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CHAPTER 1

I was reading a book in my small apartment when I heard a knock on the door. I knew who it was by the sound. Three gentle taps and then a pause and then three gentle taps again. It was my pretty neighbor, Carla.

I quickly stood up from my chair and placed the book I was reading on top of the table and then checked myself in the mirror. I put on a wrinkled orange shirt and combed my hair with my hand. I put my glasses on. I looked in the mirror again and realized I had put on my shirt inside out. Carla knocked softly again.

“Coming,” I said loudly. I took two big strides and reached the door. My apartment unit was tiny. My heart was beating faster than usual. I fixed my posture and stood up straighter. I opened the door.

There she was. My ultimate crush. My gorgeous neighbor. Standing outside my apartment with a sweet smile on her face.

“Hey, Ethan,” Carla said. She had her glasses on and her hair was up in a cute bun. She was wearing a white tank top and tight denim shorts. I swallowed. She is just so stunning. She tucked a strand of hair behind one ear. Her hair was still a bit damp. She just finished taking a shower. She smells so good.

“Hey, Carla,” I said, conscious of my wrinkled shirt and messy hair. It was almost ten in the morning. It was Saturday. I slept late last night because I revised the third draft of my thesis. I need to email it to Professor Miller this afternoon. That felt like a small matter at the moment. “What’s up?” I asked. My eyes roamed Carla’s hot figure.

“It took you a while to open,” Carla said. She smiled and raised an eyebrow. She tiptoed and looked over my shoulder. “Do you have someone in there?” Carla asked in a teasingly cute voice.

I shook my head. I’ve been renting here in this apartment for about a year. The only woman I brought here was my ex-girlfriend, Wendy. Our relationship ended about four months ago. “No, it's just me,” I answered Carla while glancing at her amazing legs. She nodded. She knows about my ex-girlfriend. They met several times.

“Are you okay?” Carla asked me, looking at my appearance.

“I’m okay,” I said. “I slept late last night.”

“Oh, sorry,” Carla said. “Was it because of us?”

Yesterday was Curtis’s birthday. Curtis is Carla’s husband. They have been married for about a year. He’s in the army. They live together in the apartment next to me. They had a bit of a celebration last night. They were loud. Carla prepared some food and there was music.

Curtis invited some of his friends from the army. Carla invited her close friends from the university. Carla and I are taking our master's studies at Sterling. Mine is in Economics and Carla's in Sociology. Curtis also personally invited me to join his birthday celebration, but I politely declined and told him I needed to finish some thesis work. He nodded and said that he understood. He said that I could come anytime.

At about eleven last night, Carla knocked on my door and gave me lasagna and crispy tender wings on a plate. She was wearing a sexy little blue dress and her hair was in a ponytail. She invited me again to join the celebration of her husband’s birthday. I thanked her and politely declined. I don’t know anyone there. Carla touched my arm and said okay. She came back after thirty minutes carrying a plate filled with nachos and mini burgers and cookies. The party ended at about one in the morning.

“Was the party too noisy last night?” Carla asked apologetically.

“Oh, no, no. It was okay.”

“We were loud, weren’t we?” Carla insisted.

“No, no. Not really,” I said. They were a bit loud, but it was alright with me. The walls are thin in this apartment complex. We are on the second floor of the building. There are four units on this floor. Each unit is connected by an outdoor walkway that also serves as a balcony. Carla and Curtis’s apartment is at the end of the walkway. Mine is beside theirs. The other two units on the right side of my apartment are empty. That means only the three of us live on this floor. The first-floor apartments are all occupied.

“Where’s Curtis?” I asked.

“He’s still sleeping,” Carla said.

“Do you want to come inside or — “

“Sure,” Carla said softly. She walked inside my apartment. I didn’t close the door. She is a married woman. What will Curtis think if he wakes up and looks for his wife and then finds her with me in my room with the door closed? That could end up badly. For me. I’m as tall as Curtis but only half his bulk. Maybe not even.

Carla sat on the couch. My eyes bounced from her pretty face and then to her slim figure and to her stunning legs. I can admire how hot she is forever.

“So, um, what are you doing tonight? Do you have any plans?” Carla said. She looked at my bed and at my study table with my open laptop on it. She crossed her legs.

“Uh, I’m done with my third revision. I’ll send the draft to Professor Miller later. Aside from that, maybe I’ll buy some groceries or go for a run. Maybe do some laundry.”

“Oh, okay,” Carla smiled and nodded. “Um, as always, Ethan, your room looks nice. Very clean and organized.” It was obvious that something was on her mind. She wanted to say something to me. Carla was just finding the right moment to say it.

“Do you want to maybe mess it up a bit?” I teased my pretty neighbor. She blushed.

Half an hour later, after their friends left their apartment last night, Carla and Curtis had sex. I heard them. They closed the door of their apartment, but they left their windows open. I heard them through their open windows and through the thin wall separating our rooms.

The apartment building is surrounded by grown trees that were planted by the owners years before. The trees dampen the noise of the vehicles that pass the road. I can hear every time Curtis and Carla fuck. I can hear them clearly. They fuck a lot. That makes me jealous of Curtis. He gets to have sex repeatedly with her. Well, Carla is his wife. Sometimes, well, most of the time, I press my ear against the thin wall and listen to them. Carla’s moans are so hot. I close my eyes and picture them doing it. I imagine what position they are in and Carla’s expression while they are in the middle of it.

“Um, well,” Carla said.

“Yes?”

“Do you want to hang out with us this afternoon? I mean, if you’re not busy,” Carla said.

“Uh, sure,” I said. “With you and your husband?”

“Yeah,” Carla said. “We can play video games and have dinner together. Curtis feels a bit guilty that you weren’t with us last night. He also said he wants to talk to you about something.”

“Really? Do you know what about?” I asked.

Carla clasped her hands. She bit her lower lip. She didn’t look directly into my eyes. “I’m not sure. I think he has a proposition for you.”

“A good one?” I teased her.

Carla looked at me and smiled and teased me back. “Um, yes. Curtis said that you’ll love it.”

“That’s exciting,” I said. I stood up from my chair and walked towards Carla and sat down next to her on the couch. I looked at the open door. “What time will your husband wake up?” I asked her. I held her hand.

Carla uncrossed her legs and tilted her body to me. She looked at the clock on the wall and then squeezed my hand. “He’ll wake up soon,” she said gently.

“And then he’ll look for you?”

“Of course,” she smiled. “He’ll wonder where I am.”

I placed my hand on her thigh. “We still have time,” I said.

“A little,” Carla said.

“How many weeks has it been since we are alone like this?”

“Four weeks. Since Curtis returned from his deployment in Japan,” Carla looked at my hand on her thigh. “I miss you, Ethan.”

“I miss you, too. Do you think your husband suspects about us?” I asked Carla. She looked into my eyes and smiled but didn’t answer.

“Kiss me, please, Ethan,” she said.

I held Carla’s chin and tilted her head to me and kissed her lips. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth and our tongues danced. We kissed torridly. We were hungry for each other. It had been a month since we kissed like this. It felt like forever. My mouth moved down and I licked her neck. I controlled myself. I didn’t want to leave any kiss marks on her body like I did before.

I pressed my face against Carla’s firm tits while I squeezed her pussy outside her denim shorts.

“Oh, mmmm,” she moaned. I know that her pussy is already wet. Carla gets wet easily. “I miss this.”

“You make me so fucking horny,” I said. My hand was slightly shaking while unbuttoning Carla’s shorts. I looked at the open door. We had to be quick. I unzipped her shorts. She stood up and then pulled it down. She sat back down on the couch. Both of us were panting.

“Lean back,” I told Carla and she followed. I held her knees and then spread her legs open. Carla slid her white panties to the side. She was dripping wet already.

“Look at what you did,” Carla said while looking at me seductively. She was intensely blushing. Her pussy looks so fucking delicious. It was waiting for me. Wet and soft and pink. The prettiest pussy I have ever seen.

I pressed my mouth against Carla’s throbbing pussy and gave it a torrid kiss. She grabbed my hair. I sucked her clit and then licked her slick folds several times.

“Oh, fuck, Ethan!” Carla gasped, raising her waist. We were in a rush. I opened my mouth and tongue-fucked Carla while watching the delirious expression on her pretty face. She grabbed the armrest of my couch.

“Oh, god! You’re going to make me come! Oh my god! I’m coming!” Carla squirted on my face. Her whole body shivered from the pleasure. Her eyes rolled to the top of her head. While she was having a toe-curling orgasm, I continued devouring her pussy. She belongs to Curtis. I don’t know when we will be able to do this again. So, I want her to always remember this. I want her to miss how good my mouth felt on her squirting pussy.

My face was drenched with my gorgeous neighbor’s juices. I rose and looked at her. I licked my lips. Carla smiled shyly at me. There were beads of perspiration on her neck. She was still slightly shaking. Her legs were still spread open invitingly. A sexy sight to behold.

I slid two fingers inside her pussy and then kissed her mouth. I started finger-fucking her pussy while French-kissing her. Carla moaned hotly in my mouth while we were locked in a deep kiss.

Fuck! Doing this with her is heaven. I was hard as a rock. I needed to fuck her now. I pulled down my shorts and boxers. Carla glanced at my hard cock. She sighed happily and licked her lips.

“Yes, Ethan. Fuck me now, please,” she said. There was urgency in her voice. I held my cock and slapped her pussy with it. I rubbed the tip of my dick on her clit. I covered her sweet folds with my precum. I looked into her eyes.

“Let me just close the door,” I panted.

Carla wrapped her right hand around my cock and stroked it. I felt like I was going to come right then and there. “Slide it in now, Ethan, please.”

“Alright, alright. Fuck,” I said. I kissed her soft lips. Our tongues played again. I held my cock and aimed it at the waiting entrance of her delicious pussy. Carla’s eyes were urging me, lovely and horny. Please, please, Ethan, fuck me now.

I was about to slide my dick inside when Carla’s phone began ringing. We stopped and then looked at her phone, which was on the table beside the couch. Her husband was calling her. Curtis. Carla looked at me and then kissed me.

“That’s him,” Carla said softly, apologetically.

“Oh,” I got off her and we quickly dressed. I gave her pussy a squeeze. Carla cutely rolled her eyes and grinned at me. She pointed at my cock, which was still hard. There was a tent in front of my shorts. Carla hugged me and we looked into each other’s eyes. She kissed me.

“I have to get back to my husband,” Carla said. I nodded. There was nothing I could do. We were so close. I have a serious case of blue-balls now. My come was boiling and ready to explode. Oh, well. This is what happens when you have an affair with your neighbor’s wife.

I held Carla’s hand as I walked her to the door. She kissed me again. I followed her with my eyes as she walked towards their apartment. I leered at her amazing butt and long legs. I whistled softly as I watched the sway of her lips. She looked at me and gave me a teasing smile before she entered their apartment. “Later,” she mouthed before she closed the door.


CHAPTER 2

I got back inside my apartment and closed the door. I still had a hard-on. I went to the bathroom. I wiped my face with a wet towel. I got out of the bathroom and sat on my study chair and opened my laptop. I looked at the draft of my thesis. It was hard to concentrate. I typed on the keyboard and made some minor edits. I stopped and exhaled.

I wonder what Carla and Curtis are doing right now. Curtis is probably having coffee. Maybe Carla is preparing breakfast for him. Bacon and eggs and some fruits and pancake. Curtis is a huge man. Surely eats a lot.

Maybe Curtis asked Carla for a good-morning blowjob. He is still probably lying on the bed while Carla is licking the length of his cock while looking at his face. Looking at him with admiration and love while sucking the precum from the head of his fat dick. Looking at him the way a wife looks at her husband. I’m so jealous of the lucky bastard.

I opened the fridge and drank cold water. I looked at my bed where Carla and I had sex several times before. Two months ago, I told her that I love her while I was blasting my come on her gorgeous face. She scooped my sticky come on her face using her fingers. She sucked her fingers and then looked at my face. She smiled sweetly at me and told me that she loved me too. I squeezed my dick. Why did I have to fall for a married woman?

I sat on the bed and pressed my ear against the wall. I could hear them talking. I was able to pick up some words. It seems they are excited about something. A vacation in the near future, maybe? I also heard my name mentioned twice or thrice. Then, there was music. Carla was playing pop songs on her phone. I couldn’t hear their conversation anymore.

I lay on the bed and rested my head on my arms while looking at the ceiling. Carla said that her husband wanted to discuss something with me. I wonder what that is. Curtis and I are not really that close. A few nods here and there every time we see each other outside the apartment. Does he know that I had a short affair with his gorgeous wife while he was stationed in Japan? I don’t think so, or else he would be kicking my door right now. I closed my eyes and took a short nap.

I woke up from the sound of moaning. Curtis and Carla are on it again. Fuck. The moaning sounds are not really that loud, but my ears are already attuned to them. My cock stirred. I quickly sat up and pressed my ears against the thin wall again. I squeezed my hard dick from outside my shorts.

“Yeah, that’s right, babe! You love riding my big cock, huh?” Curtis asked Carla. Their voices were loud.

“Yes! Ungggh! Yes!” Carla moaned. I closed my eyes as I listened to them. They were on the bed and not on their couch. Their bed was swaying and the headboard was hitting the wall separating us. Are they aware of how much I can hear them?

Carla was on top of her husband. Is she fully naked? Maybe she’s still wearing her tank top. Maybe she only removed her panties and shorts. We were so close earlier. Just one thrust and I could have been inside her glorious pussy. Being deep inside her is the best feeling in this world. I should have fucked her earlier, even for just a few quick minutes. She was asking for it. But now, Curtis is the one balls-deep into her.

“Your pussy is so tight, babe!” Curtis said. “So tight! You’re gripping my cock!”

“I’m going to come soon!” Carla announced. Their bed creaked and swayed faster. The sound of their bed’s headboard hitting the wall became louder. I could imagine what Carla looked like. I had seen her orgasm many times before. I could see the wild expression on her face and the blush on her cheek. I pictured the sweat on her face and her eyes starting to roll back. I could see in my mind her hard nipples and her firm tits and her slim and naked body. I could imagine her tight pussy going up and down on her husband’s massive cock while her boobs bounced deliciously.

“Come on my dick, you fucking slut!” Curtis said while probably gripping Carla’s waist tight.

“Babe, I’m coming! Nghhh! I’m coming! I’m ohhh! Coming! Ahhhh! Nghhh!” Carla screamed in pleasure. I pictured her sexy body trembling and her eyes rolling to the top of her head.

“Fuck, don’t stop riding, babe!” Curtis ordered her. “Keep riding my dick! Oh, yes! Don’t slow down!”

“Yes! Yes!” Carla panted. “You’re ohhh, uhhh, you’re going to make me crazy!”

Carla moaned and gasped and whimpered as their bed continued swaying and creaking. I pressed my ear against the wall. I heard the continuous lewd slapping of flesh. Carla is a runner. She has great stamina and strong and athletic legs. She bounced on her husband’s dick with impressive determination.

“You look so hot doing that!” Curtis praised her. I could imagine him grinning and licking his lips while laser-focused on the beautiful sight of his sexy wife. “Keep on riding and I’m gonna come inside you!”

“Oh, fuck, nngghh, Curtis! Yes, please, please come inside me!” Carla sobbed.

They continued for about fifteen more minutes. I stroked my dick while listening to them. Carla orgasmed three more times. Each one sounded more intense than the last. Curtis grunted and howled while busting inside his wife. I felt a deep jealousy while imagining him pumping his sticky sperm inside Carla and she happily accepting all of it.

The shaking of their bed stopped when they were done. They continued talking to each other, but the sound of their voice was lower. Maybe they were cuddling in bed. Carla mentioned my name. I didn’t know what they were talking about or why I was the topic of their conversation.

I stood up from the bed and wiped the sweat on my forehead. I opened the fridge and drank cold water and then I went to the bathroom to take a bath. I finished showering after thirty minutes and then I put on a fresh white shirt and black shorts. I sat back down and sent an email to my professor. I logged off and then shut down my laptop after sending the email. It was lunchtime and I ate some bread and buffalo wings and drank a cold lemon juice. I streamed a movie. It was already three in the afternoon when I decided to go out for a walk. I’ll do the laundry and groceries later.

I opened the door of my apartment and got out and saw Curtis. He was sitting on a white plastic chair outside their apartment. He was shirtless and only wearing shorts. He was barefoot. He was smoking. Man is jacked. Broad shoulders and six-pack and massive arms covered with full-sleeve tattoos. A small line of scar on his forehead. He saw me and grinned at me.

“Hey, man,” he said to me.

“Hey, Curtis,” I said.

“What’s going on, buddy?” he asked. I closed the door of my apartment.

“Good, good. Everything’s good.”

“You want a cigarette?” Curtis offered.

“Eh, thank you, but I don’t really smoke.”

“Hey, Ethan, man. I’m really bummed out that you didn’t come last night. It was fun, dude.”

“Ah, yeah. I’m sorry about that. I was finishing some urgent work. Uh, Carla brought me some food, though.”

Curtis grinned and nodded. He took a drag of his cigarette. “Carla is sweet like that. Also, she likes you. You know that, right? She really wanted you to come.”

I looked at their apartment. Their windows were open. I could hear the sound of some birds from the trees and the low sounds of the passing cars from the road outside. “Where is Carla?”

“She’s inside, taking a shower. We’re going out for a walk in the mall when she is done. Hey, wait. You’re not busy or anything? Why don’t you come join us?”

“Uhh . . .”

“Come on, man.”

“Ah. Alright,” I said. I have my own plastic chair outside my door. I sat on it.

“Hey, I wanna thank you, man,” Curtis said after taking a drag of his cigarette.

“For what?”

“For taking care of my wife while I was away.”

“Er, what do you mean?”

“You know. It’s good that we are neighbors. You’re a nice guy. Having a nice guy as a neighbor is what she needs. While I was deployed, Carla said that you regularly checked in on her. To see if everything was okay and if she needed anything. Things like that. She likes you. She thinks that you are kind and sweet. You are a true gentleman. I owe you, man. Big time.”

What is going on here? I nodded and looked straight. I felt sweat rolling down the back of my neck. Curtis was studying me. “Ah. I was just being, uh, you know, neighborly. Anyway, I’m sure Carla’s very happy now that you’re back home.”

“How the fuck would you know that?”

“Uh, what?”

“Nah. I’m just joking with you,” Curtis flicked his cigarette butt. “Of course, she’s happy. She missed me a lot. Lots of men made moves on her while I was gone. Even when they all know that she is a married woman.”

“Uh, yeah, sure. I mean, I guess that is to expected. Carla’s gorgeous and sweet. Everyone likes her,” I said. Everyone has a crush on her. Many guys at the university asked her to go out with them. My friend Eli Fisher. Professor Harold Stevens. The owner of that coffee shop beside the economics building. Martinez, I think. Luke Murray, the football player. The security guards. The man who owns that black sports car that is always parked outside the humanities building. Many men.

I see the way these horny guys look at Carla every time she passes by. It makes me jealous even though I know she is not really mine. I see these men ogle her sexy body and her long legs and her perfect ass and the sway of her hips when she is walking. Every hot-blooded male at Sterling wants to fuck her. Me included, of course. The difference is I was able to do it. I smiled. Lucky me.

“You’re a lucky guy, Curtis,” I said.

He took a sip from the coffee cup on the table beside him. He lighted another cigarette. He pointed it at me and grinned. “You know I am. I’ve fucked lots of hot women before I met Carla. She is the best of them all. Did you know how we first met?”

“She said you two met at Sterling?”

“We met at the library. I was with this hot chick. Lauren. That was her name. Tall and hot and with amazing tits. She needed to borrow a book. I accompanied her to the library. Carla was there. She was working as a part-time librarian. I was there sitting at a table and scrolling my phone. I saw her putting books on the shelves. Our eyes met. I was in love, man. It hit me like a goddamn freight train. Carla was wearing a short red skirt and a white blouse. She looked so fucking hot. I’m sure you can imagine. I believe you’re good at that. Carla is exactly my type. One-hundred percent. Petite with slim hips and long legs. She was wearing glasses. At that moment, I knew she was the one. She smiled at me and I walked over to her. I pretended I was looking for a book. I just made up some random name of an author and a title. Carla could tell I was making those all up. I got her number. I invited her to dinner that night and then after dinner – “

“You had sex?”

“You bet,” Curtis grinned. “I invited Carla to my apartment. We made out in my car first. She was wearing a sexy little black dress. We French-kissed and then I asked her to give me a sloppy blowjob. At first, I thought Carla wouldn’t do it. But she did. She needed a good fucking. She just recently broke up with her boyfriend. Carla gave me a nice, sloppy blowjob right there inside my car while she had her glasses on.”

“On your first date,” I said. Fuck. I am envious and jealous. I had seen Carla at the library many times when I was doing my thesis research. I should have approached her and asked for her number. Why didn’t I do that? Maybe I lacked confidence. I assumed a woman as hot as her probably already had a boyfriend or a fiancee.  There is another important question, though. Why is Curtis telling me all this? Why would you tell your neighbor the first time you fucked your wife? Maybe he’s boasting. Maybe he suspects that something is going on between me and his wife. He probably sees the way I look at her. He probably notices our stolen glances. Curtis is aware I have a big crush on his wife. Everyone has. But not everyone lives next to her. Maybe telling about the time Carla gave him a blowjob in his car is his way of staking his claim on her.

“I came into her mouth while we were in the car. We were in the open space parking of Plaza Mall. It was dark and there were few cars. Nobody could see what was going on. So, I came in Carla’s mouth and she sucked all of my come. She continued sucking me while I was coming and drained my balls. After she swallowed all of my jizz, she sat back properly in her seat and thanked me,” Curtis grinned. “She thanked me for ejaculating in her mouth. Awesome, right?”

Yes, it is awesome. Is this what Curtis wants to talk to me about? To tell me the first time Carla gave him head? I looked at the small parking spot of our apartment building. Curtis’s car is parked there under the shade of a legume tree.

“You wanna know what happened next, buddy?” Curtis asked me.

We are buddies now? “Sure,” I said. “What happened after that?”

“I told Carla that we should move to the backseat. She agreed. We transferred there. I took off my pants and she took off her panties. We made out for several minutes and then I got hard again. I touched her pussy and she was soaking wet. Dripping, man. We stopped kissing and she gave me that look. You know what I mean, right? That look that says she is now ready to fuck. Carla got on top of me. She stroked my cock. She was panting. She licked her lips. I sucked her tits. She aimed my cock at her pussy and then she slowly glided down. Fuck, Ethan. That was heaven. Her pussy is the best I’ve ever been in. The hottest. We started slow. Carla bounced on my cock faster and faster. Her lovely tits were bouncing, too. She was riding me like crazy. She was coming and squirting and moaning. She really needed my dick. I was about to nut when the parking security guard knocked on the window of my car.”

“Really? So, you guys stopped?”

“Well, yeah. We stopped. But Carla remained on top of me. My arms were around her waist. We were both drenched in sweat as the AC of my car was broken. My dick remained deep inside her. She just came and she was still shaking a bit. The security guard knocked again and I rolled the window down. The guy shined a flashlight at us. I grinned at him. Carla flashed him a sweet smile. He was a tall, black guy. Maybe in his mid-twenties. He still works there. He asked what we were doing. I told him we were just having fun. He asked our name. We introduced ourselves. I told him that Carla was my girlfriend. The guy asked her if that was true and she said that it was true and that I was her boyfriend. The security guard told me that I was a lucky man. Carla told the man that he’s cute.”

“What?”

“She told the security guard that he’s cute. That gave me an idea. So, I told the guy to – “

“Hey, babe, I’m ready,” Carla said as she stepped out of their apartment. She was done showering. She was wearing a basic white shirt and light blue, high-waisted dolphin shorts with a pocket at the back and a drawstring at the front. She was wearing white sneakers. Curtis remained seated. He looked up at his pretty wife and smiled. Carla’s comfortable shorts showed a lot of her stunning legs. Curtis placed a hand on her wife’s thigh. She saw me looking.

“Oh, hello, Ethan,” Carla said sweetly, slightly blushing. She was a bit surprised that me and her husband were sitting like buddies and casually talking. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Hello, Carla,” I said like she wasn’t in my room just a few hours ago.

Carla looked at her husband, whose big hand was still on her thigh. “What is going on?” she asked in a gentle voice.

“Oh. Nothing. Ethan and I are just talking here,” Curtis said.

“Oh. About what?”

“Sit on my lap, babe,” Curtis said. Carla looked at me and then sat on her husband’s lap. Curtis wrapped his huge left arm around her slim waist. His other arm rested on the armrest of his chair.

“Give me a kiss, love,” Curtis said. Carla hugged his thick neck and then kissed his lips. It was quick. She looked into her husband’s eyes and smiled at him. She turned her attention to me.

“So, what were you guys talking about?”

“Ethan is curious how you and I got together. Right, man?”

“Uh, yeah,” I nodded. “Curtis said that you two met at the library?”

“Um, that is true,” Carla said. “I was working and this big man came over to me and introduced himself. He told me that I was pretty and then asked for my number. He was pretty bold. I thought he looked okay.”

“I looked okay? Was that the reason why you gave me a blowjob in my car that night?” Curtis teased his wife.

“Babe!” Carla’s eyes widened and she blushed intensely. She looked at me and rolled her eyes as if to ask why out of all the men in the world, this is the guy she married. I smiled at her and looked at the firm shape of her tits. Curtis’s huge hand, which was resting on the armrest, was now on top of Carla’s smooth thighs. His fingers were close to her pussy. I took a deep breath.

“That is the truth, though,” Curtis said. He raised his palm. “I’m not lying. Tell Ethan.”

Carla shyly looked at me and nodded her head. “Well, yes,” she said. “I, um, gave him a blowjob in his car the first day we met.”


CHAPTER 3

“That is, uh, very sweet,” I said.

“We had sex inside my car,” Curtis said proudly. “It was so damn hot.”

“You said that the parking security guard found out what you guys were doing?” I asked. I wanted to hear the full story.

“Babe, you told Ethan about that?” Carla asked her husband. Curtis’s left hand was now on her butt, palming it but not squeezing. His right hand still rested on her lovely thighs. They are a good match for each other. Curtis is muscular and rough. Carla is sweet and sexy and petite. Curtis squeezed her right thigh. I tried not to stare too much. Carla used to sit on my lap, too, before her husband returned from deployment.

“Yeah, it was super damn hot what happened that night inside my car.”

“Um, so the security guard left you guys alone, right?” I asked them.

“Not exactly,” Curtis said.

“He stayed?”

“Carla told him he was cute,” Curtis said with a grin. He gave Carla’s butt a gentle smack.

“Well, he was a bit cute,” Carla said with a smile.

“The man asked if it was okay if he watched for a while, you know, while we were fucking,” Curtis said. “It was a bold move.” Carla looked down at her husband’s hand. She shyly met my eyes. “Tell Ethan what happened, babe,” Curtis said to his wife.

Carla bit her lower lip and brushed a strand of hair. “Um, well, we thought about it and decided the man could watch. It was our first date. It was exciting and we were feeling adventurous.”

“What a lucky guy,” I said. My heart was pounding.

“So, we told the guy, Ricky – that was the security guard’s name. We told him to turn his flashlight off and get in the backseat with us. I was still sitting on top of Curtis.”

“My cock was still deep inside her,” Curtis added.

“You’re bad, babe,” Carla said to her husband. “But yes. Ricky got inside the car and he was there with us until we were done.”

“Wow,” I said. “He just watched? He, uh, didn’t do anything else?”

“The fuck you mean by that?” Curtis asked.

I raised both my palms. “What? Uh, nothing. I just wanted to ask if – “

“Ah, I’m just playing with you,” Curtis said with a big smile.

“Eh, right,” I said.

Carla rolled her eyes cutely at her husband. “Babe,” she said sweetly.

“Sorry,” Curtis said. He gave Carla’s butt another gentle smack. “It’s hard to behave when you’re with me.” He whispered something to her.

“So yeah, coming back to your question, Ethan,” Curtis said. “The security dude watched as Carla bounced excitedly on my dick. He asked if it was okay if he stroked his dick while watching. I told him he could squeeze Carla’s tits. So, that’s what he did. He played with her perfect tits. She was okay with it. She loved it. I think that made her come faster. Right, babe?” Carla shyly glanced at me and nodded slightly at her husband.

“Wow,” I said, trying to sound casual. I took another deep breath. “That was some adventure for a first date.”

“It was wild,” Curtis agreed. “Right, babe?”

“It was, um, hot,” Carla said.

I never thought that Carla was the kind of woman who would fuck on the first date. But, come on. Should I be surprised? We had an affair while her husband was in another country, after all. That already tells a lot about her. And me. Carla is not a clueless and innocent woman. That was only my initial impression of her. She is still sweet and kind, of course. But she is also this gorgeous wife who has burning needs and an insatiable sex drive. Okay. I am going to be honest. That only makes me like her even more. And that story of her and Curtis fucking in the car while another man watches? That turns me on a lot.

God, I wanna fuck Carla. I wanna have those luscious lips wrapped around my cock again, sliding up and down. Will Curtis be deployed again somewhere soon? Hey! What am I thinking? That is so wrong. She’s here with her husband. The love of her life. The man she married. He had been away for months. She missed him. I should be happy for her.

Well, I am happy for her. Jealous of her husband, too. Curtis had his broad palm on her ass. The fingers of his right hand were deep between her thighs. Curtis’s fingers were now touching Carla’s pussy outside her cute dolphin shorts. He wasn’t moving his hand. He wasn’t caressing her pussy or anything. It was just there. I am pretty sure Carla could feel them pressing on her.

There was silence. Carla met my eyes and gave me a gentle smile. Curtis watched his pretty wife. “I have a question, buddy,” Curtis said. “Two questions, actually.”

“Sure. Yeah,” I said. Now, I am feeling slightly nervous. I realized I was tapping my foot on the concrete floor. I stopped and tried to calm myself. You’re alright, Ethan. Nothing to worry about here. Curtis doesn’t know that something is going on between you and his hot wife. Calm down, man.

“Do you think my wife is pretty?” Curtis asked.

“Of course,” I said quickly. “She is absolutely gorgeous.” I was looking at Carla? What kind of question was that. There was only one answer to that question.

“Also, can you hear us when we are fucking? That is the second question.”

“I’m sorry. What?”

“Can you hear us every time me and Carla fuck?” Curtis repeated slowly. He tapped the wall behind him with the knuckles of his right hand. “This wall separating our unit is thin. What is this made of? Some kind of wood? Also, we always leave our windows open to let the fresh air in. So, Ethan, I’m pretty fucking sure you can hear every time Carla and I have sex. Do you listen to us? Do you press your ear against the thin wall or position yourself near the window?”

“Uh, well,” I grappled for a sensible answer. What should I say here? “I always listen to music when I am in my room, so I don’t really hear much sounds from outside,” I said calmly. Curtis shrugged. It wasn’t the answer he was expecting. He looked at Carla. She lovingly rubbed the back of his neck and smiled at him.

“If Ethan listens to us when we fuck, would that turn you on, babe?” Curtis asked Carla. There was a pause. He grinned at his wife. She rolled her eyes cutely at him and playfully slapped his shoulder. Then, she turned serious and looked at me.

“Yes,” Carla said simply.

“You’re such a slut, babe,” Curtis whispered, but I heard.

“For you,” Carla said to her husband. “Always.”

“Come here, then,” Curtis said. He placed his palm behind her neck and pulled her closer. They kissed. Carla flicked her eyes toward me and then focused her attention on her husband. The kiss started slow but eventually became wilder. Carla opened her mouth and let her husband’s tongue in. The kiss was full of hunger. They fucked just hours ago and now they are super horny for each other again. Carla moaned as they kissed.

A hand clutched my heart. I wanted to clutch my hardening dick, too, but I didn’t think that was appropriate. What should I do here? Should I stay here sitting on my plastic chair and continue watching? I should leave them alone, right? That is the proper thing to do. I am dying with envy here, but what is happening is a husband-and-wife moment between Curtis and Carla. I made an act of slapping my thighs with my palm. I fake-coughed and then I stood up. “Uh, I guess I have to go,” I murmured.

They didn’t break their kiss. Curtis raised his right hand. He motioned for me to sit back down. Oh. Alright. I sat back down and continued watching. They were really torridly kissing now. Curtis was squeezing Carla’s pussy outside her shorts. I know that what he was doing was making her even wetter. Carla moaned louder as her husband’s long tongue danced inside her mouth. I looked around. We are safe here. Nobody will come up to our floor. But still, it is a risk doing this on the balcony. But it adds to the thrill. Maybe they are into that. The risk of being found out. Maybe it started during their first date in that parking lot inside Curtis’s car with that security guard.

“Hey, Ethan,” Curtis said to me. He broke the kiss. Carla continued kissing the side of his face and cheek.

“Yeah,” I said. My voice sounded deeper.

“Carla’s already so wet. I can feel how wet she is outside her shorts.”

“Mmmm,” Carla moaned.

“That is, uh, hot,” I said. I know she gets wet so easily. Squeeze her tits. Palm her butt. Give her a hot kiss. Slap her cheek. Tell her she is pretty and then slap her again and tell her she’s a cock-hungry slut. Those get Carla’s delicious juices flowing. She gets turned on easily. And once you get her pussy throbbing and her pink nipples hard, she will do anything you say. Anything you want. Getting a wife like Carla is like winning a lottery in life. Right now, Curtis is the luckiest man in the world and he wants me to know it.

“Look at Ethan, babe,” Curtis told his wife. Carla stopped planting kisses on Curtis’s neck and turned her head to look at me. “Do you like him? Do you find our neighbor handsome? Or not? What do you think?”

“Oh. I think Ethan is cute,” Carla said.

“Hear that, my man? My wife thinks you’re cute.”

“Uh yeah. That’s nice of you to say, Carla. Thank you.” She winked cutely at me. I wetted my lips with my tongue. I leaned forward. My chair was only several feet away from them. They kissed again. Curtis fondled her shapely tits outside of her shirt. He squeezed them and rubbed his thumb on her hard nipples. Carla’s bra must have been thin because her nipples were poking the front of her shirt.

“My wife has the best set of tits. Right, buddy?”

“Uh, yes. They are exquisite,” I answered. I wiped a drop of sweat from my chin. I moved my chair forward subtly. I didn’t want to seem too eager.

“Hear that, babe?” Curtis asked his wife. She nodded. “Ethan says your boobs are exquisite. He has a way with words. This one. How about you show them to him? Take off your bra. Lift your shirt. Give him a good look.” Curtis grinned at me. “You wanna see my wife’s perfect tits, buddy?”

I nodded five times like a bobbing head toy on the dashboard of a car when it drives over bumps on the road. Do I want to see Carla’s luscious melons? Of course. I have seen them before many times. I want to see them again and again.

Curtis helped his wife take off her shirt. I licked my lips while looking at Carla’s generous cleavage. She is petite but stacked. Lots of men on the campus want to drown in those delectable assets. Curtis unhooked her bra with one hand. Carla’s bra came off. She is fully topless now. Her boobs are saying hello to me. Curtis squeezed them while nodding and grinning at me. I could die with envy. They are creamy and soft in his hand.

“Oh, babe,” Carla moaned. Curtis rolled his fingers on her nipples. He gently pinched them. His other hand squeezes Carla’s round butt. She was still on his lap. Carla squirmed from the pleasure of her husband’s busy hands. Curtis began sucking her stiff nipples. Carla hugged his head and pressed his face against her breasts. Our eyes met and we smiled at each other. This is such a crazy thing that we are doing. Carla pointed with her lips at the tent in front of my pants. She licked her lips. Curtis slid his hand inside her cotton shorts. Carla bit her lip and her eyes rolled when her husband’s fingers touched her sensitive clit.

“I’m going to finger fuck my wife now, Ethan,” Curtis said. He slid two thick fingers inside and started caressing her slick pussy. Curtis and I both watched Carla’s hot reaction. She continued squirming on her husband’s lap. Curtis wrapped his left arm around her waist to stop her from falling down.

“You are dripping wet, babe,” Curtis said loudly.

“Mmmm, uhhhh, fuck,” Carla moaned. Her butt was grinding back and forth on Curtis’s lap.

“I want you to come on my fingers,” Curtis said.

“Oh god, uhhh! If you continue doing that, I will! Ahhh!”

Curtis sucked her tits while his fingers expertly moved in and out of her soaked pussy. The front of Carla’s shorts was damp from her juices.

“Oh, Curtis! I’m going to, ohhh! I’m going to come!” They rose from the chair. They are standing now. Fuck. I inched my chair closer. Curtis kept on fondling Carla’s sweet tits while his long fingers pumped her pussy. Carla’s eyes were out of focus. She held Curtis’s arms for support. Her knees were buckling. I could hear how wet her pussy was and how fast Curtis was finger-fucking her.

“You’re so wet, babe,” Curtis said. He was standing behind her. He was squeezing Carla’s supple tits while intensely finger-fucking her. My cock was now iron-hard inside my shorts. “Are you gonna come now, huh?” Curtis asked his wife.

“Yes! Yes! Uhhh! Nghhh! I am so close!” Carla’s legs were already shaking. She was on the edge.

Curtis looked at me and grinned mischievously. “Hey Ethan, do you wanna fuck my wife?”

“What?”

“Do you wanna fuck my wife now?”

“Uh,” I stammered. What is going on here?

“It’s a simple question, man,” Curtis said.

“I do, of course,” I answered quickly before Curtis changed his mind. “Of course I do.”

“Yeah, that is the right answer. She’s so close now. She’ll come any second.”

Curtis suddenly stopped finger-fucking Carla. He pulled his hand out of her shorts. He stopped playing with her tits. He stepped back and leaned on the balcony railing. He was smiling.

Carla looked at her grinning husband with wide eyes. “Babe, what – why did you stop?” she asked, her voice shaking with need. She stood there facing him, topless with her luscious tits out. She was panting. Her chest was rising and falling. Her cheeks were pink. Her legs were still trembling. She had not come yet. She was so close.

“Ethan said he wants to fuck you,” Curtis grinned. “What do you say you give him a chance?”

Carla blinked and then faced me. She rushed over to me and took my hand. I stood up from my chair. Curtis was watching us. Carla looked into my eyes. Her pretty face was innocent and seductive at the same time. She is irresistible. Carla placed her palm behind my head. I held her slender waist with my hands. She tiptoed and our lips met. Carla closed her eyes. We savored the taste of each other’s eager mouths. Carla tastes so good. She is a great kisser because she kisses with love and passion. Her kiss makes you feel special. Our tongues danced. I grabbed her round butt with my hands and pressed her body against mine. I enjoyed the feeling of her soft tits pressed against my chest.

“Nice,” Curtis said. “Damn. This is hot.”

Carla opened her eyes. She took my hand and put it on her luscious breasts. I smiled at her. She nodded at me. I played with her tits with both hands. They felt so amazing. Her boobs are perfect. Round and full and soft. I rolled my thumbs on her sensitive nipples.

“Mmmm,” Carla moaned. Her breathing was fast. Her hands were on my arms. Her face was blushing as she watched me play with her overstimulated tits. She licked her lips.

“She needs your cock, buddy,” Curtis said. His voice was serious.

“Hmmm, I do need your cock, Ethan,” Carla said while looking into my eyes.

I hugged Carla. Hugging her was such an unexpected move. I felt like doing it. I missed her. Curtis didn’t say anything. He raised an eyebrow. Maybe he wonders. What the hell is going on here? I want you to fuck my wife, not be all lovey-dovey with her. Carla hugged me back tighter. “We are really going to do it? While your husband is here?” I whispered to her. “Does, um, does he know about us?”

“Take me now, Ethan, please,” Carla whispered back. Her voice was urgent. Who can say no to that? I turned my eyes to Curtis.

“Fuck my wife good, man,” he told me. He pointed to the chair where he was sitting earlier. My hands were shaking with excitement. I unzipped my shorts and pulled them down. I took it off together with my boxers. I was rock hard.

“Oh, hello,” Carla said while looking down at my eager cock. It seemed to nod and say hello also to her. Carla smiled, mischievous playfulness in her kind eyes. She held my hard cock and gave it a few strokes, some back and forth. “I miss this,” she said in a soft voice so her husband couldn’t hear. Curtis was only a few feet away.

Carla pulled me by my hard dick and we took three steps towards the plastic chair where she and her husband were hotly making out minutes ago. Carla kissed my lips and then turned around. “Take your shorts off now, babe,” Curtis said to his wife. His voice was slightly raspy. He was breathing a little faster, too.

Carla did what her husband told her. She hooked her thumb into the waistband of her shorts and pink panties and pushed them down. She stepped over them. Now, Carla is fully naked. Hot and sexy. She turned her head and flipped her hair. She gave me an inviting look. “Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah,” Curtis said, nodding his head. Carla held the backrest of the plastic chair. She lifted her left leg and placed her knee on the seat. Her other feet stayed on the floor. She leaned forward and arched her back. I stroked my cock and licked my lips. She is such a goddess. A sight to behold. Smooth skin. Narrow waist. Perfectly-shaped butt. Her inner thighs glistened with her hot juices. Her pussy is throbbing. She needs to get fucked deep and hard.

I stroked my cock, pumping it fast with my hand. I aimed the head of my dick at the sopping entrance of Carla’s soaked pussy. I grunted as I glided it in. Carla is tight and warm, but I slid it smoothly. Her pussy had been waiting for me. I didn’t pause. I didn’t do it too quickly. I wanted Carla to feel every single inch of me. “Oh, yessss, Ethan! Uhhhhh!” she moaned with a satisfied sigh. Her eyes flickered from the sensation. I slid in until I was balls-deep inside her. Her lovely pussy was sucking me in. I gritted my teeth. Just being deep inside her is enough to make a man immediately come.

“Ahhhh,” I grunted. My hands encircled Carla’s slim waist. I glanced at Curtis. His shorts were gone. He was leaning back on the balcony while stroking his big dick. He’s a fucking giant. He got a cigarette between his teeth.

“Fuck me, Ethan, please!” Carla begged.

“Give the slut what she wants, man,” Curtis said. I needed no encouragement. I pulled my cock back and then slammed it in again. I took a half-second pause. I pulled back and then impaled Carla again. Take that! I slapped her fantastic butt. I increased my pace. I pounded Carla’s squirting pussy again and again, sweat dripping the side of my face. It was hot here outside the balcony, but I didn’t care. I took my shirt off without missing a beat. Every thrust now was hard and deep, without rhythm.

“Fuck!” I growled. I blinked away the sweat from my eyes. “Your pussy’s so good, Carla!”

“Ahhhh! Ohhh! Uhhhh! Yes! Deeper! There! Ah! I’m gonna come!” Carla cried, her hands holding the chair tight. Her firm tits swayed deliciously in sync with my wild thrusts. I smacked her butt again. I gripped her gorgeous hair and pulled it back. I reached from behind and squeezed her luscious tits. The chair she was on moved forward a centimeter every time I slammed hard into her. Every hard pound made her pussy squirt. She was dripping sweet juices on the seat of the chair.

I leaned forward and squeezed Carla’s juicy tits while I kept on pounding her. She turned her head to me and I put out my tongue and she sucked it. I grabbed her hair tight.

“Yes! Fuck my wife, man!” Curtis said. His whole face was drenched with sweat. His hand was a blur as he pumped his cock hard.

“I’m gonna come!” I snarled. “Goddamnit!”

“Nggghh! Ahhhh! God! I’m coming, too!” Happy tears rolled down Carla’s cheeks. “I’m coming! Oh, my gooddd! Ahhhhh! Ethannnn!” Carla screamed in immeasurable body-shaking, eye-rolling, toe-curling pleasure when she orgasmed. She came hard. The chair she was on almost fell over. I tightened my jaw and gripped Carla’s waist tight when I busted inside her. My vision became blurry. My knees buckled. I could feel my balls pumping jizz nonstop. I came like a goddamn firehose. I pulled my cock out and a lot of my sticky sperm spilled over Carla’s shaking pussy. Lots of it trickled down her thighs. I slid two fingers inside her pussy and finger-fucked her for a bit and then I slapped her ass again. I stepped back. I was breathing hard, like I ran a half-marathon. My knees were shaking.

“Ohhhhh. That was so good,” Carla said. Her sexy, naked body glistened with a light dew of perspiration. She brushed back her messy hair and looked back at me seductively. She was still in the same position on the chair.

We turned our eyes to Curtis. He busted, too. He didn’t come on the floor. He came on his palm. His hand was now full of his jizz. He grinned at his wife. Carla licked her lips. “You did good, babe,” Curtis said to his wife. He walked over to her and placed his cum-filled palm near her mouth. Carla looked at his face and smiled. She then licked her husband’s palm, tasting and swallowing all of his jizz.

“Fuck,” I muttered. I watched as she sucked Curtis’s thick fingers.

“That’s hot, babe. You’re fucking hot,” Curtis praised his wife. He slapped her cheek.

Carla smiled at him. She licked the remaining come on her lips. “Thank you,” she said sweetly.

I was back on my chair. “You okay there, buddy?” Curtis asked. I gave him a thumbs up. “Bet you weren’t expecting your day to turn out like this, huh? You’re one lucky guy. I’ll give you that.” Curtis sat on a chair and Carla sat on his lap again. She was still trying to catch her breath. Both of them were fully naked. Carla had that sexy post-orgasm glow. She gave me a shy smile. Curtis kissed the side of her neck. I watched as he squeezed her yummy tits. I leaned back on my chair. I nutted a lot, but I was still semi-hard. I stroked my cock slowly as I watched them.

What is happening right now will change the dynamics between us three. But what does it mean? What does Carla think about all this? Is this planned? Did they talk about it? Lots of questions in my mind at the moment. The most important are these two. Will this be a one-time thing? Or does this mean I now have permission from Curtis to fuck his wife any time I want? Hopefully, the second. God, I hope it’s the second, so Carla and I don’t need to hide anymore.

Curtis is sucking Carla’s hard nipples. His left arm was around her waist and his right hand was playing with her clit. Carla’s hands were on his shoulders. She was moaning, her hips moving. I could see how wet her pussy was. I know that she is ready to go again. She is an insatiable woman. Our eyes met. Her face lighted up while she watched me as I stroked my cock.

While they were making out, we heard voices coming from the first floor of the apartment. Unlike our floor, all of the four units below are occupied. None of those tenants would come up to our floor. Still, what we are doing here is quite risky.

“Curtis?” I said. He looked at me. He left kiss marks on Carla’s cleavage.

“Uh, maybe we should take this inside your apartment. What do you think? Those guys below won’t bother us, but what if Bobby comes up here for whatever reason?” I said. Bobby Grant is our landlord. He owns this apartment building and he makes any kind of excuses so he can visit our floor. I think he just wants to see Carla.

Curtis grinned. “If Bobby comes up, maybe he can watch, too. Maybe he’ll give us a big discount on rent.” Carla playfully slapped her husband’s chest. “I’m kidding. I’m kidding,” Curtis said, laughing. “You know what, Ethan, you’re right. Let’s continue this inside our apartment.” Carla stood up. We watched her as she collected her and Curtis’s clothes from the floor. Curtis’s cock is hard again. He smacked Carla’s butt. She rolled her eyes at him, smiling. I also gathered my clothes and we all went inside their apartment.

Curtis entered first, followed by Carla. I held her waist and pulled her to me before we entered the door. I kissed the side of her neck and she giggled. “What is going on?” I whispered to her. She kissed my lips and looked into my eyes. Curtis opened the fridge and took out three bottles of cold water.

“This is good, right?” Carla whispered back. She wrapped her hand around my cock and gave me a few strokes. Curtis was watching us. I closed the door. Curtis tossed me the bottled water. I uncapped it and gulped it down thirstily. Curtis handed one to Carla. He squeezed her butt while she was drinking her water.

The three of us are fully naked inside the apartment. One hot goddess and two horny men with hard and eager cocks lusting for her. We were in the living room. Carla stood between Curtis and me. Her body is perfect. Smooth skin. Slender legs. Tiny waist. Luscious butt. Firm tits. Carla brushed her damp hair back with her hand. A slight curve of a smile on her lips. Her eyes slowly moved between Curtis and me. She was waiting.

Curtis sat on the couch and stroked his massive cock. “You know what to do, babe,” Curtis said to his wife with a smile. Carla walked over to me and we kissed. She stroked my cock while we were kissing. I thought she was going to give me a blowjob then and there, but she turned and walked over to her husband. I stood there and stroked my dick.

I watched as Carla got on her knees on the floor and started licking Curtis’s humungous balls while stroking his thick dick. Her hands moved up and down on his cock while sucking her husband’s balls that could barely fit in her mouth.

“Babe?”

“Hmmm?”

“Show our good friend Ethan here how good you are at sucking cock.”

“Mmmm, mmmm.”

I know how great Carla is at giving blowjobs. She sucked my cock several times here in this room. But watching her do it to her husband is a different thing entirely. For one thing, his dick is longer and bigger than mine. Also, well, he is her husband. Curtis is not just some neighbor that Carla likes. She’s married to him, which means he has full right to her magical lips and amazing body.

I watched as Carla took him all inside her mouth. She deepthroated him for several seconds until her eyes watered. Then, her head started moving up and down. Her lips glided on Curtis’s veiny cock, coating its length and his balls with her saliva. “Fuck yeah!” Curtis howled, grabbing Carla’s hair with one hand, pressing her lips on his pubic area, constantly hitting the back of her throat. Curtis stood up and grabbed Carla’s head with both hands. He began thrusting, using his wife’s wonderful mouth like a pussy. Tears rolled down Carla’s cheeks. Her chin was wet with her saliva and Curtis’s thick precum. “Goddamn, I’m gonna bust soon!” Curtis declared, his face sweaty. Carla placed both palms on Curtis’s thick thighs. She moaned while receiving the wildest mouthfucking she had experienced so far. Her cheeks were red and her hair was messy. Curtis pulled his cock out and held its base and slapped Carla’s beautiful face with it.

“Ummm, babe, mmmm,” Carla moaned, tilting her head up, savoring the feel of her husband’s heavy dick slapping her cheeks and forehead and nose.

“Good slut,” Curtis said. “Now it’s Ethan’s turn.” Carla licked her lips and eagerly nodded. She turned to me. I was standing there furiously stroking my dick. Carla gave me a seductive smile. She brushed back the hair on her face. She slowly crawled towards me while looking at my face. Curtis watched the sexy sway of her butt. Carla stayed on her knees when she reached me. She wrapped my cock around her soft hand. She kissed my balls and smiled at me.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hey, pretty,” I said.

Carla pressed her pretty face against my balls, taking my warmth and my scent in. She continued stroking me. She licked the length of my hard dick from base to tip and then sucked all of my precum. Carla started servicing my cock while looking into my eyes, her luscious lips gliding back and forth, her mouth a delicious vacuum. I ran my fingers through her hair. Her eyes smiled lovingly at me. God, I really missed this.

“Fuck, I’m too fucking horny to just watch,” Curtis said. “Let’s take this inside the room,” he told us. I took Carla’s hand and helped her to stand. She thanked me and gave me a quick kiss on the lips, her right hand still slowly stroking my cock. I sucked her nipples for a while and played with her pussy before we entered the bedroom.

“What are you planning now, love?” Carla asked her husband, hugging his waist and looking up at him, eyes cutely fluttering. Curtis squeezed her round butt with his big palms.

“It’s time for you to get fucked hard, babe,” Curtis answered, grinning, grabbing her hair and tilting her head up.

“Um. I like the sound of that,” Carla said. Carla got on the bed first, hot and naked. She got on her hands and knees, lowering her upper body and lifting her magnificent butt up. She looked at Curtis and me with teasing eyes. “Guys,” Carla said, looking invitingly, her eyes darting between me and her husband, “come here and fuck me, please?”


CHAPTER 4

Curtis and I jumped on the bed. Carla was between us. I squeezed her soft tits and sucked her hard nipples. Curtis French-kissed her while fingering her dripping pussy. “Mmmm,” Carla moaned, her hot body sexily swaying from the pleasure she was receiving. She reached down and stroked our cocks. My right hand fondled her butt. My lips moved from one stiff nipple to the other. Carla’s nipples are sensitive. Once or twice before, I made her orgasm just by sucking on them. Two of Curtis’s fingers were going in and out of Carla’s pussy. He did it slowly, teasing her. His fingers explored her, hitting her delicious spots. He knows where they all are.

"Ummm, uhhhh," Carla moaned. “Hmmm, yes, yes.”

Curtis slid his drenched fingers out of her pussy. “Suck them, babe,” he told Carla and she obeyed, tasting her own delicious juices. While she was sucking her husband’s fingers, I slid two of my own fingers inside her pussy. She was wet and warm and soft. I finger-fucked Carla furiously. I know this is how she likes it.

“Oh fuck, Ethan! Ummm! Nggghhh! Ohhhh! Hnnngghh!” Carla whimpered, eyes closed, her tits swaying. Curtis watched the hot expression on her gorgeous face. He played with her tits with his big hands.

“She’s squirting,” Curtis grinned, looking down at Carla’s beautiful pussy, which was receiving a hard and deep finger-fucking.

“I’m gonna come!” Carla screamed. “I’m gonna uhhhnnggg ahhhh coming!” Her whole body trembled. Her sweet pussy clenched and shook and squirted more sweet juices. Her eyes rolled back. Carla almost fell on the bed, but Curtis and I easily supported her. Curtis grabbed her hair and turned her head to him and torridly kissed her. I should be used to it by now, but watching Curtis shove his long tongue in her throat still makes me jealous. Using my drenched hand, I fondled Carla’s voluptuous tits again.

Carla’s face was flushed pink. She turned to me and brushed back her disheveled hair. Her chest was rising and falling. She was still slightly shaking. She kissed me and then placed a palm on my chest. She pushed me gently until I was lying on my back. Carla got on top of me. We kissed hungrily. It was long and sweet, with our tongues dancing with each other. The feeling of her supple tits pressed against my chest was heaven.

“I love the way you kiss me,” Carla said shyly, looking into my eyes and brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. Curtis was sitting on the edge of the bed. He smacked her butt and then cupped her pussy. Carla looked at him. He winked at her.

Carla reached for my hard cock with her right hand and began stroking me. She gave my balls a loving squeeze and then resumed stroking me again. Her palm was sticky with my precum. She grinned cutely at me. I know what she is planning. She lifted her butt and glided down on my dick. “Fuckkk!” I moaned.

“Ummmm, ahhhh,” Carla whimpered as she started bouncing on me, her hand on my chest, her sexy hips moving up and down, her tight pussy gliding tightly on cock. She was creaming my dick like crazy. “Oh god, nggghhh, ummmmm, ahhhh!”

“Oh yeah! Bounce on Ethan’s dick, you slut!” Curtis said and then slapped Carla’s butt again. I gripped her sexy waist and licked my lips as I watched her freely bouncing tits. Carla kissed my mouth again. She was grinding back and forth now. I could see that she was close to coming again. Her mouth was open. She was panting. Her face was pink and there were beads of sweat on her forehead and neck.

“Uhhh, ahhhh, Ethan, nnghhhh!” Carla moaned uncontrollably. “Ahhhh!” Carla came while pumping up and down on my dick. She continued bouncing on my cock while she was having an intense orgasm. Her eyes rolled to the top of her head and her whole sexy body shuddered. She fell on my chest, shaking. I ran my fingers through her hair. She was breathing hard. “So good,” Carla purred. Curtis slapped her butt again.

After several seconds, Carla looked up and smiled at me. She kissed my lips. She licked my neck and chest. Her lips moved down until she reached my cock, which was slick with the mix of my come and her juices. Curtis was still stroking his dick. He winked at his wife. Carla grinned naughtily at him.

Carla looked alluringly into my eyes as she licked my balls and my cock from base to tip. She tasted herself on my dick. “Carla,” I moaned. She smiled at me and then fully engulfed my hard cock. “Fuck,” I groaned. Carla bobbed her head, her soft lips gliding up and down on my dick. It was a slow and sloppy blowjob. Her mouth was like a delicious vacuum, her hot saliva coating my cock and dripping down on my balls. This is so damn good. I gritted my teeth. If she continues this, I’m going to come very soon. Carla’s hot mouth and her tender lips felt unbelievably amazing.

While Carla was on her knees and giving me the best blowjob ever, Curtis kneeled behind her, his hard cock around his closed fist, stroking it furiously. He cupped Carla’s pussy. She moaned. She didn’t stop. She continued slobbering on my dick. “You’re having a good time there, buddy?” Curtis asked me with a grin as he was aiming the tip of his cock at Carla’s soaked pussy.

“Uhhghh, yishh,” I answered. Carla deepthroated me deep and hard. My hips contracted from the pleasure and lifted from the bed. Carla’s pretty eyes smiled at me.

“We should do this more often, uhhhh,” Curtis moaned as he slid his thick dick balls-deep inside Carla’s tight pussy. Carla’s naked body shuddered. She squirted again. Her eyes fluttered from the pleasure. She moaned hungrily while her mouth was full of my dick. “Don’t stop what you’re doing, slut,” Curtis ordered her. Carla said something in answer and continued servicing my cock.

Curtis pounded his wife’s snug pussy. His big hands gripped her sexy waist as his veiny cock plunged over and over into her. “Oh yeah! This is the best!” Curtis howled. His whole body was drenched in sweat. He slapped Carla’s luscious ass repeatedly.

“Ummm, nnnnn, uhhhhh, uhhhh,” Carla sobbed and moaned from the pleasure of being fucked hard, yet she continued giving my cock the best blowjob ever. She played with my balls. She gave her best effort. Tears filled her eyes, rolling down her cheeks. Her mouth was like a vacuum from heaven and I couldn’t stop myself from coming anymore. Her mouth felt so good. It was too much.

“I’m going to come, Carla, fuck!” I grunted as the bed swayed. Carla blinked her tears away and smiled naughtily at me and sucked my cock harder. “Goddamn!” I bellowed and ejaculated like a geyser inside Carla’s wonderful mouth. My whole body jolted and my legs shook and my butt rose from the bed. My vision turned white for a few seconds. If Carla wasn’t married, I would propose to her right now. She sucked all the sticky content of my balls until there was no single drop left. She looked at me and licked her lips. “Oh my god,” I said. I was out of breath and closed my eyes for a few seconds.

When I opened my eyes, Carla was face-down, ass-up, while Curtis was furiously pounding her pussy from behind. Curtis was groaning, his face drenched with sweat, clenching his jaw as thick veins stood from his neck.

Carla’s head was turned to me. She was trembling as she was in the middle of a toe-curling orgasm. Her eyes rolled back and her hands gripped the bedsheet. “Babe, oh my godddd! Ahhh, Nnghhh! Fuck! Harder! Please!” Curtis rose. He wasn’t kneeling on the bed anymore. He was half-standing, his knees bent. This way, he could fuck Carla harder with all his force and that was what he did while tightly gripping her waist. Sweat and juices flew in the air as the bed swayed and creaked and the room was filled with the lewd sounds of pounding flesh.

“I’m going to come!” Curtis shouted. “Ahhhh!”

“Oh, babe! Ahhhh!” Carla moaned loudly as she came like a rocket. Her vision went orange. Her eyes rolled back while she was in the middle of a delicious convulsion. Her pussy couldn’t stop squirting, while at the same time, Curtis was shaking and ejaculating into her with spurt after spurt of his thick jizz, filling her delicious pussy up until it spilled over.

“Oh, damn. That was so damn good,” Curtis said and then his knees gave up and he fell on the bed, his balls empty. Carla lay beside her husband. Her naked body was glistening with sweat. She was breathing hard and her eyes were unfocused and half-open. Her hair was in disarray. Her nipples were still hard, and her pussy was dripping with a mix of her sweet juices and her husband’s come. She was collecting her breath and still had that dreamy look on her face.

I got off the bed and put my shorts back on. I wiped the sweat from my forehead. Curtis was lightly snoring.

“Hey,” Carla said to me with a soft voice. “Where are you going?” She sat up and looked at me with a smile. She looked like a goddess who got fucked really well.

“Uh, I’m going back to my apartment.” We were whispering as we didn’t want to wake up Curtis. I sat on the bed beside her. Our legs and shoulders were touching. We could feel each other’s warmth. She placed her hand on top of mine. She looked back over her shoulder at Curtis, who was snoring loudly.

“I wasn’t expecting this,” I said.

“Hey, are you complaining?” Carla playfully pinched my arm.

“Not at all,” I answered her. I squeezed Carla’s luscious tits. “I had a good time.” It is true, of course. I wonder what will happen after this. I guess we will see. I know that this didn’t happen just randomly. Curtis planned this. Does he know about me and his wife? I don’t know. Should I ask Carla? Sure. Maybe. Not now, though.

“You guys fucked me good,” Carla said, moaning in my ear while I continued fondling her lovely breasts.

“Yeah?” I said while rolling my thumb on her nipples.

“Oh, yes. Um, how about we take a shower together first before you leave?” Carla asked sweetly. I nodded five times. She rolled her eyes cutely while smiling at me and then stood up and took my hand and then we went to the bathroom.
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