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CHAPTER 1

We didn’t get to talk about what happened last Saturday night. Because the morning after that, Carla and Curtis went on a vacation.

Sunday morning, I woke up at about the same time I usually wake up, maybe around eight or nine. The first thing I did was press my left ear against the tiny wall separating our apartment units. I listened for sounds.

Carla wakes up early like me, but her husband usually wakes up late, sometimes around noon. Their room was silent. Maybe both of them were still asleep. I checked my phone and there was a text from Carla. I sat on the edge of the bed. I rubbed my eyes. All traces of sleep gone. I unlocked my phone and read my pretty neighbor’s message.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” Carla’s message said. There was a kissing emoji at the end of the message. I smiled. I could hear Carla’s sweet and cute voice just by reading her message. I could imagine her gorgeous face and seductive eyes and lovely lips. “Last night was amazing! Right? I wanted to do it with you again this morning, but Curtis and I have an early drive. We’re going to Sunset Palms and see the beach there and then we’ll visit some of our friends in Harborview. We’ll be back Wednesday afternoon. Curtis wants the three of us to have dinner together. I mean, if that’s okay with you, Ethan?” Carla asked. She put a blushing emoji after her question.

“Hello, Carla. That sounds good. And yes, last night was amazing! I still couldn’t believe that Curtis let that happen,” I typed on the phone. I stood up from the bed and made coffee. While waiting for it to get done, I did several pushups.

Carla likes me. I know that is true. But I want her to like me more. Maybe she would be more impressed with me if I built a body like her husband's. Curtis is massive and jacked. He has a six-pack and his arms are huge. I am tall and slim. I am quite fit. I run and lift weights in the university gym, but not regularly. I am taking my master’s degree and have a thirty percent discount there, which I desperately need. Every single dollar counts.

Okay, I will do one hundred pushups. Ethan, you are a warrior. Five pushups. Ten pushups. Fifteen. Forty. Alright. That’s all I can do for now. My shoulders and arms are hurting. I’ll add maybe ten more pushups tomorrow.

My phone buzzed as I was drinking my coffee. I saw that Carla sent me a selfie. She was inside the car. Curtis was driving, though I could only see a part of his leg and hand. Carla was smiling at the camera. She was wearing a comfortable pink shirt and white running shorts. She is gorgeous. She had that teasing look in her beautiful eyes. Her pink shirt was cozy but not enough to hide her luscious curves and slim waist. Her hair was down. She had a blue watch on her wrist and a large pair of sunglasses hanging on the collar of her shirt. The hem of Carla’s white running shorts only reached her upper thighs,  giving a nice view of her long and slender legs.

“Oh, wow,” I replied to Carla’s photo.

“Do I look cute today? What do you think?” Carla teased.

“You are drop-dead gorgeous,” I texted.

“Hmmm. You are sweet. Thank you, Ethan. Curtis told me to send you a selfie.”

“Thank him for me. I would love to have more of that, if possible,” I teased her.

“Um, more of my selfies or more of me?” Carla flirted.

“I’d like to have both, please,” I replied.

Carla sent another selfie. But on this one, she and her husband were both on the frame. Curtis was wearing a black shirt. His left hand was on the steering wheel. He was glancing at the camera and he had a big grin on his face. His other hand was on top of Carla’s smooth thigh, casually squeezing it.

This hot woman beside me in the car is my wife, Curtis’s grinning face said. We are going on a trip. We are going on a vacation and she will be with me day and night and we will do lots of delicious activities. We’ll go to the beach and we will swim and enjoy the cool water and the warmth of the sun. Carla will wear her sexiest swimsuit and men will look and admire her hot body. At night, we’ll be in our motel and you already know what will happen there. Right, Ethan?

A quick wave of jealousy ran through me. I felt it in my chest. I know I don’t have any right to be jealous. Carla and I have our own kind of relationship, but Curtis remains her husband. It is what it is. There is nothing I can do about that. That is something that I have to accept, even though it’s not easy because I like her very much. It is very easy to fall in love with a woman like Carla.

It was Sunday and I ran several errands. I bought some groceries. I did the laundry. I went for a run and then I showered and did some more pushups. I then made some minor revisions to my thesis. Professor Miller asked me to go to his office tomorrow afternoon to discuss the reason for my slow progress. I should be doing the final draft now. I’m two weeks behind our target. I wonder what I would tell him.

Professor Miller is a cool and considerate man. But would he get it if I told him that the main cause of my distraction is Carla? My hot married neighbor? Now that I think about it . . . yeah. I believe Professor Miller would understand. He would get it fast. I have seen him a couple of times admiring Carla while she was walking around the campus in her jeans and cropped long-sleeved sweatshirt with her glasses on. Carla is pursuing her master’s, like me.

I have seen Professor Miller talking to Carla once or twice in the hallway of the Sociology building, even though he’s an Economics Professor. That was curious. Anyway, he doesn’t know yet that Carla lives next to me. I wonder how he would react. He would probably be envious. He would think that I’m such a lucky guy, which I am, of course. I wonder how Professor Miller would take it if he learned about what happened last night. How Curtis and I did delicious things with Carla for hours, and how she moaned and begged and asked for more. How she loved every single moment. God, I miss her.

Bobby Grant, the building’s owner and landlord, saw me while I was going up the stairs of the apartment building. I was carrying two bags of groceries. Bobby is in his late forties. A big guy. He used to be a cop.

“Hey, Ethan, what’s up?” Bobby asked me. He knows what’s up. I bought groceries and now I am taking them back to my small apartment. That is obviously what’s up. Bobby and I rarely talk. Most of the conversations we had happened every time I messaged him in the middle of the month to tell him I had already deposited the rent into his account. Still, I try my best to be nice and respectful to him. The monthly rent he charges is below the average rent of the apartments surrounding the university. I think he’s an okay guy, except for the fact that he lusts after Carla. But then, who doesn’t? I lust after Carla. Every guy in this small building does.

I nodded at Bobby and smiled. “Curtis’s car is not here,” he said.

“Ah, yeah. He left early this morning.”

“Yeah? With Carla?”

“Yes,” I said. “They are going on vacation. They’ll be back in a few days. Carla told me.”

“Carla told you?”

“Uh, yes,” I said.

“You and Carla are close, huh? You guys talk a lot?”

“Well,” I said. “We live next to each other.”

“You’re sweet to her?” Bobby Grant asked.

“Uh, she has a husband,” I said.

“Well, there’s that. Scary-looking guy, too. That Curtis. He’s in the army. That man has seen real combat, I tell you.”

“I think he’s alright,” I said. “He seems to treat Carla very well.”

“Making a move on his wife would be a mistake,” Bobby said.

“Making a move on anyone’s wife is a mistake,” I said, even though that was exactly what I did while Curtis was deployed in Japan. During that time, only Carla and I were the ones staying on the second floor of this apartment building. We talked. We exchanged stories. One thing led to another.

“Some mistakes are worth doing, though. What do you think, Ethan?” Bobby asked me while he was standing there on the first step of the concrete stairs, one arm resting on the top of the parapet. I shrugged. What does he want me to say? “I don’t blame you.”

“Eh, blame me for what?” I asked.

“I mean, Carla’s a hot number. Drop-dead gorgeous. Sexy. And those legs of hers, man? Amazing! Right? She’s a nice woman, too. Sweet.”

“Yes, Bobby. I agree with all of that.”

Four months ago was my birthday. That was also the day that Wendy, my ex-girlfriend, broke up with me. She broke up with me because I found out she was cheating on me. Imagine that. I thought then that Wendy was the woman I was going to marry until I discovered her in her condo while she was on her knees enthusiastically blowing Tyrone Rowland. I was crushed.

That was my birthday. That night, Carla knocked on the door of my apartment. I could tell from the sad smile on her face that she knew what had happened. She was holding a small cake and there was a small lighted candle on top of it. Carla was wearing a white shirt and tight jeans and her hair was up in a bun. She smiled sweetly at me and greeted me with a happy birthday. We ate the cake in my room and then we watched a movie. Carla and I didn’t talk about the breakup. I didn’t ask her how she knew.

We simply sat comfortably on the couch inside my apartment, watching the movie Carla selected. Her knees were up and her body was leaning towards me and our shoulders were touching. Carla fell asleep in the middle of the movie. She laid her head on my shoulder. I glanced at her while she was calmly sleeping. That was the time I began falling for her.

“Do you listen to them when they are fucking?” our landlord asked me.

“Uh, what?” I asked Bobby. I thought our conversation was done. I had already turned my back on him and had already resumed walking up the stairs.

Bobby grinned at me. “Well, anyway, your rent is due on Saturday, Ethan. Don’t be late this time.”


CHAPTER 2

Carla updated me while she and Curtis were on their short vacation. She constantly texted me and sent me photos of the places they visited, like she was my girlfriend.

I was doing some research for my thesis in the library when Carla sent me a photo of her on a beach in Sunset Palms. She was wearing a red, one-piece swimsuit. She was standing and smiling and looking at the camera. She had a pair of sunglasses on. It was windy and her hand was on the top of her beach hat.

Carla is goddamn hot. I took a deep breath and subtly squeezed my dick under the library table while pretending to read a book about market fluctuations. Carla is petite but voluptuous. Her waist is slim and her legs are long and slender. The men in the photo who were walking or standing near her in that beautiful beach were leering at her gorgeous face and impressive tits and sexy ass.

Carla sent several photos. On all of them, she was wearing that sexy bikini. She sent a video of her surfing on a small wave. She sent a photo of her lying on her front on top of a blue beach towel. She was looking at the camera with a sweet smile on her lips. She was wearing her sunglasses while getting a nice, even tan. The curve of her ass is perfect.

“Curtis told me to send you these photos,” Carla texted me. She put a smiling emoji at the end of her sentence.

“Thank your husband for me,” I replied.

“I will. I would have sent them to you even if he didn’t tell me to,” Carla texted back. “You should have come, you know?”

“Uh, you guys didn’t invite me,” I replied.

“Um, we wanted you to join us. Curtis and I talked about it. We thought it would be great. He had some ideas in his head. They were very naughty. I was about to invite you the other day, but I felt that you were so busy finishing your thesis. Would you have said yes if we had asked you?”

“I would have said yes to anything that involves seeing you wearing that hot bikini,” I replied.

“Um, that is the right answer. I can wear this for you when we come back there in our apartment. I mean, if you want me to,” Carla teased me.

“I can’t wait,” I replied with a grin. “I want to fuck you while you’re wearing that.”

“Curtis did that this morning,” Carla replied with a blushing emoji at the end.

“He did?” I replied.

“Um, yes,” Carla texted quickly. “He told me to put this bikini on while he watched. We were in our motel room. I took off my shorts and shirt and then I put on this red swimsuit. It made Curtis crazy. He fucked my brains out. Curtis didn’t take my swimsuit off. He just told me to get on the bed and get on all fours and to lift my butt up. Curtis slid the bottom of my bikini to the side and then he slid his dick into me and then fucked me silly. I was dripping wet before he even began pounding me with his dick. He made me come several times.”

“Damn, that’s hot,” I replied. A woman who was sitting across from me was looking at my face. I smiled at her. She went back to the book she was reading.

“I wish you were here, Ethan,” Carla texted. In my mind, I could hear her sweet voice.

That night, I received another photo. It was about ten in the evening. I visited the gym after I was done in the library. After getting in several pumps, I did my laundry while imagining what Carla and Curtis were doing at that moment. After getting my laundry done, I went back to my apartment and did some cleaning. I was in bed and scrolling on my phone when I received a photo. Curtis was the one who sent it.

“Just came back from dinner at the beach,” Curtis said in his message with a photo attached to it. They were in the motel room. The room wasn’t that large. The walls were blue and there were two small couches and a regular-sized bed with a white sheet covering it. The wooden windows were open and the thin curtains were swaying from the wind that blew from the ocean. Carla was sitting on the bed with her legs crossed and she was smiling sweetly. She was wearing a short, orange sundress and her cheeks were pink and she looked absolutely gorgeous. The hem of her sundress was short. Carla’s splendid legs were on display as well as her yummy cleavage.

“Hey,” I replied to Curtis. “That dress looks amazing on her.”

“Oh yes. Every guy in the restaurant was ogling her, man,” Curtis said.

“I can imagine,” I replied.

“It was damn hot, dude,” Curtis texted.

“I’m sure you’re used to it by now,” I said.

“Not really, man. I don’t think I could ever get used to seeing other men fuck Carla with their eyes. It is always an amazing experience.”

“I bet,” I said, missing his wife.

“I couldn’t wait anymore. So we ate and then paid our bills and we walked along the beach. My hand was on her butt. We found a huge rock with some trees around it. I took Carla’s hand and we went behind the rock where it was dark and we fucked there and I think nobody saw us. Carla came several times and I came twice inside her pussy. Look at that photo I sent you, Ethan. I just finished giving her a good fucking. I know you really like my wife, dude. Under that dress, she has nothing on. Her pussy is still full of my sperm, man. Look at her smiling at me. She has that after-fuck glow, right? She wants some more and I’m going to give it to her, buddy.”

“Happy for you, guys,” I replied.

“I think I’m gonna come on her pretty face this time,” Curtis said.

“Uh, sure,” I said. “Enjoy your vacation with Carla, man.”

“Hey, thanks,” Curtis said. “You know what?”

“Yeah?”

“Carla said she misses you, man,” Curtis texted.

“She said that?” I replied.

“Yeah. I asked her if she misses you and she said yes. This was when we were fucking behind that rock. Carla was on top of me and she was bouncing up and down on my dick with her sundress still on. I asked her if she missed you while she was coming and she said yes. She said it loudly. I think some guys heard us.”

Why is Curtis telling me this? “Tell her I miss her too,” I said. Was that the right thing to say?

“Carla’s giving me a blowjob right now. Later, dude.”

Our chat ended and then I lay back down on my single bed. I placed my phone beside me and looked at the ceiling. I was slowly breathing. It was quiet here in my apartment. There were some tenants outside their apartments on the first floor of the building. They were talking. I could hear their voices, but I couldn’t tell what they were talking about. I could hear the sounds of the vehicles passing the main road. The trees surrounding the apartment building softened their sounds. I looked again at Carla’s photo that Curtis sent me. I squeezed my hardening dick.

Carla is on her knees right now and giving her husband a nice blowjob. She is great at sucking dick. I wish I had joined them. I wish they had actually asked me. I would have definitely said yes if they had invited me. That would hurt my wallet a little. But I could have been there right now. Maybe fucking Carla from behind. I miss her tight and amazing pussy. I miss her sexy butt. I miss the way she moans.

Carla sent me some more photos the following day. After enjoying the beach in Sunset Palms, they drove to Harborview, which was two hours away. She sent another selfie while they were on the road. Carla was wearing high-waisted denim shorts. She had a wide belt on. She was wearing a light blue shirt with the words GO STERLING printed at the front in orange letters. Her sunglasses rested on top of her head. She had an excited look on her face. It was a good day. She and her husband looked fresh. They were on a beach yesterday and then they fucked all night and now they were on a nice roadtrip to another beautiful place. Curtis’s right hand was on top of Carla’s left thigh. He probably was rubbing her pussy while he was driving.

Carla texted me when they reached Harborview. They checked into a small motel and then they met some of their friends in the city for an afternoon snack. She uploaded some of their photos to her social media. They went on a boat ride. One photo got my attention. This was taken on a boat. One of their friends took this. Carla was wearing shorts and a blue mini-sundress. She was standing between two men. On her left was Curtis. He was proudly showing the smallmouth bass that he had caught. He was wearing shorts and he had no shirt.

Another man was in the photo and he stood on Carla’s right side. He was as tall as Curtis and hugely muscular, too. He was holding a fishing rod in his right hand. Maybe he is Curtis’s buddy from the army. Maybe he owns the boat and the one who took the photo is his wife. I don’t know. His left arm was around Carla’s slim waist. In this photo, he looked like Carla’s husband.

Who is this guy? Maybe he’s Carla’s ex-boyfriend. She told me once that her first boyfriend was from Harborview. Maybe this is him. I felt a hot ball of jealousy forming in the middle of my chest. What should I do? Should I text Carla and ask her who this guy is and why he has his big arm around her when Curtis is just there, standing with them? Should I do that? No. That would be a big mistake. That would be a wrong move. I shouldn’t appear jealous. My relationship with Carla is all casual, right? I will lose her if I pepper her with questions like those.

Is this guy fucking her, too? Does Carla also have an arrangement with him? Did they go there in Harborview so that Curtis could watch as this buddy of his fuck Carla? Maybe they tag-teamed her earlier. Carla’s cheeks were blushing. She had that after-sex glow. Maybe that was just from the heat of the sun. It was hard to tell just by looking at this photo. I’m thinking too much, forming baseless conclusions. There is no evidence that this is the case. Maybe this guy is just a really close friend.

I closed my eyes and jerked off while imagining Carla getting double-teamed by her husband and this new guy in the cabin of the boat. I imagined her moaning in pleasure while fully naked, those guys’s massive cocks going in and out of her furiously, bringing her to a body-shaking, toe-curling orgasm. I came a lot. I didn’t receive any more text or photos from Carla or Curtis that evening.


CHAPTER 3

Carla told me that they would return Wednesday afternoon, but it was almost midnight when they arrived at the apartment. I was already half-asleep when I saw the light from their car reflecting on the glass window of my small apartment unit. I heard when Curtis turned off the engine and when they both got out of the car and closed the door. They were talking as they climbed the stairs. Their voices were hushed. They know that we have thin walls. Maybe they were thinking that I was already asleep and they didn’t want to disturb me and wake me up.

“Do you think Ethan’s already sleeping?” I heard Curtis asked Carla.

“It’s already past midnight, babe. The light in his room is off,” Carla whispered. They were standing outside my room, close to the window. I could hear their voices clearly. I could see their silhouettes.

“Do you have the key?” Curtis asked his wife.

“Yes, it’s in my bag,” Carla answered.

“Turn around,” Curtis said. “I’ll get it. Wait. Give me a kiss first.”

“Um, okay,” Carla said. They kissed for about two minutes. I listened to Carla’s moans. It was a hungry kiss and it sounded sloppy. I heard the wet smacking of their lips and how they sucked each other’s tongues. I was lying on the bed and was fully awake now.

“Um, babe, you said it was only gonna be a kiss,” Carla said after the kiss ended.

“Let me just touch your pussy a bit,” Curtis said. My heart was pounding.

“Um, okay,” Carla said sweetly.

“You’re not wearing any panties,” I heard Curtis say. I could imagine the grin on his face.

“You took it off while we were parked at that gasoline station in Brenton,” Carla said softly, with a bit of shyness in her voice.

“I love it when you’re wearing a short skirt. Turns me on a lot. You’re wet again. You’re really such a slut,” Curtis said. “I’m just gonna fuck your pussy with my fingers. Gonna slide two fingers in. Oh, yeah. So hot.”

“Oh, babe, uhhhh,” Carla whimpered. My bed was beside the window. I didn’t make a sound. I didn’t make any sudden moves. I moved my hand down and slowly began stroking my dick.

“I want you to come,” Curtis said. “Don’t moan too loud. We don’t wanna wake up your boyfriend.”

“Oh, god. Let’s get inside, babe, please, ohhhh,” Carla pleaded.

“You’re the one who has the key,” Curtis teased his wife.

“The key is in my bag,” Carla said while moaning and giggling. “It’s not, ahhh, its not in my pussy.”

“Really? I’m just being thorough, you know,” Curtis half-laughed while his fingers went in and out of Carla’s soaked pussy.

“Oh god, I’m gonna come, babe. Oh, fuck! Oh, uhhhh, ahhhh! I’m coming! I’m com –“. Carla’s loud moan turned to a muffled whimper. Maybe she covered her mouth with her hand. Maybe it was Curtis who did it. Carla’s body shook while she was having an orgasm. Her silhouette trembled and I stroked my cock faster.

“Suck my fingers, babe,” Curtis told Carla and she obeyed.

“I’m still shaking,” Carla said.

“I know, love. Turn around. I’ll get the key from your bag.”

“It’s in the top pocket at the front,” Carla said. Curtis got the key and then I heard him unlock the door of their apartment. Curtis slapped Carla’s butt before they entered and then he closed the door.

I sat up and then pressed my ear against the thin wall separating our units. I wanted to know what they were talking about. I heard my name mentioned three times. I also heard our landlord’s name. Curtis made a joke and they both laughed. Carla’s sweet laugh is music to me. Will they fuck tonight? I heard Carla moan. Maybe Curtis touched her pussy again. They continued talking about their vacation. Several names were mentioned. Their friends in Harborview, I think. The sound of their conversation stopped. Probably they went to the bathroom to shower together. They are going to fuck in the shower. That would be hot, but I wouldn’t be able to hear them. I waited for them to finish. They finished showering after twenty minutes and then they went to bed to sleep. I looked at my watch. It was one in the morning.

I was in deep sleep. I was having a dream. In this dream, I was having sex with Carla inside a tent while on the beach in Sunset Palms. My face was between her lovely thighs. I was licking her delicious pussy. Carla was looking at me. Her cheeks were blushing and she was panting from arousal. Her luscious pussy was dripping wet.

Someone was knocking on the wooden door of my small apartment. Come on. Not now. Go away! I fought for the dream to continue, but the loud knocking sounds were pulling me out. They were like hands lifting me up from deep water. My eyes opened quickly when I realized that it could be Carla who was knocking. I glanced at the clock. It was already nine in the morning.

“Coming!” I said loudly and bolted from my small bed. I took three large strides and then opened the door. It wasn’t Carla who was outside my door. It was Curtis. He was wearing boxers. He was sweaty with a fresh cigarette between his teeth. He was smiling. He looked like he had just finished an intense exercise. His hair and beard were damp.

“Hey, man,” Curtis greeted me. Carla wasn’t beside him. What is going on here? Is she still sleeping in their apartment? Maybe she went to the university already. Maybe she left early. She is working on her thesis like me. Maybe she went early to the library to do some research. Or perhaps she’s still in their apartment and still sleeping or making breakfast or showering. I would love to take a shower with Carla this morning.

“What’s up, man?” I asked Curtis. “What’s going on? Everything okay?”

“You wanna fuck my wife, Ethan?” Curtis asked after taking a drag of his cigarette. He was calm. He asked that question casually.

I blinked. I understood clearly what he asked. But why is he standing right now outside my room and asking me if I want to fuck Carla? “I’m sorry. What?” I stammered.

“You are sorry about what?” Curtis asked. He still had that smile on his face, but I could hear the trace of impatience in his voice. He is a huge man. Man has muscles everywhere. Neck, arms, shoulders. Tattoos all over his body. Curtis is as tall as my doorway and almost as wide. It was a warm morning. He was blocking the sun.

“Uh, I mean, what did you say?”

“You heard what I said, man. Do you wanna fuck Carla?”

“Uh, now?”

“Yeah. Now,” Curtis said.

“Uh, sure,” I answered. Of course. Yes, sure. I want to fuck Carla. Yes. A thousand times.

“Carla woke up earlier than I,” Curtis said. “She went for a run. She ran five miles. I was still sleeping when she came back. She saw me still sleeping. She didn’t immediately wake me up, you know. She gave me a blowjob while I was still asleep. That was a nice way to wake up. The best way. Carla woke me up by sucking my cock. I opened my eyes and she was there servicing my hard dick while still wearing her hot running outfit. Tight yoga pants and a sports bra. She greeted me good morning with her mouth full of my big dick. Then I fucked her. Twice. We’ve been fucking for the past forty minutes while you were sleeping here. I thought you were already awake and listening to us.”

“I was sleeping. I slept late last night. Uh, what is Carla doing now? Where is she?” I asked.

“Carla’s in the shower. Why don’t you go there and surprise her?”

“Surprise her while she’s showering? Is that okay?”

“Yeah, man,” Curtis said and then took another long drag of his cigarette. “Come on, dude. She misses you.”

“Alright,” I said. I would be crazy to refuse such an offer. I got out of my apartment and closed the door. I brushed my disheveled hair back with my hand and tried to smooth down my messy shorts and shirt. Curtis walked ahead of me. He entered their apartment first. Carla was in the living room. She just finished showering. Her hair was still damp. A small, white towel was wrapped around her sexy body. She was drying her hair using a blow-dryer.

“Ethan?” Carla said. She was surprised. She looked at her husband. Curtis grinned at her. Curtis sat on the couch and rested his feet on top of the wooden coffee table.

“Um, hello,” I said. “Curtis invited me.” I stood there near the door. I didn’t know what to do with my hands. I thought Carla was expecting me. Should I leave now? I looked at Curtis’s grinning face. He didn’t have his cigarette anymore. “He said you were in the shower.”

Curtis pointed at me with his thumb. “Ethan here said he misses you and wants to fuck you.”

“Uh, I did miss you,” I said. Might as well be truthful about it. Carla smiled at me and then shook her head at her husband, who was watching her. The white towel clung sexily to her hot body. It was also so short. If she turns around and bend over, even halfway, Curtis and I would have a glimpse of her perfect ass and delicious pussy.

Carla put down her hair blower on top of the dining table and walked over to me. It was only a few steps, but time seemed to stop. Only Carla moved in the world. Only she was in it. I breathed slowly. I watched the alluring sway of her narrow hips as she walked towards me. Her tits bounced a bit. Her eyes were locked onto me. There was naughtiness in the way she looked at me.

Carla stopped when she was in front of me and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. We looked into each other’s eyes. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her against my body. I had a serious hard-on already. “He woke you up,” Carla said, wrapping her arms around my neck. She looked down at her husband and shook her head, smiling.

Curtis shrugged. “I woke him up so you two can fuck while I sit here and watch.” That was a lie and I know it. Curtis is not the kind of man who just sits down and watches. He craves action. He is taking a breather and filling up his tank. He came twice already. That was what he said. Soon he would be ready to fuck Carla again.

We were standing close to where Curtis was sitting. Carla’s back was turned to him. Curtis lifted his left hand and then touched Carla’s thigh. She sighed. She took a deep breath. Her eyes fluttered. I was still hugging her and she still had her arms around my neck.

Curtis squeezed Carla’s sexy ass, feeling her butt’s roundness and softness in his rough palm. His hand moved between her inner thighs and then played with her dripping pussy. His middle finger rubbed her delicious clit. “Ummmmm,” Carla moaned. Her hips undulated side to side while enjoying the feel of her husband’s thick fingers playing with her slick pussy. Curtis knows where Carla’s buttons are, what to touch, and what to press. He slipped his middle finger inside her pussy.

“Oh, fuckkkkk, babe,” Carla moaned. Her knees trembled. With my arms around her slim waist, I pressed her tighter against my body. The towel wrapped around her slender body was loosening. I could see her cleavage now, full and soft and luscious. Carla’s pink nipples were peeking and saying hello to me. I licked my lips. She looked at my face. Her cheeks were red. Curtis had two thick fingers sliding in and out of Carla’s pussy now. She closed her eyes and savored the feeling of being expertly finger-fucked.

Carla took a deep breath. She opened her eyes and licked her lips. She tiptoed and our lips met. It was a hungry kiss. We were panting in each other’s mouths. We were starving for each other. Curtis watched us with a small curve of a smile on his lips. I slid my tongue inside Carla’s mouth. She sucked it hungrily. She reached down and squeezed my hard dick. She moaned in my mouth. Our tongues danced. We kept torridly kissing until we almost ran out of air and then we took a break and stared into each other’s eyes like we were lovers.

Curtis pulled his fingers out of Carla’s soaked pussy. She purred. Carla let go of me and faced her husband. She bent forward towards him and held his wrist. She sucked his wet fingers which were deep inside her pussy moments ago while looking seductively at his face. I took off my shirt while Carla was doing that. I stared at the round curve of her perfect butt. I didn’t take off my shorts. I pressed my hard dick on her luscious butt.

Curtis slapped Carla’s cheeks when she was done sucking his fingers. Her eyes lit up and she gave him a naughty smile. She stood up and then faced me. She wrapped her arms around my neck again and then she tiptoed and we continued kissing. We moaned into each other’s eager mouths while exchanging saliva. Our tongues danced while sucking each other’s oxygen.

I reached down and touched Carla’s inviting pussy. She was soft and slick. “Mmmmm,” Carla moaned louder and embraced me tightly, clinging to me. Using my middle finger, I rubbed her sensitive clit in a circular motion, the same way her husband did. Carla’s hips swayed sexily. Her waist danced with the movement of my fingers. Her juices were dripping down her inner thighs. I slid two fingers inside her. That made her break our deep kiss. She hugged me tighter and gasped in my ear.

“Oh, Ethannnnn,” she whimpered as my fingers deeply explored her. “Ohhh, that feels sooo good!”

“You like that?” I asked her. She looked at my face and nodded eagerly.

“I’m going to come on your fingers!” Carla said. I grinned at her and then made my fingers dance inside her overheated pussy, not too fast but not too slow, yet still making sure I was hitting all the right sports.

“Fuck, Ethan, unngghh! I’m coming! I’m coming! Uhhhh! Ahhhhh!” Carla’s sexy body trembled. The towel wrapped around her hot body finally loosened completely and fell on the floor around her feet. Now she was fully naked. Carla continued orgasming. Her knees shook and her thighs spasmed. Her eyelids fluttered. I kissed her mouth torridly while she was in the middle of her orgasm, my hand on the back of her head. Carla opened her eyes after several seconds. She wetted her lips with her tongue. She was breathing hard and looking at me hungrily. How did I get this lucky?


CHAPTER 4

Yes, I am lucky, but I am not the luckiest man inside this apartment. That honor belongs to Curtis. He’s the one married to Carla. He’s the one who gets to fuck her daily. He’s the one she loves. I wonder what Curtis’s deal is. Why does he share his beautiful wife with me? What is on his mind? What is his plan? Maybe this is just something that turns him on. Probably. It is not unheard of.  But as long as I get to fuck Carla, who am I to complain?

There’s a big problem here for me, though. I’m in love with Carla now. That’s my problem. I fell in love with her. Hard. And I am jealous of her relationship with Curtis. I have to admit that. There’s nothing I can do about that. It is just something that I have to accept. What will happen if Curtis decides to stop sharing Carla with me? He can do that anytime. He has the full right to stop my relationship with his wife. That will break my heart.

No, I’m making this too complicated. I should not think about these things. I should just enjoy the moment. There’s no point in dwelling on future events that may or may not happen. I am here and she is here and that is all that matters now.

“What are you thinking about?” Carla asked me sweetly after she sucked my wet fingers that were deep into her tight pussy just moments ago. I shook my head and smiled at her.

“Nothing,” I said, smiling and looking at her gorgeous face and then at her luscious tits.

“Really?” Carla asked. She hugged my waist and looked at my face curiously, trying to read my thoughts.

“Ethan here is in love with you, babe,” Curtis said with a smirk. Carla blushed. “He wants you to be his girlfriend so he can take you out on romantic dates and make love to you every night. That’s what he wants.” I didn’t know what to say. I smiled at Carla and then grabbed her round butt and pressed her body against mine.

“What do you think of that, babe?” Curtis asked his wife and then slapped her juicy ass. The sound rang all over the small living room. Carla gasped and her cheeks reddened even more.

Carla locked eyes with me. She smiled sweetly. “I think that is so sweet. I am flattered,” she answered Curtis without looking at him. Carla kissed my lips and hugged me. “I love you, too, Ethan,” she whispered into my ear and my heart stopped beating for a second. My heart stopped and then it jumped and did cartwheels while colorful fireworks exploded around it.

Curtis watched us. He stood up from the couch and stood behind his wife. Carla turned around to face him. They kissed while locked in a tight embrace. They kissed torridly. They sucked each other’s tongues. Curtis grabbed Carla’s naked butt and aggressively squeezed it. Carla moaned as her tongue urgently danced with his.

“Get on your knees, babe,” Curtis ordered his wife. She nodded. I took a small pillow from the couch and placed it down on the floor. Carla smiled at me and thanked me. She was standing between us. Curtis squeezed her luscious tits and licked her neck. He whispered something to her. Carla’s pink nipples were hard. She faced me and kissed my lips. I cupped her overheated pussy with my right hand while squeezing her soft tits with my left hand. Curtis grinned as he played with her butt.

“Guys,” Carla said with a naughty smile, tucking a hair behind her ear, looking at me and at her husband. “I thought you wanted me to get on my knees?”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Curtis said.

“Sorry,” I said. “We just couldn’t stop caressing your body. You’re just too fucking hot.”

“Ain’t that the truth?” Curtis said, grinning. “Now kneel on that pillow and suck our dicks.”

“Yes, sir,” Carla said with a naughty grin. I touched her pussy again. She looked at me. I smiled and raised my palms. Carla shook her head, grinning, and then she knelt on the pillow. A naked goddess on her knees, ready to serve us. Carla tied her hair back. Where she got that hair tie, I didn’t know. Curtis took off his boxers. I copied him and took off my shorts. I was rock hard. There was a lot of precum already on the tip of my dick.

Carla smiled at us. She reached for our dicks. I was standing on her left, her husband on her right. Our cocks were iron-hard, dripping with precum. She stroked our dicks. Her soft and warm hands moved back and forth. My breathing was deep and slow. Curtis and I watched her. We ogled her naked body and pretty face. Her tits swayed while she pumped our cocks.

“You guys,” Carla said with a smile. She serviced her husband’s cock first. She kept stroking my shaft as she licked Curtis’s sweaty balls. She lovingly sucked her husband’s huge balls while staring into his eyes. Curtis nodded, smiling at her. Carla then took his pulsing cock into her mouth until its head touched her throat. Carla half-gagged. She didn’t move for a few seconds. Her throat moved. She pushed his cock deeper into her throat until her eyes watered.

“Damn, babe,” Curtis grunted when Carla started moving her head back and forth, slobbering on his veiny dick. His thick shaft filled her cheeks. I watched as her soft lips glided on Curtis’s thick length. Curtis grunted again. Carla let go of his cock with a lewd pop and then looked at my face and gave me a seductive smile. She turned her attention to my cock. She planted kisses on my balls and gently squeezed them and licked them until they were wet. Carla then deepthroated me for several seconds while staring into my eyes.

“My wife loves it when she is almost gagging,” Curtis said. “Right, babe?”

“Urrkkmmm,” Carla answered affirmatively while looking at my face. Her eyes smiled at me. She began moving her head back and forth, sucking my soul with her perfect lips and mouth. I grabbed the base of her ponytail and watched her and moaned.

That was what Carla did for almost twenty minutes. She alternately sucked mine and her husband’s dicks. She moaned and whimpered all the while. She closely watched our reaction as she squeezed and sucked our balls and vacuumed our dicks. This is heaven. Curtis slapped her beautiful face several times with his wet dick. He grabbed the base of her ponytail and tilted her head up and then just smacked her red cheeks and forehead and the center of her face.

“You like that, huh, you fucking slut?” Curtis asked Carla while he continued slapping her pretty face with his massive dick. “You love it so much when we slap your face with our cocks?”

“Yes!” Carla answered.

“Heard that, man?” Curtis asked. Carla’s face was wet now. She licked her lips. She turned her head to me while continuously stroking her husband’s cock. “She’s a submissive slut. She is the best,” Curtis said, nodding and smiling.

“I am a slut for you both,” Carla said while looking up at me. I wiped the sweat from my forehead with my palm. I wrapped my hand around my cock and moved closer to Carla. I looked at her gorgeous face and angelic eyes.

I remember the first time Carla and I had coffee together. I knew she was married and it was risky, but I still went and invited her. I was completely sure she was going to say no, but she said the opposite. My heart fluttered when she accepted my invitation. I was nervous. We went to Midnight Brews. It was an indie coffee shop inside the university, just several meters away from the main Economics building. I ordered for both of us. We talked about our lives while waiting for our order to arrive. We selected a small table near the glass window. I remember stealing a glance at her while she sipped her sweet latte. Carla licked the white foam from her lips. She noticed me looking and I blushed and she smiled sweetly at me.

Now, she had my precum on her lips and I watched as she licked them. I grabbed my hard dick. Carla tilted her head up and then put her tongue out and I slapped her whole face and forehead and tongue repeatedly with my wet cock. Carla closed her eyes and moaned while savoring the feeling of my heavy cock lewdly hitting her beautiful face.

“Fuck, fuck,” I grunted.

“Hmmmmm,” Carla moaned.

“Yes! That’s right,” Curtis said eagerly. “From now on, Ethan, treat my wife like the fucking whore that she is!”

“Don’t mind my husband,” Carla said, smiling. She rolled her eyes. I was breathing fast and heavy and my neck and face were damp with perspiration.

“Come here, you slut,” Curtis said. He held her arm and helped her to stand. Carla turned to face her husband. I squeezed her butt. She bit her lower lip while looking at Curtis’s face, looking all hot and flustered and excited. Carla batted her pretty eyelashes. Curtis grabbed her hair and then pulled her to him. I watched and stroked my cock. Curtis played with Carla’s voluptuous tits, squeezing and fondling their softness with his left hand while his right hand was grabbing her hair.

“Say you’re a slut,” Curtis told her. I stroked my dick faster.

“I’m a slut,” Carla answered softly. Curtis moved his big hand from her tits to her hot pussy. He slid two thick fingers inside her. Carla whimpered in sudden delight and her eyes rolled back. Curtis grinned and slapped her cheeks.

“What?” Curtis asked. “I didn’t hear you. Did you hear her, buddy?” he asked me.

“I didn’t,” I said.

“I’m a slut!” Carla said louder as she was being fingered.

Curtis ordered his gorgeous wife to lie on her back on the couch and she immediately did what he told her. Carla’s eyes and mine met. I sat on the couch across from them, fully naked and still slowly stroking my dick. I didn’t pump my cock too fast. I was already at the edge. I didn’t want to come unless I was deep inside her luscious pussy.

Curtis stood above her pretty wife. He looked down at her with a big grin on his face while stroking his massive dick. “You want this?” Curtis asked Carla. She bit her lower lip and nodded eagerly.

“Yes, babe,” Carla answered with a pleading look on her pretty face. “I want your cock inside me. Please!”

Curtis slapped Carla’s cheeks several times more and squeezed her juicy tits before he got on top of her.

“Oh fuck,” Carla grunted and grabbed her naked husband’s massive shoulders when he impaled her with his thick dick. Carla’s pretty eyes rolled back and her tight pussy squirted sweet juices.

“Oh, yeah!” Curtis didn’t waste a single second. He started pounding his wife. He pounded Carla’s squirting pussy fast and hard. The small, gray couch swayed and groaned from Curtis’s massive weight.

“Babe! Ah! Uhhh! Fuckkk! Unngghh! Hnngghh!” Carla sobbed and moaned, her long legs wrapped around Curtis’s sweaty body. Carla’s eyes were half-closed. Curtis grabbed her hair and kissed her mouth torridly while continuously banging her.

“Hnngghh! Ahhh! Oh my god! Babe! You’re gonna make me come!” Carla cried out. Tears rolled down her cheeks while she clung to her husband for dear life.

“Fuck!” Curtis groaned and kept fucking Carla with all his might, his waist going up and down like a jackhammer. I stood from the couch where I was sitting, breathing heavily, my hand pumping around my cock, my heart filled with jealousy.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck me more, babe!” Carla pleaded. Her sexy body was damp with perspiration. Her perky tits swayed with every single deep thrust her husband gave her. “Unngghh! Nngghhh! I’m coming! God, I’m coming!” Carla came like an exploding rocket. Her vision turned orange. Fireworks exploded inside her brain. Her pussy clenched and squirted. Her eyes rolled back and her legs trembled, toes curled.

Curtis kept on pounding, grunting, teeth bared, face drenched with sweat. He was close. When he was about to come, he quickly pulled his cock out. He held his dick and aimed it at Carla’s naked body and then he ejaculated. He groaned and his body jolted as he showered his wife with ropes of his thick come. Curtis came a lot. Gobs of jizz covered Carla’s wonderful tits. Ropes of sperm landed on Carla’s neck and lips and face. Some went to her hair. Carla watched and moaned as she was being showered. She was panting and was still shaking from her orgasm.

I was panting, too. I was jealous. I was horny as fuck. Curtis invited me here so I could fuck Carla and I have not fucked her yet. I stroked my dick faster. Something caught my eye. It was Carla and Curtis’s wedding photo. It was in a picture frame on a display cabinet. Carla was stunning in her sexy wedding dress, smiling at the camera, with Curtis’s massive arms around her slim waist. Now she is on the couch, panting and covered in come.

“Your turn, buddy,” Curtis said to me. He patted my shoulder, his chest rising and falling, slightly out of breath. “Fuck her hard.” I nodded. Carla opened her eyes and gave me an inviting smile. She licked Curtis’s come that landed on her lips.

I held her knees and spread her legs open and then slid my cock inside her in a single, smooth motion. Carla’s tight pussy clenched around my throbbing cock. “Ohhh, uhhh, Ethan, yes,” she moaned. “Oh my god, I missed your dick!”

“I missed your tight pussy, too, Carla,” I said, my eyes focused on her come-covered face and tits.

“Fuck me now, please,” Carla begged. “Make me come again.”

“Fuck her like a whore, man!” Curtis said. He was sitting on the couch, stroking his dick which was still hard. Carla looked and smiled sweetly at him. The kind of smile a loving wife only gives to her husband.

I started pumping in and out. I started deep and slow, savoring the warm tightness of her sopping wet pussy. Carla watched my face and looked into my eyes. I began fucking her faster and harder, impaling her pussy with all the force I could give, deep and hard and relentless. Carla moaned and sobbed and the small couch swayed and creaked. Her luscious tits bounced. I couldn’t take my eyes off them. Her breasts are perfect. Round and soft and firm with pink nipples on top.

“Ah, god, Carla!” I grunted as I thrust in and out of her. Curtis stroked his cock faster, eyes focused on us.

“Yes, Ethan! Yes! Yes! Oh god! You’re so good! Unngghh! Ahhhhh!” Carla cooed, moaning hotly. “Come inside me, babe!”

“Goddamn, ahhh!” I growled. I blinked away the sweat from my eyes. This was too much. I was already close before I even slipped my hard cock into her. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I gritted my teeth.

“I’m close, Ethan! Ohhhhh! Unngghh! Nngghh! Ahhhhh! Ahhhhh! I’m coming, babe! I’m coming!”

“Fuck, Carla! You’re so hot!” I snarled. Carla and I came at the same time. I watched as Carla’s naked and sweaty body trembled, her hands gripping the armrest tightly, her eyes rolling back to the top of her head. I ejaculated hard. I came a lot, filling her pussy with my thick sperm, my cock pulsing and throbbing and pumping jizz from my balls, releasing inside her, spurt after spurt. My vision turned white for a few seconds. I closed my eyes and when I opened them, Curtis was standing near me, patting me on the shoulder.

“My turn again,”  Curtis said, mischief in his eyes. I nodded, catching my breath. I looked at Carla. She was still slightly trembling, her hair dishevelled, her face flushed. She brushed her damp hair back with her hands. She knew what her husband was thinking. She licked her lips and nodded at him.

I pulled my cock out of Carla’s dripping pussy. My knees were still trembling. I was drenched in sweat. My cock was still semi-hard. I stepped back and then sat back on the couch. “Good job, man,” Curtis said to me. “Ethan fucked you good, babe,” he said to his wife. Carla turned her head to me. I grinned at her. She smiled shyly at me.

“He did,” Carla answered her husband. “Ethan fucks me so good,” she purred. I was proud as hell. I stroked my hardening cock. Curtis wasn’t done with his wife yet.

Curtis slapped Carla’s butt. She moaned. He flipped her over. Carla was now on her elbows and knees. She really has the body of a supermodel. Curtis grinned and licked his lips. He placed his left knee on the couch, his right foot on the floor. “Lift your ass up, babe,” Curtis directed Carla. She bit her lip. She swept her damp hair back with her fingers. Her mouth was open. She was breathing fast with anticipation. She followed her husband’s instructions. She lifted her butt higher and lowered her face on the couch. “So damn hot,” Curtis said. He whistled while stroking his thick dick.

Curtis slapped Carla’s butt again. He ran his hand on her soaked pussy from behind. “Ummmmm,” Carla moaned. She licked her lips. My throat felt hot. My chest felt warm. Carla looked into my eyes as Curtis was lining the head of his cock in her other entrance.

“Ready, babe?” Curtis asked his wife. He squeezed her luscious butt again.

“Yes!” Carla said, looking back at her husband’s excited face. Curtis grinned broadly and then slid his thick cock inside Carla. Her eyes rolled back. Curtis’s pulsing dick impaled her until he was balls deep. Her pussy was gushing wet. Her legs shook and her pussy squirted sweet juices.

“Fuckkkk! Unngghhhhhh!” Carla moaned when Curtis began thrusting. He pounded her hard, furiously slamming into her again and again. He smacked her round ass countless times until they were pink. Curtis grabbed her hair and pulled it back without pausing. I stroked my dick faster. I was leaning forward on my couch, breathing fast, my heart wildly pumping.

“Fuck, my wife’s so tight, man,” Curtis grunted, teeth bared. Sweat was dripping from the sides of his face and neck and shoulders. He kept on pounding with wild abandon. The small couch was swaying hard and creaking and it looked like it would break any second now.

Carla kept on squirting and kept on coming. Her perfect tits were swaying. Her hair was messy. She was moaning and groaning. “Ahhhhh! Unngghhh! Nngghhh! Annngghhh! Ohhhhh! Fuck! Babe! Yes! Harder!” She begged, tears rolling down her cheeks. “Nngghhhh! More!”

Curtis’s huge dick plunged Carla over and over. I was turned on and jealous to the max. Carla turned her face to me. She was panting and moaning. “Ethan, come here, please,” she pleaded. “My god, uhhhhh, nnnnghhhh, please, please! Fuck me, too! I need your cock!”

I stood from the couch and I was there in front of her in a split second, my cock millimeters away from her face. Carla opened her mouth and engulfed my dick while her husband kept on furiously fucking her from behind, his big hands wrapped tightly around her slim waist.

So, that was what Curtis and I did to his gorgeous wife, for I didn’t know how long. We fucked her at the same time. I grabbed Carla’s head with both hands and fucked her mouth until her hot saliva was dripping from my dick and balls. I slapped her cheeks several times which only made her vacuum my cock harder. It was too much. I am going to come soon.

“Ah, god fucking damn! Uhhhhh!” Curtis howled. He tilted his head up, looking at the ceiling, his eyes rolling back. Like me, he was on the edge.

“Urrrkkkkl! Mmmmmm! Nnghhhh! Urkkkkk!” Carla moaned while my cock kept on hitting her throat. I looked at her. I could see from her teary eyes that she was so close to another deep and hard orgasm. I cursed. I didn’t know what I was saying. I was so close. The three of us were so close.

We all came at the same time. Carla’s body shuddered deliciously. Juices squirted non-stop from her trembling pussy. Curtis’s body jolted. He growled. He grabbed Carla’s long hair and pulled it hard as he spurted thick gobs of sperm inside her. My knees trembled. I looked down at Carla’s gorgeous face as I ejaculated inside her mouth. Her eyes smiled at me as she sucked me even harder, milking all the content of my balls. Her throat moved up and down greedily, swallowing all of my thick jizz.

“Ummmmm,” Carla purred with a dreamy look on her face. “That was unbelievable.” Her hair was messy, with some strands sticking to her cheeks and neck. Her body was covered in sticky sperm from the cumshower that Curtis had given her earlier. Curtis and I looked down at her while she was lying on her back on the sofa. One of the sofa’s legs gave up. All the hard swaying from the furious fucking seconds ago broke it. Carla was a mess. Her eyes fluttered seductively at us. She sighed contentedly. Curtis raised his arm and grinned at me and we fist-bumped. “Fuck me always?” Carla teased us.

Curtis carried his wife to the bathroom and they showered together. They closed the door. They didn’t invite me to join them. It was a husband and wife thing this time. Who am I to complain? I smiled to myself. I stood up from my chair and looked again at Curtis and Carla’s wedding photo. I picked up my clothes and went back to my apartment. I took a bath and then put on a fresh shirt and shorts. I checked my phone. Curtis told me that Carla would prepare something. He invited me back to their apartment to have lunch with them.

“Take care of her, huh?” Curtis told me. The two of us were on the balcony outside their apartment. We were sitting on plastic chairs. Curtis was topless and only wearing shorts. He was smoking a cigarette. There was an ashtray and an open can of pineapple juice on top of the table beside him.

Carla was in the kitchen and preparing lunch. I offered to help her earlier. I am a decent cook. Well, that is at least what I believe. Carla said it was fine. There was really no need. Carla was wearing a white apron. Underneath, she was wearing a pink tank top and white denim shorts. We kissed. She told me to wait outside with her husband. I squeezed her butt while we were kissing and then she playfully pushed me to go outside to hang out with Curtis.

“What do you mean, man?” I asked Curtis.

He looked back inside the apartment. The door was open. Carla was listening to music while tending the frying pan. Pork cuts sizzled with oil mixed with fragrant herbs. I also glanced inside. Carla was tilting the skillet. Her back was turned to us. I smiled while appreciating her long legs and perfect butt.

“I’ll be deployed again. Soon. South America, I think. Maybe for about seven months. Maybe eight. I have to leave Carla again. She would be alone here. She would miss me and she’d be lonely,” Curtis said. He took a long, thoughtful drag of his cigarette. He inhaled and then exhaled smoke from his mouth. He leaned forward. “So here’s what I’m asking. I want you to take care of her. I want you to give her what she needs. You would be her husband while I’m away.”

I looked at Curtis’s face to check if he was just playing with me. He had a tendency to do that. “You’re serious?” I asked. “Why me?”

“Well, it’s because my wife likes you. Also, you’re a good guy. You’re trustworthy. Dream come true for you, huh?”

It is. Yes. A dream come true. I have to admit. Damn. What did I do to get this lucky? I have been waiting for something like this to happen. I can spend more time with Carla and it would not be cheating. Not anymore. Because this time, Curtis knows. Of course, we still have to keep it a secret from Carla’s colleagues and friends. We still have to be careful. People know she is a married woman. We’ll also fuck everyday. Carla is insatiable. We will fuck as much as possible. I’m pretty sure of that.

“I can read your mind, buddy,” Curtis said, shaking his head, grinning. He stubbed out his cigarette on the ashtray. “So, is that a yes or a no?”

“Uh, have you talked to Carla about this?” I asked.

“Not yet,” Curtis said. “I’ll talk about it with her tonight. She will say yes, of course. I’m sure of that.”

“Food’s ready, guys,” Carla said in a sweet voice. She was standing in the doorway, still wearing her white apron. Her hair was tied up in a cute bun. “Are you guys hungry? Let’s eat?”

Curtis and I admired how gorgeous she looked. Our eyes bounced from her pretty face to her luscious tits and to her long legs. Carla brushed back a strand of hair behind her ear. “Um, what are you guys talking about? You both looked serious.”

Curtis raised his arm. He grabbed Carla’s hand and pulled her to him, making her sit down across his lap. Carla gasped at the sudden action, surprised. She looked at her husband’s face. She smiled sweetly at him and then they kissed torridly for a whole minute while I watched.

Curtis squeezed Carla’s luscious tits while they were kissing. “Ummmmm,” Carla moaned. They stopped before they ran out of air. Carla shyly looked at me, her cheeks red again. Curtis’s big hands continued fondling her yummy tits.

“I’m fucking starving, but how about we start with the dessert?” Curtis said. I smiled and nodded. Curtis whispered something to Carla. She smiled at her husband. She stood up. She looked at me teasingly.

“Um, Ethan, would you like to fuck me from behind while I’m wearing this apron?” Carla asked sweetly, smiling at me, and then sitting across my lap, her arms embracing my neck while looking into my eyes.
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