...”

Adrian responded passionately, “Yes, my love... Here it is, out of my underwear now—my thick, hard length. It’s ready to reach your lips, desperate for the touch of your wet lips and tongue. Take it in your mouth, my darling. Suck it for me...” His voice trembled with raw need and impatience, his breathing ragged.

Anna herself grew intensely aroused and whimpered, “Oh my God... What is happening? Adrian ji, what are you doing to me...”

Adrian continued urgently, “Baby, now place your fingers over your core and rub gently upward. Massage between the soft folds with your fingers. When they get a little wet, tell me. Here, I’m licking my length with saliva and about to stroke myself. I’m imagining your body close to me. Listen to the sounds of me pleasuring myself on the phone. You can hear everything. Rub yourself with your palm the same way I’m doing. I want to hear you while you listen to me. Let’s start together, darling...”

Adrian took a deep breath and began stroking himself.

Anna listened intently, her heartbeat quickening, a light sheen of sweat forming on her skin, her breaths coming faster. She could clearly hear the rhythmic, wet sounds from Adrian's end—“Pouch-pouch, fuch-fuch, fushh, fuchuk-fuchuk...”

Anna felt a wave of tenderness and pity for Adrian. She slowly brought her finger to her warmth and began rubbing herself gently, then with increasing speed. She moved the phone closer to her core so Adrian could hear. Now Adrian could clearly make out the slick sounds of her fingers moving in and out of her wetness—“Fach-fach, fuch-fuch...” Along with her soft, desperate moans and whimpers. Adrian stroked himself faster, growling with deeper intensity.

On her end, Anna's moans grew louder and more urgent. In a thin, trembling voice, she asked, “Can you hear me? I’m completely wet now, Adrian ji. I’ve never done this on the phone before. You’re amazing, Adrian ji... I can feel you inside me right now. It’s incredible... Sssss... Aahhh... Adrian jiii...”

Hearing Anna in such a state pushed Adrian over the edge. He cried out, “Aaaahhh... I am coming... I’m releasing, Annaaaa...” As he climaxed, gripping himself tightly, his release even splashed onto the car’s windshield. Adrian panted heavily, still trying to speak through his heavy breathing.

Anna pressed her face into the pillow, feeling a deep sense of regret and tenderness for Adrian as she listened to him. She knew he had found his release thinking of her, imagining her close to him. Her heart ached with sympathy hearing him gasp and tremble on the phone.

She thought wistfully how wonderful it would have been if Adrian ji were really there on the bed with her. Still keeping her fingers inside her warmth, she pressed her thighs together gently and whispered softly to him, “I am very sorry, Adrian ji. Please forgive me... I troubled you so much, made you wait and suffer like this... Please, I am very sorry, ji...”

Adrian, still catching his breath with his jaw clenched, replied warmly, “Don’t worry, my love... Very soon we will do all this for real, not just on the phone, right Anna?”

Anna said with genuine remorse, “I feel really bad, Adrian ji. It hurts me that I didn’t let you come. I feel so guilty. You could have been here 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.”

Adrian, cleaning up inside the car, answered clearly, “No, Anna, I can’t take leave. Vince might suspect something if I do... He could follow me, and it would be risky for us. Don’t worry, I’ll be on your bed with you very soon. Thank you so much for being with me like this right now. I enjoyed it immensely. Thanks very much. Muahhh... Bye, I have to go now. We’ll meet soon, my darling...”

Their conversation ended with a lingering warmth, filled with affection, unfulfilled desire, and the promise of future intimacy. The emotional depth between them—Adrian's patient longing mixed with Anna's playful guilt and caring nature—made even this distant encounter feel profoundly connected and meaningful, strengthening their secret bond with every shared breath and whispered word.


After that heated phone sex chat with Adrian, Anna's desires had flared up intensely, leaving her restless and aching for real intimacy. At that moment, she felt she could have been with anyone just to satisfy the burning need inside her. She tossed and turned on the bed, her body craving the touch of strong hands and the weight of a man. Her own fingers wandered restlessly over her skin—sometimes slipping between her soft thighs, sometimes cupping and squeezing her full breasts, then gliding from her neck down to her stomach. Finally, she slid her hand inside her panties, rubbing her already soaking wet core with desperate, circling motions, her breath coming in short, needy gasps.

With a deep, frustrated sigh, Anna got up from the bed and walked to the balcony, leaning over to look down below. Her eyes were clearly searching for Oliver, hoping to catch a glimpse of him, but to her disappointment, no one was in sight. After a while, she tried to calm her raging sexual hunger by taking a cold shower. Even while bathing, her fingers found their way between her legs again, but she stopped herself midway. She preferred the real touch of a man far more than her own hand. That night, she had an intensely passionate session with Vince, who was surprised and thrilled by her sudden heat and eagerness.

Anna had role-played as the seductive neighbor’s wife, turning the experience into something incredibly fun and thrilling for both of them. The pleasure reached its peak as they fell asleep wrapped tightly in each other’s arms, lost in satisfied exhaustion until morning.

But the very next morning, Anna woke up feeling aroused again, craving more intimacy—yet not with Vince this time. She felt restless and unsatisfied because none of her admirers were around when she needed them most. Usually, three or four opportunities appeared in a single day, but today seemed unusually quiet.

The moment Vince left for the office, Anna dialed Adrian herself. Normally, Adrian was the one who called, but today she took the initiative. He was driving to work at that time. Adrian was pleasantly surprised to see her call, especially since he had been thinking about her too. He had been replaying their previous day’s phone chat in his mind while driving. The night before, he had gone to sleep without touching his wife, lost in fantasies about Anna. He was just as restless and longing for her as she was for him.

Adrian parked his car and answered warmly, “Hello.”

Anna asked directly, “You haven’t reached the office yet, have you?”

Adrian replied, “No, I’m on my way. Why, what happened, my love?”

Anna said with clear intent, “Don’t go to the office today. Come straight here. I want to make up for yesterday...”

Adrian's voice softened with affection, “I was thinking about you too, my dear. You’ve become so irresistible that I don’t even want to touch my wife anymore. Only thoughts of you fill my mind. You’ve completely taken over my heart and my thoughts. You’re so hot and captivating that I can’t think about anyone else. Vince must have left for the office, that’s why you’re calling now, right? If I come right away, we might see each other on the road while driving. Let me wait a bit until he reaches the office, okay? But my love, I do have to go to work...”

Anna insisted softly, “No, don’t go to work today. Let’s spend the whole day together. I’m dedicating today entirely to you. Take a day off, please...”

Adrian considered it, “I can take leave, but there’s one problem. What if Vince calls my home and my wife tells him I went to work?”

Anna replied thoughtfully, “I think he’ll call your mobile, not the landline, right?”

Adrian reassured her, “Don’t worry, I’ll handle it. Before Vince reaches the office, I’ll call and say I’m not coming in today...”

Adrian then called his office and informed them he was unwell and would not be coming. The messenger took the message. Next, he called his home and told his wife to disconnect the landline because an income tax call was expected. He instructed her to call him on his mobile if needed. This way, even if Vince tried the home number, it would be unavailable.

Anna took a quick shower and slipped into a long T-shirt with nothing underneath—no bra, no panties. The T-shirt reached just to her thighs, and her hardened nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric, pressing out like firm grapes. She was burning with heat, feeling a strong need for rough, passionate sex at that moment. Chewing gum casually, she waited eagerly for Adrian.

Half an hour later, Adrian's car entered the gate. Oliver saluted and opened the gate for him, then immediately looked up toward Anna's terrace because he knew Adrian was there for her. Anna was standing there and smiled back at Oliver when their eyes met. Oliver instantly understood that Anna would be enjoying time with Adrian today. Just the thought made him adjust his hardening length inside his pants. Anna smiled again, swaying her hips seductively as she went back inside. The way the T-shirt clung to her rounded bottom and moved with her steps made it look like she was dancing to some sensual rhythm.

Within a few minutes, Adrian reached Anna's flat. She was waiting at the open doorway with a sweet smile. She spread her arms wide in welcome and pulled him into a tight, passionate hug, her lips lightly brushing against his neck. Her entire body pressed firmly against his. Her left leg wrapped halfway around his right leg, and Adrian noticed her smooth, fair thigh resting over his trousers. His eyes were fixed on that tempting skin.

Adrian whispered softly, urging her to go inside. Anna laughed playfully and led him in while still holding him in her arms. As soon as they were inside, she locked the door, wrapped both her legs tightly around his waist, and held on. Adrian had to support her weight as he stood, carrying her in that intimate position toward the bedroom. Meanwhile, Anna kept kissing his face and lips hungrily, looking as if she wanted to devour him completely.

Once in the bedroom, Adrian gently laid her on the bed and quickly removed his shirt and pants before lying down beside her. Anna shifted closer, smiling warmly into his eyes from her position next to him. Adrian slowly pulled her T-shirt upward over her thighs. He began lightly trailing his tongue along her soft, smooth thighs while one hand gently massaged her breasts.

As he caressed her breasts, Adrian realized she wasn’t wearing a bra. The soft, warm feel of her bare skin against his palm made his arousal throb with need. By then, he had lifted the T-shirt completely above her waist and noticed she wasn’t wearing panties either. He understood she was fully prepared and eager for a hot, intense session. His hardness stood firm and ready.

The thought excited Adrian even more—that a beautiful wife whose husband had just left for the office had invited her husband’s friend straight to her bed. This realization made his length twitch with fresh desire. He lightly pressed himself against her body. Having such a gorgeous, sexy wife lying there in nothing but a T-shirt, without any underwear, felt like the perfect opportunity for passionate lovemaking. Adrian felt almost dizzy with excitement. He had waited for such a moment for so many days, and now it had suddenly appeared before him like a dream. He was unsure where to begin first.

Anna was letting out soft, needy whimpers. Her hand wandered across his chest, slowly moving downward until she reached his hardness still inside his underwear. She pressed her palm firmly against it and said in a low, seductive voice, “Take off your underwear. I want to taste it today...”

Adrian quickly got on his knees on the bed to remove his underwear. But before he could, Anna rose, pressed her face against the fabric, and rubbed her soft cheek along his length. Then she slipped her delicate, slim fingers under the elastic waistband and slowly pulled his underwear down. Her beautiful, soft fingers lightly touched the sensitive head of his hardness, sending an electric current of pleasure through Adrian's entire body.

Anna looked up at his face with a mix of a shy smile and serious hunger in her eyes. Her gaze looked intoxicated, heavy with desire, and her breathing was fast and shallow. She was completely lost in the moment, in a state of passionate intoxication. She took his length in her palm, pressed it against her cheek and rubbed it there, then licked it with her tongue. She pressed it between her breasts, licked again, moved it to the other breast, and looked back up at Adrian with longing.

The air between them was thick with raw desire, anticipation, and emotional connection. Anna's body trembled with need, her earlier frustration melting into eager surrender as she worshipped him with her hands and mouth. Adrian felt a powerful rush of affection mixed with lust, cherishing how openly and hungrily she wanted him. Every touch, every glance, and every soft sound deepened the intimacy, turning their stolen time together into something profoundly sensual and emotionally fulfilling.

Anna's heart raced with excitement and a hint of playful power, knowing she had taken the lead today. She wanted to make Adrian feel desired and completely satisfied, pouring all her pent-up passion into pleasing him. The room filled with their shared breaths and quiet moans, building toward even greater pleasures as they lost themselves in each other’s embrace.


Anna said in a breathless, heavy voice to Adrian, “Yesterday during your lunch time in the car, you released your essence thinking of me, didn’t you, Adrian ji? When you finished, I became so hungry for it. I wanted to taste it so badly at that moment. I have been waiting for it ever since yesterday. Yesterday I wanted to take it in my mouth. Now I will make up for everything I missed yesterday. Adrian ji, I need it so badly. Please quench my thirst today. I will let you do everything you want with me. Today I am completely yours. Take me, Adrian ji... Ahhh... Sssss...”

Saying this, Anna took Adrian's hardness into her mouth and began sucking it with intense hunger, as if she were in a state of complete intoxication. With one hand, she lovingly stroked the remaining length while the rest was deep in her warm mouth. She sucked it with great pleasure, her movements full of passion and devotion. Adrian was losing himself in overwhelming ecstasy, his body trembling with pleasure.

Adrian looked up toward the ceiling, still on his knees, his jaw clenched as he groaned, “Yes, I needed this so badly too, my love. I have been aching for you so much, my darling. How desperately I longed to feel it inside your mouth. Only I know how much I have suffered with this longing. Wow, you are doing it so wonderfully. It feels incredible, Anna. Keep sucking, my love... Take it deeper, let it go further inside...”

Anna looked up at Adrian's face with a mischievous, seductive smile and tossed his underwear aside on the floor. All the while, she kept his hardness in her mouth. Then she held it with both hands, stroking it firmly, pulling the foreskin down further, and began circling her tongue around the sensitive tip. This made Adrian twist and arch his body, a shiver running through him as he moaned desperately, “Aahhh... Sssss... Uffff...”

Anna gently caressed Adrian's hair with one hand while continuing to suck him with deep affection. She kept lifting her eyes to watch his face, her gaze filled with passion and connection.

When Vince noticed at the office that Adrian had not arrived yet, he called Adrian's mobile. The phone rang while Adrian's hardness was still in Anna's mouth.

Adrian was thoroughly enjoying licking and sucking Anna's core when Vince’s call came. He did not want to answer because he was lost in pleasuring her and being pleasured by her. After the phone rang four or five times, Adrian glanced at the screen and whispered to Anna, “It’s Vince...”

But Anna did not care. She continued sucking him even as Adrian took the call. Adrian answered in the weak voice of a sick man.

Adrian: “Yes, Vince. I am not feeling well today, dude. That’s why I took a sick leave...”

Vince: “Oh... okay. I was worried why you didn’t come to the office. Alright then, take rest. We’ll meet tomorrow. Bye...”

Anna listened to Adrian talking to her husband while still sucking his length. She looked up at his face with a naughty smile and winked at him. Adrian put the phone down and pressed Anna's head gently downward, fully savoring the warmth of her mouth around him.

Anna's breath caught as she pulled back slightly and said, “Why did you do that? It is so big and long. It won’t fit completely in my mouth. You pushed it too deep into my throat. Don’t thrust so hard...”

Adrian grabbed her hair, pulled her closer, and licked her cheek with his tongue. Then he licked her lips. Anna extended her tongue too, and they licked each other’s tongues sensually, their saliva mixing in a heated exchange. They soon lost themselves in a deep, passionate kiss full of raw hunger and emotion.

While kissing, their hands roamed freely over each other’s bodies. Adrian then laid Anna on her back and, after breaking the kiss, moved his mouth from her lips to her neck, trailing downward. He stopped at her breasts. First, he squeezed and massaged one breast while Anna stretched her body on the bed, feeling lost in a world of intoxicating pleasure.

After sucking and kneading her breasts thoroughly, he gently nibbled her nipple with his teeth without hurting her. Then he moved lower, kissing and licking every inch of her skin. He paused at her navel, circling his tongue around it, making Anna lose control. She clutched the bedsheet tightly in her fists, pulling it as soft whimpers escaped her lips. Her body twisted from side to side on the bed with rapid breaths. Her eyes had turned dreamy and intoxicated, as if she were drunk or under the influence of some powerful drug.

Leaving her navel, Adrian slowly moved his tongue further down, applying gentle pressure. On her neatly shaved area, his tongue felt a slight prickle from the tiny hairs, but he continued licking, moving lower and lower while looking up at Anna's face. He pressed his tongue at the beginning of her core, making the room echo with Anna's loud moans. Then he gently slid his tongue between her soft folds, licking and rubbing with devotion.

Caressing her thighs with his hands, Adrian pushed his tongue deeper into her wetness. Anna was losing all sense of control, her body writhing wildly as waves of pleasure caused her to tremble. Adrian thrust his tongue inside her opening, swirling it around, drawing desperate cries from Anna—“Aahhh... Sssss... Uffff...”

Anna kept lifting both her legs high, then raising her hips and bottom, twisting her body, or lifting her head to look at Adrian. She was completely overwhelmed. She grabbed a fistful of Adrian's hair and pulled him closer with urgency. Anna began begging, pleading with him to enter her.

Anna: “Now do it, Adrian ji. I can’t bear it anymore... Come inside me... Stop teasing now. I need it. Penetrate me, Adrian ji. I want it deep inside me, please...”

Adrian was thoroughly enjoying seeing Anna in such a desperate, passionate state. Clenching his teeth, he said, “Do you know how much pleasure it gives to kiss and lick the naked body of your friend’s wife on her own bed, my love? It is impossible to describe this joy, my dear... The happiness and thrill I feel right now—how can I even explain it? For a man, there is perhaps no greater pleasure than this. Especially when the woman is his friend’s wife and not his own. This is a very special moment for any man, my love. Let me fully enjoy this moment, my dear. Wow... I never thought I would be so lucky one day, especially to be with a special, young, sexy, hot woman like you on her bed like this... What destiny I have, my love... Whom should I thank for this—the one above or you? Muaahhh...”

Anna begged again in a trembling, needy voice, “Come over me, Adrian ji. Penetrate me now, please... I can’t take it anymore... Adrian ji, please...”

Adrian could not hold back any longer and finally moved on top of her. Anna spread her legs wide. Adrian positioned himself between them and was about to push his hard length inside her when Anna herself grabbed his thick hardness with her hand, guided it to her entrance, lifted her hips to adjust the angle, and with a loud moan—“Uffff... Sssss...”—she pulled him inside while moving beneath him.

Adrian slipped his arms under her, pressing his body fully against hers. Anna's beautiful, soft breasts crushed delightfully against his chest. When Adrian thrust deep into her warmth, Anna gasped sharply and wrapped her arms around his shoulders. With her eyes closed, she searched for his mouth. When she found his shoulder instead, she bit down on it passionately, sucking and nibbling with full intensity while Adrian's hardness moved in and out of her. Anna kept rolling her hips, savoring the deep feeling of him inside her. Adrian watched with awe as Anna lost herself completely in pleasure, writhing helplessly beneath him as he took her.

With breathless, broken words, Anna opened her eyes and looked at Adrian's sweat-covered face while he continued moving inside her. In a trembling, passionate voice, she said, “Yesterday I felt very bad when you released in the car, Adrian ji. At that very moment, I wanted to give myself to you. I wanted to feel you inside me just like now... Sssss...”

Her breathing was heavy and labored, yet she continued speaking between gasps while Adrian's hardness kept thrusting steadily into her core.

Anna went on, “I felt so much regret yesterday. My heart ached thinking about you. I felt so much for you at that time, Adrian ji. You were pleasuring yourself thinking of me, and I couldn’t do anything for you then. Please forgive me for that, Adrian ji. In return, enjoy me as much as you want now, Adrian ji. Take all the pleasure you desire. Yes, I am your friend’s wife, and I am making you happy...”


Anna said in a breathless, heavy voice to Adrian, “I am pleasuring you with my hot body, Adrian ji. Actually, I needed this so badly too, Adrian ji. So I am making myself happy as well. It’s my pleasure as well. Ahh… Sssss… Uffff… Yes, it feels so good, Adrian ji. Do it more, do it harder, keep going… Yes, yes, I’m enjoying it so much, Adrian ji. Oh my God… Sssss… I want more… More… Yes, yes, yes…”

Hearing Anna's words, Adrian became so intensely aroused that a strange wave of electricity ran through his entire body. The effect of her passionate talk traveled from his ears to his brain and then surged through his blood, making every vein in his body throb with desire. It felt as if he might finish without even continuing. He increased the speed and force of his thrusts, looking at Anna's flushed face and bouncing breasts. The moment of climax approached rapidly, and he cried out. He drove into her core with even faster, deeper strokes. Anna's body shook violently under the powerful rhythm. Her breasts looked as if they might burst free from the intensity. Her desperate moans and whimpers grew louder as she clutched Adrian tightly with both arms and pressed her head back into the pillow.

Then Anna cried out loudly, “Oh my God… Sssss… Adrian ji, Adrian jiii… Sssss… I am coming… Wow… It’s fantastic, Adrian jiii…” Anna writhed on the bed like a serpent in ecstasy, her breasts thrust upward toward the ceiling, her nipples standing firm and erect like aroused peaks.

Adrian could not hold back any longer and was about to pull out when Anna pressed her legs around his waist, holding him deep inside. Panting heavily, she said, “Don’t pull out, Adrian ji. Release inside me. I am on pills, so don’t worry. Finish inside me… It will feel even better for me too.”

Adrian pushed as deep as possible and released, spilling all his warm essence inside Anna's welcoming core. Panting and growling through clenched teeth, his voice came out in a low, satisfied rumble, “Aaaahhh… Yes baby, my love… Yes, it feels so great being deep inside you… Wow… What magic you have, Anna… Vah vah… Aaaahhh… Sssss…” He let his full body weight rest on top of Anna, completely spent.

Beneath him, Anna continued to writhe like a snake, letting out soft, trembling whimpers as waves of pleasure rippled through her.

When both had cooled down a little, their heavy breathing filled the room. For some time, Adrian remained lying on top of Anna, sweat dripping from his forehead onto her eyelashes. Anna accepted the pleasant weight of his body on hers. Her beautiful, soft breasts were completely crushed against his chest, looking like deflated footballs from the pressure.

And one night, there was a party at the house of one of Vince’s colleagues. He was hosting a small celebration for his promotion and had invited office colleagues, their wives, and company heads. All married couples were invited. But not all wives liked attending such parties. So everyone already knew that only a few selected friends’ wives would come to the party that night.

Since Adrian was also attending the party, Vince decided to take Anna along. Vince thought that while drunk, he could watch Adrian and Anna at the party. He had planned with Adrian that Adrian would come in his own car, pick them up from home, and drop them back after the party ended. Adrian was extremely happy and excited about this arrangement, especially since it was the first time Vince had invited him to such a party.

Anna had never attended any late-night party with Vince since their marriage. So before leaving, they were deciding at home what dress Anna should wear. All her clothes were first-class, so the final decision was a saree (Silk wrap). The blouse (Fitted Top ) was backless, almost like a bra. It was a black saree (Silk wrap) with a matching black blouse. The material had sparkling pearls embroidered on it. It was a perfect dress for the night, and Anna looked absolutely stunning in it. She looked incredibly hot and sexy—it went without saying. There was no way to hide her cleavage. The pallu  (saree drape) was so transparent that concealing her deep cleavage was impossible; it showed clearly even from above.

Before leaving home, Vince imagined how all the men at the party would stare at Anna, especially Adrian. Her waist, navel, curves, hips, slender waist, and silhouette were beautifully highlighted. Her open hair fell down her back almost to her hips, partially covering her back. Yet the contrast of her fair, bare back against the black hair looked so seductive that it could shake any man’s intentions.

At 8:00 PM, when Adrian came to pick them up, both were waiting near the gate security post. Adrian had already called to inform them he was nearby. Oliver was about to leave for home but kept his eyes fixed on Anna as they waited for Adrian's car. Vince deliberately let Anna stand close to Oliver and secretly watched them both. Anna knew she looked very hot and that Oliver was getting restless. Still, she kept glancing at him, biting her lower lip with a smile.

Adrian arrived, got out, and opened the back door for Anna. Vince moved to sit in the front. As Anna bent to enter the car, Adrian placed his hand firmly on her bare back and the saree-covered curve of her hips. Oliver, watching everything, tried hard to control the movement in his pants.

Oliver thought to himself, “Looks like tonight Anna will get fucked by both her husband and his friend. Wow. I will miss that…” But it was not certain that it would happen.

At the party, most people had already arrived. These three were late. In the garden’s soft lighting, only four women were visible among so many men. From there, the three entered a large lounge where almost all the men were holding champagne glasses, some with cigars between their fingers, and a few smoking cigarettes.

As soon as Anna and Vince entered, followed by Adrian, all the men’s eyes turned toward Anna. The few women present were busy chatting among themselves in one corner and had no opportunity to look toward the center of the lounge. While the host was welcoming the three, all the men were scanning Anna from head to toe. Some even walked behind her to get a better view of her bare back, and everyone began adjusting themselves inside their pants.

It was Vince’s turn to introduce Anna to his colleagues. Holding her hand, he introduced her one by one to the people working in the company. During the introductions, Adrian kept observing the men’s gazes. He knew everyone was staring at Anna with lustful eyes.

Some men shook hands with Anna, while others said “Namaste.” Anna's bare arms and underarms were clearly visible because the blouse (Fitted Top) had no sleeves. It was the latest style, exactly like what models wear on the ramp—almost like a bra. Some eyes kept drifting to her deep cleavage, and her pallu (saree drape) kept slipping again and again. Anna repeatedly adjusted her pallu (saree drape) and brushed her hair away from her face. Her graceful, seductive gestures seemed to be enchanting all the men on their own.

Adrian felt a pang of jealousy whenever other men looked at Anna, so he kept coming between them to talk to her while others were speaking with her.

The company manager and director were the last two people left for introduction. When Vince approached them, Adrian had to stay back because he could not misbehave in front of the bosses. He watched everything from about a meter away.

With her beautiful and inviting smile, Anna raised her hand to greet the director. Vince said, “And this is the boss, the director of our company...”

The director was around fifty years old but did not look his age at all. He appeared fresh and much younger. He had a French-cut beard. With his usual charming smile, he shook hands with Anna, looked into her eyes, and said, “Hello lovely ma’am, very pleased to meet you.” Then he brought her wrist to his mouth and kissed the back of her hand.


Anna said in a breathless, heavy voice to Adrian, “I am pleasuring you with my hot body, Adrian ji. Actually, I needed this so badly too, Adrian ji. So I am making myself happy as well. It’s my pleasure as well. Ahh… Sssss… Uffff… Yes, it feels so good, Adrian ji. Do it more, do it harder, keep going… Yes, yes, I’m enjoying it so much, Adrian ji. Oh my God… Sssss… I want more… More… Yes, yes, yes…”

Hearing Anna's words, Adrian became so intensely aroused that a strange wave of electricity ran through his entire body. The effect of her passionate talk traveled from his ears to his brain and then surged through his blood, making every vein in his body throb with desire. It felt as if he might finish without even continuing. He increased the speed and force of his thrusts, looking at Anna's flushed face and bouncing breasts. The moment of climax approached rapidly, and he cried out. He drove into her core with even faster, deeper strokes. Anna's body shook violently under the powerful rhythm. Her breasts looked as if they might burst free from the intensity. Her desperate moans and whimpers grew louder as she clutched Adrian tightly with both arms and pressed her head back into the pillow.

Then Anna cried out loudly, “Oh my God… Sssss… Adrian ji, Adrian jiii… Sssss… I am coming… Wow… It’s fantastic, Adrian jiii…” Anna writhed on the bed like a serpent in ecstasy, her breasts thrust upward toward the ceiling, her nipples standing firm and erect like aroused peaks.

Adrian could not hold back any longer and was about to pull out when Anna pressed her legs around his waist, holding him deep inside. Panting heavily, she said, “Don’t pull out, Adrian ji. Release inside me. I am on pills, so don’t worry. Finish inside me… It will feel even better for me too.”

Adrian pushed as deep as possible and released, spilling all his warm essence inside Anna's welcoming core. Panting and growling through clenched teeth, his voice came out in a low, satisfied rumble, “Aaaahhh… Yes baby, my love… Yes, it feels so great being deep inside you… Wow… What magic you have, Anna… hah hah… Aaaahhh… Sssss…” He let his full body weight rest on top of Anna, completely spent.

Beneath him, Anna continued to writhe like a snake, letting out soft, trembling whimpers as waves of pleasure rippled through her.

When both had cooled down a little, their heavy breathing filled the room. For some time, Adrian remained lying on top of Anna, sweat dripping from his forehead onto her eyelashes. Anna accepted the pleasant weight of his body on hers. Her beautiful, soft breasts were completely crushed against his chest, looking like deflated footballs from the pressure.


And one night, there was a party at the house of one of Vince’s colleagues. He was hosting a small celebration for his promotion and had invited office colleagues, their wives, and company heads. All married couples were invited. But not all wives liked attending such parties. So everyone already knew that only a few selected friends’ wives would come to the party that night.

Since Adrian was also attending the party, Vince decided to take Anna along. Vince thought that while drunk, he could watch Adrian and Anna at the party. He had planned with Adrian that Adrian would come in his own car, pick them up from home, and drop them back after the party ended. Adrian was extremely happy and excited about this arrangement, especially since it was the first time Vince had invited him to such a party.

Anna had never attended any late-night party with Vince since their marriage. So before leaving, they were deciding at home what dress Anna should wear. All her clothes were first-class, so the final decision was a saree (Silk wrap). The blouse (Fitted Top ) was backless, almost like a bra. It was a black saree (Silk wrap) with a matching black blouse. The material had sparkling pearls embroidered on it. It was a perfect dress for the night, and Anna looked absolutely stunning in it. She looked incredibly hot and sexy—it went without saying. There was no way to hide her cleavage. The pallu (saree drape) was so transparent that concealing her deep cleavage was impossible; it showed clearly even from above.

Before leaving home, Vince imagined how all the men at the party would stare at Anna, especially Adrian. Her waist, navel, curves, hips, slender waist, and silhouette were beautifully highlighted. Her open hair fell down her back almost to her hips, partially covering her back. Yet the contrast of her fair, bare back against the black hair looked so seductive that it could shake any man’s intentions.

At 8:00 PM, when Adrian came to pick them up, both were waiting near the gate security post. Adrian had already called to inform them he was nearby. Oliver was about to leave for home but kept his eyes fixed on Anna as they waited for Adrian's car. Vince deliberately let Anna stand close to Oliver and secretly watched them both. Anna knew she looked very hot and that Oliver was getting restless. Still, she kept glancing at him, biting her lower lip with a smile.

Adrian arrived, got out, and opened the back door for Anna. Vince moved to sit in the front. As Anna bent to enter the car, Adrian placed his hand firmly on her bare back and the saree-covered curve of her hips. Oliver, watching everything, tried hard to control the movement in his pants.

Oliver thought to himself, “Looks like tonight Anna will get fucked by both her husband and his friend. Wow. I will miss that…” But it was not certain that it would happen.

*****

*****

*****

At the party, most people had already arrived. These three were late. In the garden’s soft lighting, only four women were visible among so many men. From there, the three entered a large lounge where almost all the men were holding champagne glasses, some with cigars between their fingers, and a few smoking cigarettes.

As soon as Anna and Vince entered, followed by Adrian, all the men’s eyes turned toward Anna. The few women present were busy chatting among themselves in one corner and had no opportunity to look toward the center of the lounge. While the host was welcoming the three, all the men were scanning Anna from head to toe. Some even walked behind her to get a better view of her bare back, and everyone began adjusting themselves inside their pants.

It was Vince’s turn to introduce Anna to his colleagues. Holding her hand, he introduced her one by one to the people working in the company. During the introductions, Adrian kept observing the men’s gazes. He knew everyone was staring at Anna with lustful eyes.

Some men shook hands with Anna, while others said “Namaste.” Anna's bare arms and underarms were clearly visible because the blouse (Fitted Top) had no sleeves. It was the latest style, exactly like what models wear on the ramp—almost like a bra. Some eyes kept drifting to her deep cleavage, and her pallu (saree drape) kept slipping again and again. Anna repeatedly adjusted her pallu (saree drape) and brushed her hair away from her face. Her graceful, seductive gestures seemed to be enchanting all the men on their own.

Adrian felt a pang of jealousy whenever other men looked at Anna, so he kept coming between them to talk to her while others were speaking with her.

The company manager and director were the last two people left for introduction. When Vince approached them, Adrian had to stay back because he could not misbehave in front of the bosses. He watched everything from about a meter away.

With her beautiful and inviting smile, Anna raised her hand to greet the director. Vince said, “And this is the boss, the director of our company...”

The director was around fifty years old but did not look his age at all. He appeared fresh and much younger. He had a French-cut beard. With his usual charming smile, he shook hands with Anna, looked into her eyes, and said, “Hello lovely ma’am, very pleased to meet you.” Then he brought her wrist to his mouth and kissed the back of her hand.

At that time, the manager who was standing nearby saw Anna raise her arms and his eyes went straight to her underarms. He was waiting eagerly for his turn because it was now time for Anna to be introduced to him.

The manager was also around fifty years old but unlike the director. His hair had some gray in it and he looked his actual age. He pressed Anna's hand firmly in his own and said, “Hello madam, very nice to meet you...”

Vince smiled happily and looked at the administrators of his company, who were Mr. Pandey. The director said, “Vince, where does your wife work? Such a beautiful woman should be in our company, right dear manager?”

With a slight blush on his face, Vince said, “No sir, my wife doesn’t work. She is just a housewife...”

Then manager Mr. Deshmukh said, “Your wife looks exactly like a model. She should try in that field...”

Looking at Anna with somewhat lustful eyes, the director smiled and said, “That’s right, the manager is correct. You really look like one of those modern models we see nowadays...”

Anna's face turned completely red and she looked at Vince. Then she turned and gave Adrian a shy, questioning glance. By then, a waiter came with a tray of champagne and served Adrian and Vince, asking Anna what she would like.

Both the manager and the director said together, “Give her a glass of champagne as well, of course...”

Anna again looked at Vince with questioning eyes. Vince nodded yes. Anna took one glass and everyone clinked their glasses together loudly, saying “Cheers.”

Adrian was trying his best to stay close to Anna, but soon Anna joined the other women, and sometimes someone else would start talking to her. So Adrian had to keep some distance, but he did not let Anna out of his sight even for a moment. At that time, Adrian looked more like Anna's husband than Vince. Vince was not worried about Anna at all; instead, he was keeping an eye on Adrian.

Once, the manager came to Anna and started talking to her. Adrian felt angry because he could not hear what they were discussing. Since he was at a distance and could not approach the company manager. He saw Anna laughing and chatting cheerfully with the manager and became red with jealousy, feeling as if Anna's gestures were encouraging the manager to seduce her at that moment.

Then the manager went to talk to the director, pointing toward Anna, and the director turned to look at her while Anna smiled at them.

Adrian looked toward Vince and saw him sitting on a large sofa, talking to friends while drinking. Grinding his teeth, Adrian muttered, “What kind of husband is he? It seems he has brought his wife here just so others can stare at her.”

Adrian noticed that the manager and director were not letting Anna out of their sight. Both were watching her every move—where she was going, whom she was talking to, whom she was looking at. It was clear that both were constantly talking about Anna.

Adrian felt even more strange because he saw that Anna too was repeatedly looking toward the two of them, as if they were communicating through their eyes in some silent way.

Adrian got angry, went and sat near Anna, and keeping his head lowered while looking at the manager and director, he said to her, “Looks like today we both will get a very good opportunity. Look, Vince is already drunk over there. By the time we reach home, he will be completely intoxicated and we will get a good chance. Right, my love? It’s perfect timing, isn’t it?”

Anna smiled, adjusted her pallu (saree drape) on her shoulder, brushed her hair back, and smiled toward the manager and director as if she had not heard anything Adrian said.

This made Adrian very angry. He stood up and said, “Let’s go to the garden please... Did you hear what I said?”

Anna looked around and said, “It’s very cold outside, it’s fine here, dear...”

Adrian clenched his jaw tightly and walked toward the waiter to get a drink.

Finally, the party ended and Adrian was restless to drop Anna home. He was very upset seeing Anna giving attention to the manager and director. Adrian had carefully observed all their movements and had become convinced that the manager and director were planning something regarding Anna.

Vince was pretending to be drunk and said to Adrian in a slurred voice, “You drop us home now. I can’t walk. Help me to the car, Adrian my friend. Let me lie down on the back seat. I might sleep now...”

When Adrian was helping Vince to the car, Anna was saying goodbye to the manager and director. Both of them had surrounded her, holding her wrist, kissing her hand, and flirting with her.

In the end, when Anna came to the car, she had to sit in the front seat. Because Adrian had occupied the entire back seat by lying down, pretending to sleep. Vince thought that tonight he would be able to watch the two of them more closely and clearly hear all their conversations.

After driving some distance, Adrian pulled Anna's pallu (saree drape) toward himself. Anna whispered in his ear, “What are you doing? Ohh… He is right here, be careful...”

Adrian replied, “He is completely drunk and asleep. And even if he hears our talk now, he won’t remember anything tomorrow. Don’t worry...”

Anna: “No, not now. Leave my pallu (saree drape)...”

By then, one of Adrian's hands was on the steering wheel while the other began squeezing Anna's breasts. Anna turned back to look at Vince, who was making fake snoring sounds. It was dark, so Anna could not see everything clearly. Therefore, Vince had kept his eyes slightly open and was watching them. He could clearly see Adrian's hand massaging his wife’s breasts.

By now, Adrian's hand had slipped inside Anna's blouse (Fitted Top) and he had taken one full breast in his palm while driving. Adrian was fully hard and wanted to take Anna right there. Since he was driving, he could not fully enjoy her, so he found a deserted spot, parked the car, and decided to enjoy Anna inside the car itself.

Anna understood what Adrian wanted to do when he switched off the engine.

Anna said, “No, not here at all, Adrian ji. What if patrolling police pass by? And Vince is with us. Not like this in his presence. Are you in your right mind, Adrian ji? What are you doing?”

Sliding closer, Adrian came to her seat and said, “Police don’t come to such places. We are far from the main road. Look around—there are only trees and a jungle-like view. Police patrol will pass on the main road. Don’t worry, my love...”

Just hearing their conversation made Vince’s hardness stir inside his pants. In his heart, he said, “Yes Adrian, keep going, do it dude. And Anna my love, let him do it... I want to see and hear you both getting desperate. It’s dark but I can still see some things, and especially hear everything clearly. I am going to enjoy this a lot...”

By then, Adrian had flattened Anna's seat like a bed and climbed on top of her, kissing and licking her cheeks and neck. Anna was feeling annoyed and kept looking back toward Vince again and again. Her hair fell on Vince’s legs when Adrian pressed her against the seat. Then Adrian's hand went toward her petticoat and he tried to slip it inside her panties.

Adrian said while running his lips over Anna's cleavage, “Hmm… Both the manager and director were showing a bit too much interest in you. In fact, both were flirting with you, and you were also letting them come close, right? You were getting hot, weren’t you, my love? You really wanted it, didn’t you? Tell me...”


Anna said in a breathless, heavy voice, “Shut up... and do whatever you want to do. I am not liking this at all right now, not like this. My husband is right here in the car. No, no, stop, stop, I am not feeling good like this. Stop...” But Adrian was not listening to Anna at all. Like a hungry lion, he was devouring her flesh.

He was trying to take Anna's mouth into his own, but Anna was not letting him. Every time Adrian brought his mouth close to her lips, Anna turned her face to the other side. Anna kept turning back again and again to look at Vince, who was making his fake snoring even louder so that they would think he was in deep sleep.

Adrian was feeling the lack of space inside the car to take Anna properly, yet he was trying his best, though it felt difficult. Still, he opened his zip, took out his hard length, lifted Anna's saree (Silk wrap) and petticoat, and began rubbing it against her thighs.

Anna was still refusing, not liking at all that they were doing this in front of Vince. But Adrian was stubbornly continuing.

From the back, Vince was trying to see so that he could catch a glimpse of Anna's thighs, because he had understood what Adrian was doing at that moment. Because he had heard Adrian opening his zip and from Adrian's heavy breathing and growling, Vince understood everything—that right now his wife’s thighs had become Adrian's feast.

Adrian turned on the car’s interior light. With a scared face, Anna complained to Adrian to turn the light off and quickly turned back to look at Vince, worried that everything would be visible in the light. Seeing the light on, Vince immediately closed his eyes. Anna raised her hand to turn the light off, but Adrian did not let her. He held her hand and brought it to his hardness, saying,

**Adrian:** “Leave the light on. I want to see your lips, your thighs, and your panties, Anna my love. How can I stay without looking at and admiring such a beautiful body? When I lick and suck, I want to see them at the same time. Spread your legs a little, darling. You are going to enjoy this a lot...”

Anna kept looking back at Vince and then at Adrian's face with worry, and in a teary voice said, “But someone outside can see us, and what if Vince wakes up? Please turn the light off, Adrian ji, please...”

Adrian, while licking Anna's thighs and moving upward toward her core, said, “Only monkeys and wild animals can see us from outside in this place. After midnight, no human comes to such a spot to see us, my love. Wait a little, let me make you happy quickly. It will be over soon, you’ll see...”

Then Adrian lifted Anna a little higher by placing his hand under her waist, and felt how wet she was. Because of the lifting, Anna's head came to rest on Vince’s legs. Vince slightly opened his eyes and could see everything clearly. He was getting immense pleasure watching his wife enjoying with his friend. When Adrian kissed and started licking Anna's panties, her desperate, whimpering moans began to fill the car, and she started losing herself in intoxication. Hearing all this, Vince was thoroughly enjoying it.

And a short while later, Adrian pulled Anna's panties down and took her core into his mouth, licking as if he was eating her. Anna had become completely wet and her juices were flowing. Adrian was sucking her nectar. Vince could hear the sounds of Adrian's tongue and knew he was licking his wife’s most intimate place.

Anna was becoming completely overwhelmed, and her moans of pleasure were growing louder. She closed her eyes, feeling Adrian's tongue moving around her core. When Vince saw that Anna had closed her eyes, he opened his own a little more, raised his head slightly, and looked at Anna's spread, bare thighs and Adrian's head buried between them. Anna's fingers were running through Adrian's hair, and she was writhing in pleasure with soft cries.

Then Anna slowly moved one hand over Vince’s pants, because her head was resting on his legs at that time. She placed her palm on Vince’s hardness over his pants and felt that he was fully erect. Anna slightly lifted her head and whispered to Adrian,

**Anna:** “His is hard…… that means he is not sleeping...”

Then Adrian climbed on top of Anna, spreading her legs even wider, and said, “It is natural for him to get hard. It often happens when someone is drunk. Can’t you see he is lying there half-unconscious from drinking? Forget about him and now feel my hardness deep inside you, sweetheart.”

Adrian thrust his thick hardness into Anna's wet core. This made Anna's moan even louder, and her writing increased. Feeling Adrian's length moving in and out inside her, Anna turned again to look at Vince. Then, savoring the feeling of Adrian moving inside her, she wrapped her arms around his neck. She began kissing and licking his neck with her lips and a few times turned from there to check Vince’s face to see if he was watching. Anna started moving her hips forcefully under Adrian so that he would finish quickly and everything would end soon.

Then Anna herself started enjoying it. She took Adrian's mouth into hers and began sucking his tongue with fierce passion. At that moment, she forgot everything, including that her husband was present there. She started taking full pleasure in lovemaking, forgetting everything else.

Adrian wanted exactly this—that Anna should respond with happiness. He started enjoying it even more when Anna began moving willingly and taking pleasure in being taken. Anna's fingers roamed over Adrian's back, her body completely pressed against his, and she was not leaving his mouth.

Vince, with his eyes slightly open, began watching his wife getting fucked by his friend, and he was deriving great pleasure from it.

Adrian soon began growling and, with clenched teeth, his moans became audible. He increased the speed of his thrusts and started driving into Anna so hard that the entire car began to shake. Anna's pleasure and moans also intensified, her cries sounding as if they would break the windows of the closed car. Adrian thrust rapidly into Anna's core and released deep inside her with a loud groan—“Aaaahhh… Ohh…”

Adrian let the full weight of his body rest on Anna. This made the car seat sink even lower. At that moment, Anna held Adrian tightly in her arms and was kissing his lips, cheeks, and neck with great love and happiness. It did not seem at all that a while ago this same Anna was refusing to do all this. Right now, she looked like a sexy woman who loved sex very much. She no longer cared whether Vince was there or not. Anna felt great pleasure and satisfaction after the act, and because she was happy now, she had no complaints against Adrian. She was smiling. Anna ran her fingers over Adrian's shoulders, bit his shoulder, and lightly punched his chest with her fist while saying in a naughty voice,

**Anna:** “You are very naughty, Adrian ji. You fucked me in front of my husband...”

The next day at work, the manager and director’s proposal led to the director calling Vince into his office. The manager was also present there. Vince was asked to sit. He started feeling worried because he thought he might have made some mistake in his work and that was why they had a problem. The director and manager looked at each other and then at Vince.

The manager started the conversation, “Mr. Vince, we think you are deserving of a promotion and there is a position vacant for it right now...”

Vince looked at both bosses one after the other with questioning eyes.

The Director said, “And in this company, every step forward comes at a price. You must already know that, right?” Vince didn’t understand and kept staring at the Director’s face, hoping he would say something more. Then both the Manager and the Director spoke in unison, “Your wife is incredibly beautiful, Mr. Vince, and we want her company. Can you arrange that for us?”

A jolt ran through Vince, and for a moment he didn’t know whether to jump with joy or pretend to be shocked. His dream seemed to be coming true without any effort. For months, he had secretly longed to share Anna so deeply, and here they were, openly asking for her on his behalf. Hiding his rising excitement, Vince looked away and acted as if he hadn’t understood.

The Manager continued, “Think about your future and all the comforts this promotion will bring. We’ve decided to make you General Manager of our other branch in the neighboring city. On top of that, you’ll get a bungalow and a car completely free from the company, plus fuel expenses covered…”

Vince could hardly believe his luck at that moment. Everything was because of Anna and for her. She had truly become his lucky charm. He asked, “Please tell me… what exactly do I need to do to get this promotion?”

The Director spoke plainly, “We want you to let Anna join us for some time. Especially let her stay with us at nights, and consider the promotion yours…”

Vince asked again, “I didn’t quite understand, sir. Let Anna stay with you people for some time… meaning?”

The Manager explained, “Look, we get invitations to high-society parties almost every night. For those events, we need beautiful, gorgeous, hot ladies to accompany us for the company. It elevates our status because in such elite circles, all the high officials bring stunning, hot women with them. Women exactly like Anna—hot, sexy, and gorgeous—are perfect for those parties. And she’ll bring luck to our company, especially when we go to finalize big deals…”

Vince hesitated, “But I don’t know if Anna will agree or not.”

The Director smiled confidently, “I’m sure she will. We spoke to her last night. She seemed very intelligent and understanding. I believe if you tell her we want her support, she’ll agree. We were going to discuss this with you last night, but you were completely drunk…”

Vince actually understood everything perfectly. Still pretending to be innocent, he asked, “Can I also stay with my wife along with you all?”

The Director replied, “Absolutely not… but whenever we need you, we’ll call you too.”

The Manager whispered something in the Director’s ear, then said aloud, “Alright, fine. You can come along if you want to stay with your lovely wife. Though we’d prefer to have her with us alone…”

Vince fell silent for a moment, thinking. If both men wanted to have Anna, he wouldn’t get to watch if he wasn’t there. His real pleasure lay in seeing Anna being taken by others, hearing her moans and gasps, watching her expressions during those intimate moments. He loved seeing her hold another man’s cock in her hand and suck it—he didn’t want to miss any of that.

The Manager said, “Listen, bring Anna to our bungalow tonight. Tell her it’s a small private party just for the two of us. Say it’s the Director’s birthday and he hasn’t invited anyone else except you two. It’s a privilege, man. Mention that since you’re being promoted, you’ve been invited. Once she arrives, you can leave her with us and go back. We’ll drop her home in the morning. What do you think? This will be the beginning, and she’ll understand what we want from her and what kind of work it is for the company. If she gets it and stays for the benefit of the company, it’ll be profitable for you. This is an excellent opportunity for your career growth. Explain it to Anna—she’ll surely understand. These days, no wife would say no to a bungalow and a new car. And yes, we’d love to see her in the same kind of saree (Silk wrap) she wore at the party last night. Please bring her dressed like that if possible.”

Vince’s arousal grew just imagining Anna with these two older men. He felt certain she would agree. He was allowed to leave work early that day to prepare Anna. Seeing him home so soon, Anna was delighted and asked, “How come you’re back so early?”

Vince looked overjoyed and exclaimed, “I got the promotion! I’m the new Manager of the site, and we’re getting a bungalow and a new car…”

Anna jumped with joy too, throwing herself into his arms, and they both danced around happily. But after a while, Vince told her to get ready because they had to attend the Director’s birthday party, and only the two of them were invited. He also advised her to behave nicely with the Director and Manager since they were doing him a huge favor with this promotion.

Anna recalled her meeting with them the previous night, their lust-filled gazes, and told Vince, “Am I crazy enough to ruin such a big promotion for you? Don’t worry, darling. Everything will be fine. Now tell me, what should I wear for the party? The same kind of saree (Silk wrap) as last night, or something else?”

Since Vince had been told to bring her in a saree (Silk wrap), he selected one similar to the previous night—its blouse (Fitted Top) like a bra, with a deep neckline on the front and almost backless with thin strings.

Soon they reached the Director’s bungalow. Anna looked breathtaking in that saree (Silk wrap). Her bare arms, the glimpse of her underarms, the way the saree (Silk wrap) was tied low below her navel—it seemed as if her rounded hips were almost exposed. Her silhouette was so alluring it took one’s breath away. The full curves of her backside, every inch of her body beautifully accentuated by the fabric, made the visible parts of her skin look irresistibly spicy and tempting. On top of that, her deadly smile, beautiful voice, and graceful charm could drive any man wild. Her cleavage was something else entirely; it looked like even the slightest bend would make her breasts spill out, tearing through the bra-like blouse.

Both the Director and Manager stood at the entrance, waiting for the couple, and welcomed them warmly. Even from a distance, Anna smiled at them. As she walked closer, she flashed sweet smiles at both men multiple times while looking into their eyes. For a brief moment, Anna squeezed Vince’s hand tightly, as if feeling a flicker of nervousness or thrill about stepping into this situation with two unfamiliar men. Vince gave her a questioning look. She whispered softly, “I’m starting to feel a bit strange wearing this saree (Silk wrap) in front of them. It’s quite revealing, and after all, they are men…”

But before Vince could reply, they reached their hosts. The Director leaned forward slightly, offering his cheek for a kiss, and opened his arms to embrace her. The Manager followed right after, doing the same, while Vince watched everything.

Anna smiled warmly and happily hugged them, saying, “Happy Birthday, sir,” while placing her hands on the Director’s shoulders. She let his lips brush against her cheeks and kissed his cheek in return. The Manager did exactly the same afterward.

Finally, everyone moved inside the lounge. Food and drinks were arranged on the table for self-service. Soft music played in the background. Vince and the Manager walked together toward the drinks table, while the Director and Anna walked ahead. The Director’s palm rested on Anna's bare waist, slowly sliding lower toward her hips as they moved.


From behind, Vince followed, watching everything intently, while Anna glanced back at him with a faint, knowing smile.

The Manager poured champagne into four glasses. Anna glanced at Vince once, then told him she wouldn’t drink it. Vince turned to the Manager and said, “Sir, she’s saying please give her a soft drink instead.”

But the Manager turned directly to Anna and insisted gently, “Anna madam, this is one of those rare occasions where refusing doesn’t feel right. One glass of champagne won’t hurt. Alright, just take this one glass and then you don’t have to drink more. Can’t you at least join us in a toast for the Director’s happiness on his special day?”

Immediately, the Director took the glass from the Manager’s hand and offered it to Anna himself, saying, “Look, Anna, it’s my birthday. So please take this one glass for me, otherwise I’ll feel hurt that you refused me on my birthday…”

Anna finally accepted the glass into her hand. All this while, the Director’s palm remained possessively on her waist, as if she were his wife or someone intimately close. Vince noticed it twice—his eyes drawn to where the older man’s hand rested on his wife’s bare midriff. He looked at Anna's face, but she didn’t seem disturbed at all by the Director’s touch on her body. Vince also observed how the Director was slowly moving his fingers across her waist. Yet Anna raised no objection, behaving as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Nearly an hour passed as they enjoyed dinner, drinks, and conversations about Vince’s promotion. But so far, everything remained just talk—no real moves had been made. During dinner, Anna sat right beside the Director, with the Manager and Vince seated across from them.

Vince kept trying to figure out what the Director’s one hand was doing under the table, in Anna's lap. Every now and then, the Director’s hand would disappear beneath the table. It was obvious he was touching her—perhaps stroking her thighs or somewhere even more intimate—because Vince could read the subtle shifts in his wife’s facial expressions. Something was definitely happening beneath the surface.

Anna would occasionally shoot strange, heated glances at Vince, then look at the Director whenever his hand went under the table. Sometimes she would even glance at the Manager, as if wondering whether he realized what the Director was doing to her body right there. Vince grew restless, burning with the desire to see what was happening under the table, but how could he look with everyone present? He thought of dropping something on the floor to peek, but realized the Director would quickly pull his hand back, leaving him with nothing. In his mind, Vince wondered wildly: Was the Director caressing Anna's navel, circling his fingers teasingly around it? Or trying to slide her saree (Silk wrap) higher? Or stroking her smooth thighs? The mere thoughts made his arousal throb hard inside his pants.

Anna shifted restlessly in her seat a few times, as if the Director’s hidden touches were disturbing and arousing her. It seemed she wanted to stand up or change seats, judging by the flush on her face and the flicker in her eyes. Yet, not wanting to create a bad impression, she stayed seated, enduring it with quiet poise.

Once, Vince saw Anna bite down gently on her lower lip and slowly run her tongue across it. From knowing his wife so well, he recognized that gesture—she only did that when she was getting aroused, when the heat of desire was building inside her for intimacy. Vince understood that under the table, the Director had gone quite far with his wandering hands, playing with her body. And there was no hiding how her deep cleavage was on full display in that tight, bra-like blouse. The Director’s eyes had wandered there more than a hundred times, something both the Manager and Vince noticed clearly—and Anna herself was aware of it too.

There was no way for Anna to cover or hide her cleavage in that revealing blouse. She should have realized how much of her body would be exposed when she chose to wear it, especially around these men. But it was too late now; nothing could be done at that moment.

In the next hour, all four moved to the lounge and settled on the sofa. Once again, Anna sat close to the Director. The TV was on, and the Director’s arm rested along the back of the sofa, draped casually over Anna's shoulders. Vince sat on the same sofa but on the Director’s other side. Anna was at one end, Vince at the other, with the Director and Manager in between on the large five-seater sofa. Everyone held a glass of champagne, except Anna, who had juice—though she had taken one glass of champagne earlier.

*****

The Director called Vince aside for a private talk, leaving Anna on the sofa with the Manager. Alone, the Director told Vince, “Alright, now it’s time for you to leave her with us and head back home or anywhere you like. If you want, you can come pick her up around one, or just sleep comfortably at home. We’ll drop her back safely in the morning ourselves. What would you prefer?”

Vince replied, “But sir, Anna doesn’t know I’m going to leave her here alone. If I go, she’ll want to come back with me…”

The Director suggested smoothly, “Okay, then go tell your wife right now that I’m sending you to the office immediately for night duty—to check on the staff. Ask her to wait here. That should work, right?”

Vince said, “I’ll try…” and went to speak with Anna. The Manager was already trying to charm her, holding her hand in his. Anna went up to the terrace with Vince, where he explained that the Director had ordered him to urgently check on the night shift at the office and that he would return soon.

But Anna protested at the idea of staying alone with them. Vince reminded her of his promotion, the new car, and the bungalow, and how she had promised to be flexible with these people. Anna responded, “Look, Vince, I said I would entertain them well. But I didn’t say I would do it without you or in your absence. How can I stay alone with people I barely know? Look at how I’m dressed, and both of them look so thirsty. Can’t you see that?”

A brief argument followed, and Anna firmly refused to stay alone. After they took too long, the Manager came up to the terrace to check what was happening.

Vince said plainly, “Anna wants to go back home…”

The Manager informed the Director, who then came himself to speak with Anna. He reassured her that her husband would return very soon and there was nothing to worry about—she would be in good company. The Director used his persuasive charm to calm her, and Anna couldn’t argue or discuss further with him. She remained silent. Behind her back, the Director signaled Vince to leave.

Vince departed, and the three of them returned to the lounge. The Director refilled Anna's glass with more champagne and urged her to drink. When she refused, the Manager suggested red wine instead, and Anna nodded in agreement but asked for only a little. During casual conversation, her glass was served three times, and she drank while gradually opening up, laughing and chatting with them. Anna sat between the two men on the sofa, and their hands roamed freely—caressing her waist, thighs, and belly, sometimes pressing gently as they talked. A few times, both men casually brushed against her breasts as if by accident.

After some time, the Director stood up and offered his arm to Anna, silently inviting her to rise. She held his arm with one hand, the wine glass in the other, and began walking in step with him. The Director headed toward his bedroom, signaling the Manager to follow behind.


As they entered the bedroom, Anna looked into the Director’s face, then turned to glance at the Manager with a soft smile before stepping fully inside. Without a word, she walked straight to the bed and sat down, while both men stood there, watching her with hungry eyes. Anna brought the wine glass to her lips and emptied it completely in one go.

After drinking, she slowly ran her tongue across her lips, her gaze turning hazy and intoxicated as she looked at both of them. Then she lay back on the bed, spreading her arms out on either side. Her underarms became clearly visible, and her full breasts seemed to strain and press tightly against the thin blouse. Anna looked quite tired, as if she needed rest right then. In reality, she had finished three glasses of wine on top of a full glass of champagne earlier, and the mix of alcohol was clearly affecting her.

The Director adjusted his hardening cock inside his pants, aroused by the sight of such a hot and sexy woman lying on his bed before two men. The Manager tore his eyes away from Anna's body, looked at the Director, and said with a grin, “We are going to have a great time, sir. I bet… hehehe…”

The Director’s eyes never left Anna as both men slowly approached the bed. They sat down on either side of her, drinking in every inch of her body from head to toe. Anna's eyes remained closed.

Both men whispered to each other, “Do you think she’s sleeping? Is she out cold?”

Not wanting to waste any more time, the Director lay down beside Anna and slowly ran his tongue along her underarm, tracing it all the way down her smooth arm to her fingers. He then took her fingers into his mouth and began sucking on them gently.

Anna mumbled something sleepily.

On the other side of the bed, the Manager focused on her belly. He started licking near her navel, circling his tongue around it in slow, teasing swirls before sucking softly. Anna let out a soft moan with her eyes still closed and stretched her body languidly, arching slightly. She then drew her knees up a little, looking lost in deep slumber.

Both men began removing their clothes, chatting between themselves as they undressed.

The Director said, “There’s a special thrill in bringing an employee’s wife to your own bed and claiming her, especially when she’s so beautiful and young like this, isn’t that right, dear?”

The Manager chuckled, “Yes, dear. She’s definitely going to taste our cocks, and we’re going to take her deeply, from the front and the back too… hehehe…”

The Director replied, “Absolutely. We’ll share both her holes tonight. I’m sure this beauty will enjoy two cocks at once. Wake her up quickly now…”

The Manager climbed onto the bed to rouse Anna. She was heavily intoxicated. By then, the Director had stripped completely naked, joined them on the bed, and brought his thick, erect cock close to her mouth. Anna lay there helpless, lost in a haze of alcohol and drowsiness. The Director pressed her cheeks with one hand to open her mouth and tried to push his swollen shaft inside. Meanwhile, the Manager unhooked and removed her blouse (Fitted Top) from behind, exposing her breasts, which he began to squeeze and lick passionately.

Meanwhile, Vince was driving home, but his mind remained back at the bungalow with Anna. The intense desire to watch his wife with other men tormented him. He desperately wanted to see her being pleasured by them, no matter the cost. His thoughts were filled with images of Anna between those two men. He couldn’t decide what to do. He longed to witness her expressions—how she would moan, how she would enjoy them, how she would take their cocks, whether she would accept everything willingly, resist playfully, or embrace it with pleasure. This was his deepest fantasy, just like he had secretly watched her before with others, including his own father. What should he do now?

Vince suddenly took a U-turn and drove back toward the bungalow. He parked the car some distance away and walked the rest of the way. He slipped quietly into the yard and began searching for a way to see inside, circling the building.

All the lights were on inside the bungalow. Vince peeked into the lounge but saw no one. He moved to the right side and noticed lights on in every room, but all the windows were closed with curtains drawn, making it impossible to see anything.

Inside the bedroom, the Director was trying to slide his cock between Anna's closed lips while the Manager had already removed her blouse (Fitted Top)and was sucking on her breasts like a hungry man, licking her back as well. Outside, Vince crouched low and moved to the left side of the bungalow, searching for the right room.

The Director, growing hotter, asked the Manager to open a window. The Manager suggested turning on the AC, but the Director replied that it had been broken since last week and hadn’t been repaired yet in that room. Just then, the bedroom window opened—exactly where Vince was crouched outside. Since it was dark outside, no one inside noticed him. Seeing the window open, Vince quietly sat down nearby. The Director told the Manager to leave the curtains as they were.

With the window now open, Vince could clearly hear their every word. But he wanted to see too. He stood up carefully until his eyes reached the window level, gently parted the curtains with his fingers just enough for one eye to peek inside. From inside, nothing could be seen in the darkness outside, but since the room was brightly lit, Vince could see everything clearly.

He saw his Anna lying on the bed without her blouse, wearing only the saree (Silk wrap) from the waist down, her upper body completely bare. The Director was rubbing his cock against her lips, while Anna's eyes stayed closed as she lay there. The Manager was sucking on one of her nipples with deep hunger.

Vince unzipped his pants, pulled out his throbbing cock, and began stroking himself as he watched, silently praying that Anna would respond soon. He realized she was drunk, yet he hoped she would wake up and actively participate with the two lustful older men.

Anna mumbled something incoherent. With great effort, she opened her eyes, saw the Director’s cock near her mouth, and pushed it away with her hand. The Director quickly guided her hand back to his shaft. Anna, eyes half-closed, wrapped her soft fingers around it.

The Director let out a deep groan of pleasure at the touch of her delicate fingers. “Yessss…” escaped from his throat.

.

.

.

To be continued….
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