
        
            
                
            
        

    
A Bad Influence - Part 1


“Thank you, Carson,” Sophie said as he set her suitcases down and turned to head back to the driveway to empty the rest of her car. “I really appreciate you letting me stay here.”
Carson turned and offered a kind smile. “It’s not a problem. The guest house is yours for as long as you want it.”
Sophie laughed. “Be careful what you say. The weather in Florida is a hell of a lot nicer than in Vermont. I might never leave.”
“No kidding,” he said. “I wasn’t exactly sad when I got the offer to transfer down here. More money and better weather all year round? That’s all it took for me. Seriously, though, we’re happy to have you. You take all the time you need to get back on your feet.”
Sophie rushed over and gave him a hug. Carson put his arms around her and held her close without thinking. Her perfume filled his nose and he couldn’t help but notice how her breasts pushed into his chest. He pushed those thoughts out of his head and reminded himself that Sophie was his sister-in-law, she was fresh off a fairly messy divorce, and the least he could do was offer a hug without letting his mind wander towards the gutter.
“Thank you,” Sophie said as she stepped back and wiped away just a touch of moisture from the corner of her eye.
“It’s nothing,” Carson said. “The guest house just sits here empty most of the time anyway. It’s nice to finally have someone in it. I’ll go get the rest of your stuff. I think Lauren is making some cocktails to welcome you to Florida in style. She’s going to bring them out to the pool. If you really want to embrace being a Floridian you can put on a swimsuit, take a dip, and have a drink. Who cares if it’s a weekday?”
Sophie laughed and grabbed one of her suitcases. “I think I’ll do that,” she said.
Carson turned and headed back towards Sophie’s car to finish unloading. She’d packed it to the brim, which meant he’d be working for a while and building up a sweat, but that’s what the pool was for. He grabbed two more suitcases from the car and wheeled them towards the guest house. When he dropped them in the living room Sophie stepped out of the bedroom in a white bikini.
“What do you think?” she said before spinning around. “I did a little shopping on the way down here. I figured if I was going to be starting a new life I might as well do it with a killer bikini.”
Carson experienced the sort of desire he figured most men experienced when they looked at a tall, beautiful blonde woman in a white bikini. He thought Sophie looked astoundingly sexy, but he couldn’t say that to his wife’s sister.
“That is absolutely a killer bikini,” he said.
“I thank you for saying so,” Sophie said as she put on her sunglasses and walked past him and towards the pool.
Carson took a moment to watch her go – her ass looked breathtaking – and then told himself he wasn’t allowed to do that anymore. Sophie was going to be living in their guest house for however long she wanted and it wouldn’t be appropriate for him to be ogling her, no matter how beautiful she was.
“Who wants a drink?” Lauren asked as she stepped out of the house with a pitcher of margaritas and three salt-rimmed glasses.
Carson watched his wife and her sister hug and smiled at how joyful they both seemed to be. The considerable distance between Florida and Vermont meant they hadn’t seen each other often over the past five years.
“It’s so good to have you here,” Lauren said as Carson stepped out of the guest house and headed towards Sophie’s car for another trip.
“Yeah?” Sophie asked.
“Absolutely. You’re welcome to stay as long as you want. It’ll be nice to spend some time with my sister again,” Lauren said.
By the time Carson returned with another armful of Sophie’s luggage the girls were on lounge chairs with their drinks in hand. They gestured towards him – toasting to his willingness to do a little work in the hot sun – and sipped their drinks before laughing over a whispered joke.
It took five more trips and a fair amount of sweat, but eventually Carson unloaded everything into the guest house, changed into his swimsuit, and jumped into the pool. Sophie and Lauren soon joined him and they spent the rest of the afternoon swimming, drinking, and doing a whole lot of catching up before the sun made it descent towards the horizon.
“Carson, Sophie and I are going out to dinner and then I was going to take her for a little dancing,” Lauren said. “Would you like to join us?”
“Yeah, you should come,” Sophie said.
“Next time,” Carson replied. “Make this one a girl’s night. You two have a lot to catch up on.”
“We need to get ready to go, then,” Lauren said.
“I’ll clean up out here,” Carson said. “You go ahead and get ready. And make sure you have fun tonight.”
Lauren headed into the house and Sophie to the guest house as Carson remained on a lounge chair with a smile on his face and a very mild buzz going. He couldn’t remember the last time he and Lauren had made drinks and spent most of the day by the pool. Maybe having his sister-in-law around was going to make life a little more exciting.
It was Lauren’s joyous laughter outside the front door that announced their return. Carson listened from the couch as they seemingly struggled to unlock the door, eventually prompting him to get up and help them out.
They were still struggling with the keys by the time he reached the front door and opened it. “Hey there,” he said.
Lauren laughed again and from the way her arms were draped over Sophie’s body it was clear she’d thoroughly enjoyed dinner, drinks, dancing with her sister. It also seemed that catching up involved quite a bit of alcohol.
“I guess you took my recommendation seriously,” Carson said.
“We had fun!” Lauren cried out as she threw her arms in the air and promptly leaned away from Sophie. She nearly toppled over before Carson managed to wrap his arms around her.
“It’s probably best if we get her to bed,” Sophie said.
Carson chuckled. He couldn’t remember the last time his wife had cut loose to such an extent that she actually got drunk. She seemed genuinely happy, too, like she’d had a great time. “I agree,” he said.
They got Lauren down the hallway and into the bedroom, helped her out of her dress, and put her in bed. Carson filled a glass of water and placed it at her bedside and left the door open in case she woke up in need of something.
“How come she’s totally blitzed and you seem fine?” he asked.
Sophie smiled. “Your wife can’t hold her liquor,” she said. “We had the same number of drinks. I was riding a good buzz all night long and she was, well, a little more than buzzed, as you saw.”
“Can I get you a glass of water?” Carson asked. “Or another drink, I suppose.”
“A glass of water would be lovely,” Sophie said.
Carson stepped into the kitchen, grabbed a glass from the cabinet, and filled it with ice cold water from the dispenser on the fridge. He returned to the living room to find Sophie seated on the couch. She had her legs crossed and a whole lot of thigh was showing. Carson glanced at her smooth, pale skin – she’d be tan soon enough, he imagined – and passed her the glass.
“Here, sit,” Sophie said as she gently patted the couch cushion next to her. Carson sat and Sophie scooted a little closer. “My sister gets awfully chatty after she’s had a few drinks.”
“I know,” Carson said. “It’s one of the things I love about her.”
“She told me that your sex life has hit a rough patch,” Sophie confessed before taking a sip of her water.
Carson didn’t know Sophie well enough to be able to guess where she was going with this conversation and a dizzying array of possibilities popped into his head.
“She said it makes her feel unattractive, like she’s not beautiful or sexy enough to keep you interested. She said that sometimes she wonders if you’re cheating on her,” Sophie explained.
“I’m not,” Carson said. “And I never would. I love Lauren. I do. And she’s still as beautiful and sexy as she was when we met.”
“That doesn’t really matter,” Sophie said. “It’s how she feels that matters, and you don’t make her feel as sexy as she used to because you don’t fuck her like you used to. Why is that?”
“I don’t know,” Carson said. “I don’t…I mean, I don’t even know that we don’t have sex like we used to.”
“Is it an age thing? I know men sometimes have trouble getting hard as they get older. You’re not even 40 yet, though, so it shouldn’t be that. And you’re in pretty good shape, too, so I doubt it’s that you run out of steam. According to Lauren you just don’t fuck her as often and with the same vigor that you used to. She says the passion just isn’t there. She says she misses that desperately, that she wants to feel that passion again, that it makes her feel alive, and desirable, and sexy, and everything else that a woman wants to feel,” Sophie explained.
This was the last place Carson had expected the conversation to go. Sophie seemed downright confrontational and she clearly had no problem discussing anything and everything with him in a way that Carson wasn’t particularly comfortable with.
“You’re kind of making me feel like shit,” Carson said.
Sophie put her glass on the coffee table and grabbed Carson’s knee, though not in a sexy way. Her grip was firm and just a touch painful. “Carson, I like you. I’ve always liked you. You’re a nice guy and you’ve always been good to Lauren. But, she’s the one I really care about, and she’s clearly not as happy as she deserves to be and as far as I can tell, you’re the reason why. Lauren deserves to be happy.”
“I know,” Carson said. “I’m sorry. I really am. I work more hours now. I don’t get to the gym as often as I want. I’m not old, but I’m certainly older than I was when we got married. Sometimes I’m just not in the mood.”
“And I appreciate all of that,” Sophie replied. “I just don’t care. None of that seems like a reason for my sister to be unhappy. Don’t worry, though. I’m going to take care of it. In fact, I planted the first seeds tonight.”
“What does that mean?” Carson asked as he felt a sudden sense of paranoia.
Sophie smiled and leaned forward to pull her phone from her purse. She opened her photo app and tapped the screen before showing it to Carson. He was certain he was looking at a picture of his wife dancing with another man, but he had such difficulty imagining Lauren doing such a thing that the notion didn’t quite register for a few moments.
“She looks happy, doesn’t she?” Sophie said.
Carson nodded. She did look happy. Sophie swiped right and another picture appeared. The guy’s hands were on Lauren’s lower back and she was looking up at him with what Carson was certain was a sense of desire. “What did you do?” he asked.
Sophie swiped right and Carson stared at a picture of his wife kissing another man. It looked like Sophie had taken the photo mid kiss, too, because Lauren’s lips were clearly parted and Carson was quite certain his wife had another man’s tongue in her mouth.
“Lauren kissed someone?” Carson asked.
“It’s more accurate to say he kissed her,” Sophie explained. “Though Lauren certainly welcomed it. It was quite the passionate kiss, in fact. Did you notice his hands?”
Carson hadn’t and when he re-examined the picture he saw the other man’s hands on his wife’s ass. He had a good grip, too, and it seemed that he’d pulled Lauren’s body close to his. For some reason the first thing Carson wondered was whether the guy was hard and if Lauren had felt it.
“Did you do this?” Carson asked.
“He was eyeing her all night. He sent a round of drinks over and I told Lauren she should dance with him. She acted like I was crazy, but I could see that she wanted to. I could see it in her eyes and her body language. I could see that she wanted to feel just a little of that heat she used to feel. She wanted to feel just a little bit of desire, so I fanned the flame. I told her there was nothing wrong with dancing with someone. I told her to have a little fun, and she did,” Sophie explained.
“Are there more?” Carson asked.
“Pictures?” Sophie replied.
He nodded with his eyes on her phone and Sophie swiped right. Lauren was still kissing him in the next picture. He’d pulled up the bottom of her dress a little, seemingly in a quest to grasp her bare flesh. Their bodies seemed closer together and Lauren seemed as if she’d sunk even deeper into the kiss.
“Why aren’t you angry?” Sophie asked.
“I…I don’t know,” Carson said as he stared at her phone.
“Would you like to see a video?” Sophie asked.
Carson looked up from the phone and saw the smile on his sister-in-law’s face. “Of them dancing?”
“Not just dancing,” she said.
Carson noticed for the first time how hard his heart was beating. He felt considerably warmer than when he’d sat down and his senses felt more acute.
“Show me the video,” he said.
Sophie tapped her screen a few times and a video came up. Carson saw his wife and the other man on the dance floor in the still image. Sophie’s finger hovered over it for a few seconds before she tapped the screen.
Lauren and the other man moved slowly to a song he didn’t recognize. She smiled and he pulled her closer. She offered no resistance. He said something, but Sophie had been too far away to pick up the sound.
“He just told her how beautiful she is,” Sophie said.
Carson watched the other man reach up and caress Lauren’s face. He saw his wife close her eyes and smile at his touch. When she opened her eyes again he saw the desire. He saw why the other man had kissed her. He watched Lauren accept his kiss. He watched her mouth open. For a split second he saw her tongue dart into the other man’s mouth. He watched another man’s hands move to his wife’s ass and squeeze her flesh. He saw the kiss deepen. Then the video ended.
“Did she…did she do anything else with him?” Carson asked.
“They danced and they kissed. He tried to give her his number, but she turned him down. She felt a little guilty afterwards, but I told her she didn’t need to. I told her that if you weren’t going to give her what she needed then she didn’t need to feel guilty about having a little fun elsewhere,” Sophie explained.
“What did she say to that?” Carson asked.
“She’s on the fence,” Sophie said. “She said she needs some time to think about it. She doesn’t know I told you and I expect you to act like you know nothing about this.”
“Why would I do that?” he asked.
“Because if you don’t I’ll tell my sister you tried to take advantage of me,” Sophie said. “I’ll tell her that after we put her to bed you made a move on me. She’ll believe me, too. I can be very convincing.”
Carson recoiled from Sophie and she smiled like it thrilled her to instill fear in him.
“I will not allow my sister to trap herself in a marriage that leaves her unsatisfied, Carson,” Sophie said. “I will do whatever it takes to ensure that she’s happy and I will not let your inability to be the husband she needs get in the way of that. If you can’t get your shit together and make sure that my sister is sexually satisfied, I’m going to make sure that she gets what she needs from someone else. Do you understand?”
Carson nodded. Sophie was right. She could be very convincing.
“This doesn’t have to be bad for you,” she said. “There are so many ways it can be good. You just have to open your mind to them.”
Sophie stood, straightened her dress, and headed for the back door. “Goodnight, Carson. Sleep well. I’ll lock the door on my way out.”
“Goodnight,” he said.
Sophie walked through the kitchen and out the back door. She locked it like she said she would and no doubt headed across the lawn to the guest house.
Carson sat on the couch and tried to wrap his head around what had just happened. Lauren had kissed someone else. Sophie had engineered it, and she’d encouraged Lauren to cheat on him. On top of that, Lauren was apparently considering it.
The thing that Carson found most embarrassing was his inability to recognize his wife’s unhappiness. He knew that he no longer tended to her needs like he used to, but he had no concept of just how bad it had gotten for her.
Carson’s phone dinged and he pulled it from his pocket. Sophie had sent a text: “I thought you might want to look again.”
He opened her message to see that she’d attached a handful of pictures along with two videos. Carson felt an odd compulsion to watch. He tapped one of the videos. It was the same one Sophie had showed him. He watched it again and he did so intently. He watched Lauren’s face. He studied the kiss. The same unexpected, intense feelings returned.
Carson pulled up the second video. He tapped the screen. Lauren and the other man were no longer dancing. Instead, they were standing on the far side of the bar. It was a little darker, but it was clear they were kissing and that it was more of the same intense kind of kissing. His hand moved down her thigh and under the bottom of her dress. Carson pulled the phone closer to his face as he watched the other man’s hand travel up his wife’s leg. Lauren reached up and her fingers moved to the back of his neck. It was the sort of thing a woman does when she’s enjoying herself with a man.
The video ended suddenly. Carson tapped the screen and it played again. He watched Lauren kissing the other man. He watched the other man’s fingers move under her dress and up her thigh. The video ended before he saw where the fingers ended up.
Another text from Sophie arrived: “One more.”
Carson pulled it up. She’d sent another video. He tapped the screen. He saw Lauren and the other man seated in a booth. They were kissing vigorously. His hand was between her legs. Sophie was filming from a little too far away for it to be perfectly clear, but Carson was certain he was watching someone else finger his wife. His heart was pounding. There was sweat on his brow. His hands were shaking a little.
The video ended and he texted Sophie: “I thought you said they danced and kissed?”
“They did both of those things. I left out the part where he fingered her. She said it’s been a long time since someone fingered her. She said she loved it,” she texted back.
Carson stood and paced the living room with his phone in his hand. He felt an odd sense of wetness between his legs. He looked down to see a small wet spot in the front of his shorts. He slipped a hand into them and found the spot. It was slick and sticky. It was precum. He was leaking precum.
He gripped the phone in his hand. He wasn’t hard but he was definitely leaking precum. He was excited. His body was producing lubrication because of his excitement. Why was he excited after watching a video of someone fingering his wife?
Carson played the video again. He watched his wife kiss another man in a booth at the bar. He watched the other man finger her. Lauren had said she loved it. She loved having someone else finger her. Carson looked down. His cock was half hard. Why was his cock half hard?
He rushed towards the bathroom, shut and locked the door, and pulled down his shorts. He put the phone on the counter and played the first video again. He wrapped his fingers around his cock and stroked as he watched Lauren kissing another man.
He played the second video. He watched Lauren kissing him. He witnessed his wife’s desire and the sense of passion that she seemingly needed in her life. He watched the other man’s hand move up her leg and towards the destination it clearly reached.
Carson played the third video as he furiously stroked his now-erect cock. He watched the other man’s hand move under his wife’s dress. He imagined the fingers in her pussy. He imagined someone else inside her wetness, pleasuring her. He imagined her loving it and he spilled his cum into the sink. He held his mouth closed to prevent his groans of pleasure from filling the house and waking his wife and he gripped the edge of the sink to keep himself from falling over from the power of his climax.
“Fuck,” Carson whispered as he looked down and saw that some of his cum had missed the sink. He cleaned his hand and his cock, put himself back in his shorts, and grabbed a big wad of toilet paper to clean the mess he’d made.
Carson flushed the toilet paper and turned around to lean against the bathroom sink. He couldn’t quite wrap his head around what had unfolded over the past thirty minutes. He couldn’t begin to understand why watching his wife kiss someone else had ignited his desire in such an unexpected way. He didn’t want that. He didn’t crave that, and yet it had happened.
Carson grabbed his phone and headed back to the living room. He needed a little time to cool down before going to bed. He poured a drink, put his feet up on the coffee table, and surfed channels until he found something suitably mind numbing so he could delay thinking about what had happened until the morning.



A Bad Influence - Part 2


Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

Carson woke up an hour before his alarm. As much as he wanted to forget the events of the night before, they all came rushing back the moment he opened his eyes. The videos Sophie had sent played in his head. The sight of Lauren kissing someone else was the forefront of his mind, and just like the night before it brought with it a wealth of feelings, most of which Carson found confusing.
He felt a little bit of shame for having masturbated as he watched someone else finger his wife. It was so far from anything that had ever turned him on and he still couldn’t fathom why he’d experienced such an intense kind of desire, and why he was experiencing that desire once again.
Carson looked towards his phone and thought of the pictures and videos that waited in the text from Sophie. He considered grabbing it and heading for the bathroom. He told himself he shouldn’t, that doing so was unquestionably the wrong thing, and yet his body seemed to want it.
“Trouble sleeping?” Lauren asked.
Carson whipped his head around and saw Lauren smiling at him. “Yeah, I guess.”
Lauren moved closer and pressed her body against his. She was still in the bra and panties she’d worn the night before and Carson couldn’t help but think that someone else’s fingers had been inside those panties, that his wife had happily let another man play with her pussy and that she’d done it because Carson hadn’t tended to her sexual needs in recent months.
“Is there anything I can do?” Lauren asked in a voice filled with a kind of subtle naughtiness that suggested she was offering to fool around.
Carson wanted to say yes. He wanted to tend to the lust that had presented itself the moment he woke up. It felt strange to do so, though. He couldn’t very well fuck his wife while thinking about her being with another man, could he?
Before he could answer, Lauren reached between his legs and found his half-hard cock. She stroked him and unleashed a quiet, lusty moan. Carson pictured her getting fingered in the booth and his cock came alive.
“Mmmm, it looks like there is something I can do,” Lauren said. She pushed the covers back, pulled off his boxers, and straddled him before Carson could say anything.
Lauren unhooked her bra, freeing the breasts he’d spent so much of his life enjoying. Carson reached up to take them in his hands and his wife smiled as she moved her hips over his crotch. His cock pressed against her panties and every little movement produced shocks of pleasure that emanated from between his legs.
“Do you want me?” Lauren asked.
“Yes,” Carson said. He felt a certain amount of confusion about the events of the night before, but he wasn’t the slightest bit confused about his desire for his wife. His cock was hard as a rock, she looked beautiful, and he wanted to be inside her.
Lauren reached down, pulled her panties aside, and took him inside her. Carson’s hands remained on her breasts and he played with them as she moaned and began to rock back and forth on his cock.
“You’re so wet,” Carson said. Lauren moaned and he couldn’t help but wonder if she was thinking about the guy from the night before. Was she riding his cock and wishing she had someone else inside her? For some reason that thought turned Carson on. Some part of him wanted Lauren to be thinking about someone else. He knew it was insane, and yet he couldn’t stop the cascade of dirty thoughts that ran through his head as Lauren rode him.
Lauren lowered her body on top of his and they kissed as he grabbed her ass. He squeezed it like the man had done the night before. She moaned and Carson wondered if his wife was thinking about the guy at the bar. Was she wishing it was his hands on her ass? Was she dreaming of it being his cock inside her?
“You feel so good,” Carson said between kisses. “Your pussy feels so good.”
Lauren smiled and kissed his neck. She moaned in a way he was certain he hadn’t heard in a long time. It was a moan of wild abandon, of the kind of passion that they hadn’t experienced together in years. It was intoxicating and it brought Carson ever closer to his orgasm as visions of his wife kissing someone else continued to fill his head. The jealousy and anxiety of that mixed with the pleasure of having sex with her, creating a potent concoction that drove Carson to sexual heights he hadn’t reached in years.
“Lauren…I’m close,” he said.
She moaned and rode him faster. Carson closed his eyes and surrendered to his desire. He pictured the video of his wife getting fingered in the booth at the bar. He heard Sophie’s voice telling him that Lauren loved it. She loved getting fingered by another man. It all played out in his head as her soaking wet pussy milked his cock.
“Oh…fuck,” Carson said.
Lauren sat up, put her hands on his chest, and unleashed a loud, low moan. Her eyes were closed and she wore a look of pleasure on her face. Carson recognized that look. She was close to cumming.
He couldn’t hold out any longer, though. He came inside his wife. His body shook with pleasure. The orgasm was better than any he could remember in recent years. It was everything an orgasm was supposed to be.
Thankfully, Lauren came just a few moments later. She stopped riding him and threw her head back. Her screams were loud enough that Carson was thankful Sophie was in the guest house or she absolutely would have heard them.
“Wow,” Carson said when Lauren finally opened her eyes and laid on his chest.
“Yeah, I know,” she replied.
Again Carson felt a little of the shame from the night before. He’d just fucked his wife while thinking about her fooling around with someone else and he’d enjoyed it far more than expected. It didn’t seem like the sort of thing a man was supposed to enjoy, and yet he couldn’t help it. He tried not to think too hard about it. After all, he’d just had a great orgasm.
“It’s been a long time since we showered together,” Lauren said. “Usually you’re in a bit of a rush to get to work, but you got up early today, so how would you feel about a shower?”
“I’d love that,” Carson said.
Lauren kissed him and lifted her pussy from his cock. She climbed out of bed and headed towards the bathroom. He pushed away any thoughts of shame and followed her for the first post-coital shower they’d taken in years.
Carson was eating an impossibly bland salad at his desk when Sophie called. He put his AirPods in and said, “Hey Sophie. What’s up?”
Carson listened but Sophie offered no response. He heard what sounded like ice being dropped into a glass.
“Sophie? Hello?” he asked. Still there was no response.
“So, how are you feeling?” Sophie asked.
“Good, I guess,” Carson said.
“Good,” Lauren said. “And bad, I guess. I don’t know, it’s strange.”
It took Carson a few seconds to deduce that Sophie had called and muted him. She hadn’t asked him how he was feeling. She’d asked Lauren and he was listening in on their conversation. His first impulse was to hang up, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. He had to listen.
“Let’s start with the good,” Sophie said.
“Well, Carson and I had sex this morning,” Lauren said. He could hear the glee in her voice. It made him smile. He wasn’t the only one that had enjoyed the sex.
“Good sex?” Sophie asked.
“Great sex,” Lauren replied. “The best sex we’ve had in a long time.”
There was a brief pause before Sophie asked, “So, what’s the bad part?”
“The bad part? Sophie, I cheated on my husband last night. I know I didn’t actually have sex with someone, but I made out with someone and I had his fingers inside me. I mean, that’s not good,” Lauren explained.
Carson put his fork down as he felt those same sensations of desire stirring between his legs. Again he considered ending the call and again he failed to do so.
“Is it bad, though?” Sophie asked. “I know we haven’t seen each other much in the past five years, but I know you, Lauren, and I saw the unhappiness in your eyes last night. I saw how the slow death of your sex life was affecting you. I think we both know your marriage isn’t going to last long if you can’t find a way to fix it. I’m sorry if that’s harsh, but I’m pretty sure you know it’s true.”
“Okay, yes, sure, it’s true,” Lauren said.
Carson winced at her words as if they’d physically assaulted him. It wasn’t anger he felt, though. It was pain and a little bit of embarrassment. He’d let his wife down. He’d failed to meet her needs, which was really his only job as her husband.
“But cheating on Carson isn’t the answer,” Lauren said.
“Isn’t it, though?” Sophie replied. “What you did last night clearly fueled what happened this morning. You fooled around with someone and it unleashed the kind of passion that’s been lacking in your marriage. Carson responded to your desire and you two had great sex. All of that came from what you did last night.”
There was a pause before Lauren said, “Well, I can’t really argue with that, but it doesn’t seem like a long term solution. I feel really guilty about what I did last night and I don’t want to spend the rest of my life feeling that way. I really don’t, which means I can’t keep doing that. Eventually the guilt will kill me, or I’ll get caught and my marriage will blow up anyway, which I really don’t want.”
“I have a plan for that,” Sophie said.
“A plan?” Lauren asked. Carson was wondering the same thing. What sort of plan had his sister-in-law concocted?
“I think you’re underestimating your husband,” Sophie said.
“How so?” Lauren asked.
The call ended. Carson grabbed his phone and nearly dialed Sophie’s number. He couldn’t do that, though. Sophie had clearly ended the call. She’d cut him out of the loop right before sharing whatever plan she’d come up with.
Carson brought up his text with Sophie. He tapped the video of Lauren kissing in the booth. He watched another man finger her. He watched her kiss him. The arousal returned, and this time his cock grew stiff in his pants. He’d already experienced two orgasms using the video as fuel and his body was clearly ready for more. Carson put his phone down. As much as he wanted to masturbate, he wasn’t going to risk doing so at work. He resolved to finish his salad, clear his mind, and get through the rest of his day.
The smell of something delicious hit Carson’s nose as he stepped into the house. He dropped his bag and headed towards the kitchen.
“Hey honey,” Lauren said with a smile. “How was work?”
“It was good,” Carson replied. Apart from the distraction of listening to Sophie and Lauren talk, it had been a fairly standard day. “What smells so good?”
“I’m making fajitas,” she said. “Drinking those margaritas yesterday put me in the mood.”
“That sounds good,” Carson said.
“It will be. Sophie will be joining us for dinner, if that’s okay with you.”
“Of course,” Carson said.
Lauren smiled. “She’s out by the pool. I told her I’d bring her a Corona and totally forgot about it. Would you grab one from the fridge and bring it out to her?”
Carson opened the fridge, grabbed a bottle of Corona, and popped the top with a bottle opener. Lauren had a wedge of lime in her hand when he turned towards her and she gently placed it in the opening of the bottle and gave Carson a light smack on the ass as he headed out the back door.
“Your beer,” Carson said as he stepped outside, closed the door and approached Sophie, who looked relaxed and happy in a pair of shorts and a light sweater.
“Thanks,” she said. “Why don’t you sit with me for a moment?”
Carson sat, though he felt a little apprehensive given everything that had unfolded over the past two days.
“You watched the videos last night, didn’t you?” she asked.
Carson considered lying about it, but he couldn’t see the point in that, so he nodded.
Sophie pushed the lime into the beer and took a long sip. She smiled and asked, “You enjoyed yourself, didn’t you?”
“I don’t know,” Carson said. It felt like the honest answer. Watching the videos had turned him on, but he wasn’t sure if he actually enjoyed himself. The truth was, he’d run the emotional gamut while watching his wife kiss someone else.
Sophie rested the beer bottle between her legs and directed her steely gaze at Carson. “You understand that most men would have been angry or hurt or humiliated. Most men would have woken up their wives and gotten into a fight. Some men might have moved out on the spot and hired a divorce lawyer. Most men wouldn’t have fucked their wives the next morning. Most men wouldn’t have had a great orgasm fucking their wives the next morning.”
Carson looked away. He couldn’t hold Sophie’s gaze as he admitted, “Yes, I understand that.”
“Look at me,” she demanded.
Carson hesitated for a moment, but he looked back towards Sophie.
“You still have the videos on your phone, don’t you?” she asked.
He nodded.
“You get turned on when you watch them, don’t you?” she asked.
Carson didn’t answer.
“You don’t need to answer,” Sophie said. “I know the truth. I saw it in your eyes last night. I knew what kind of man you were the moment I showed you the first video. I know it wasn’t pure arousal. I know it was hard to watch, but I saw the desire in your eyes. I know some part of you liked seeing Lauren kiss someone else. I’ll bet you liked seeing him finger her even more. I’ll bet you would have watched him fuck her, too. That’s why you fucked her this morning. That’s why you made her feel good. That’s why you felt so good. It turns you on that she fooled around with someone else last night.”
“Sophie, please,” Carson said.
“You’re lucky I’m your sister-in-law,” she replied.
“Why?” Carson asked.
Sophie lifted the beer bottle to her lips, tilted it back, and took a long sip. “Because I’m going to make sure you both get what you want. I’m going to make sure your marriage is stronger than ever by the time I leave your guest house.”
She finished her beer and got up. Carson watched her walk away and step into the kitchen. He wondered if she was talking to Lauren about him. Were they discussing whatever they’d talked about after she’d hung up on Carson that afternoon? What did she mean by making sure that both Carson and Lauren got what they wanted?
Carson put his feet up and stared at the pool and the perfectly-manicured backyard Lauren had spent so much time crafting with the landscaper as all those questions rushed through his head. They were joined by one more: Why did he hope that Sophie’s plan involved Lauren fooling around with another man again?
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Carson was sitting poolside with a beer in his hand when his phone rang. It was a FaceTime call from Sophie. She and Lauren were at the beach. Sophie hadn’t mentioned that she’d be calling, but she’d also proven rather unpredictable since moving into their guest house.
“Hey,” Carson said as he answered and held up his phone. He was greeted with a view of Sophie in the same white bikini top she’d modeled that first day. Her skin glistened and he couldn’t help but glance at her spectacular breasts.
“How’s it going?” Sophie asked.
“Good,” Carson said as he tapped his phone and switched the camera to show Sophie that he was relaxing by the pool. “How’s the beach?”
Sophie smiled. “Very good,” she said.
The view switched and Carson brought the phone closer to his face. There was a woman in the distance that looked a lot like his wife and she was talking to a tall, muscular, good-looking man.
“Is that…is that Lauren?” Carson asked.
“It is,” Sophie said. “And that gorgeous hunk of man she’s talking to is Miguel. He’s a lifeguard, apparently, though he’s off duty today. He said he loves coming to the beach to meet beautiful ladies, and I guess he’s met one.”
Carson couldn’t be entirely sure, but it looked like Lauren was flirting with Miguel. She was laughing. Every once in a while she reached out to touch him. She brushed her hair back a few times. It was all the stuff a woman did when she was interested in a guy.
“Be honest,” Sophie said, “how does it make you feel to watch your wife flirt with a gorgeous man like Miguel?”
“I don’t know,” Carson said.
The view switched back to Sophie. She took her sunglasses off and said, “You’re a little bit excited right now, aren’t you?” she asked. “You’re a little bit excited and you want me to let you watch Lauren flirt again, don’t you? You want to see her with that gorgeous man. You want to see her touching him, and laughing for him, and acting like she wants him to take her into his arms for a long, deep kiss, don’t you?”
She was right. Of course she was right. Carson didn’t want to admit it, though. He didn’t want to tell his sister-in-law that she’d helped uncover some weird kink that he didn’t even know he had.
“Okay, well, I guess I’ll talk to you when we get home,” Sophie said.
“Wait, no, don’t hang up,” Carson replied. “Please, Sophie, don’t. You’re right, okay? You’re right.”
“I know I’m right,” Sophie said.
She tapped her screen and the view switched again. Lauren and Miguel were closer. His hand moved to her lower back and she leaned into him. For a moment Carson thought they were going to kiss. They didn’t, though. Carson felt a little disappointed.
“Why do I feel this way?” he asked.
“Why doesn’t matter,” Sophie said. “What matters is that you feeling this way means that you and Lauren can actually have a functional sex life. It means that my sister can be happy again, and that’s all I really care about.”
Miguel took Lauren’s hand in his and they walked towards the water.
“It looks like they’re going for a swim,” Sophie said. “Do you want me to get closer so you can watch?”
“Yes,” Carson said. It was painful to admit that he wanted to watch his wife with another man, but he couldn’t ignore the growing sense of desire between his legs.
“I think you should ask nicely,” Sophie said.
Carson swallowed the frustration he felt and said, “Sophie, would you please move closer to the water?”
“Why, Carson? Why do you want me to move closer?” she asked.
Carson wasn’t sure if Sophie was trying to embarrass him, but he felt it. To say it out loud, to verbally admit that he wanted to watch his wife play in the waves with another man, felt painful. He wanted it, though, and Sophie already knew that. It’s not like he’d be admitting to something he wasn’t aware of.
“Please, Sophie, move closer to the water so I can watch my wife with another man,” Carson said.
“Very good,” Sophie replied with an obvious sense of amusement in her voice.
She stood and walked towards the water. Carson saw Lauren and Miguel holding hands as they stepped into the waves. They leapt as a wall of water crashed into their bodies. They both laughed. Lauren let go of Miguel’s hand and dove into the next wave. She disappeared into the water for a moment. Her head popped up a little further out. She brushed her wet hair back and Miguel dove into the next wave. He popped up next to her. For a moment they stared at each other. Then Miguel moved closer and took Lauren into his arms.
“Can you see her desire?” Sophie asked.
“Yes,” Carson answered. She’d gotten close enough that Lauren’s desire was obvious. She wanted to be in Miguel’s arms.
They kissed as Carson watched on his phone. He glanced down at the bulge in his swimsuit. His cock was hard. It was embarrassing, but his arousal was undeniable.
“Look at her, Carson. Look at your wife. Look at the way she’s kissing this beautiful man she just met. Look at her desire. Soak it in. Study it. Appreciate it,” Sophie instructed.
Carson couldn’t help but do as she wanted. It had been a long time since Lauren had kissed him that way. It seemed that she wanted to meld with Miguel, that she desperately wanted her body to be part of his, that her desire was so deep and so overwhelming that she couldn’t control it.
“She feels that desire because you haven’t come close to meeting her needs, Carson,” Sophie continued. “You’ve completely failed to satisfy your wife since you moved to Florida. You made the mistake of assuming that she would be okay with a middling sex life. You were wrong. Lauren needs more. She deserves more. She deserves better than what you’ve given her.”
Carson reached down and untied his swimsuit. He pushed it down and grabbed his cock. He stroked as he watched Lauren kiss Miguel in the water.
“Are you jerking off, Carson?” Sophie asked.
“Yes,” he admitted.
“Stop it,” she demanded. “You will save your orgasms for Lauren. She deserves all of your passion. Your hand doesn’t deserve any of it. Do you understand?”
Carson released his cock and pulled his swimsuit up. “Yes. Sorry.”
“You should be,” Sophie said. “You take my sister for granted. You put too much effort into your job and not nearly enough effort into your marriage. Now I have to clean up the mess you made and make sure that Lauren gets what she wants, what she deserves.”
“I’m sorry,” Carson said.
“Do you think she deserves to fuck someone else, Carson?” Sophie asked.
Carson was certain that Miguel was playing with Lauren’s breasts under the water. It was impossible to tell for sure, but the alignment of his arm and the way it was moving made it seem obvious that Lauren had another man’s hands on her breasts.
“Do you think Lauren deserves to fuck Miguel?” Sophie asked. “Does she deserve to go back to his apartment to spend the rest of the afternoon with his cock inside her? Does she deserve to have the kind of sex that her husband clearly can’t be bothered to give her anymore?”
“I don’t know,” Carson answered. It was an impossible question. Sophie wasn’t asking if Lauren should be allowed to cheat, after all. She was asking if Lauren deserved to be with someone that was better than Carson and he had no idea how to provide that answer. He wanted the best for his wife and he was clearly turned on by watching her kiss Miguel, but her having sex with him was something else entirely.
“Do you want Lauren to fuck Miguel?” Sophie asked.
Carson’s heart pounded as he watched his wife kiss another man. He considered Sophie’s question but an answer refused to present itself. “I don’t know,” he said.
“I guess I’ll have to decide for you,” Sophie said. “Goodbye, Carson. And remember, no jerking off. Your orgasms are Lauren’s now.”
The call ended. The video disappeared. Carson put his phone down, finished the rest of his beer, and laid back. His closed his eyes and worked not to reach down and stroke his cock as he considered Sophie’s questions over and over. Did Lauren deserve to fuck someone else, someone better? Did he want her to fuck someone else? Carson still didn’t know.
Soon after his call with Sophie ended Carson had jumped in the pool for a swim. He did laps for half an hour before getting out. He transitioned to push-ups and was disappointed to discover he couldn’t do more than ten without his muscles giving out on him. He kept seeing Miguel in his mind. He saw Lauren’s obvious desire for him.
Frustrated by his inability to do more than ten push-ups, Carson dug into his closet for the set of resistance bands he’d purchased years ago. He brought them to the living room, popped in a workout DVD, and spent 45 minutes exhausting himself. It was agonizing, but he felt a drive to look good that hadn’t been present in years. He was, in a way, competing with the man Lauren had clearly spent her afternoon lusting after.
After thoroughly exhausting himself, Carson collapsed onto the couch and grabbed his phone. He brought up the videos Sophie had sent him. He watched Lauren kissing the man in the bar. She’d now fooled around with two different guys since Sophie had come to town. Carson considered just how different his response was from what he imagined most men would have done. Instead of getting mad he’d gotten turned on. Instead of going to the beach to pull his wife from Miguel’s arms, he’d gotten hugely aroused and worked out to try and jumpstart the process of getting his body back into the kind of shape that Lauren would find arousing.
Three hours after Sophie ended the phone call, she and Lauren pulled into the driveway. Carson was freshly-showered and recovered from his workout at that point and he tried his best not to look too eager for their arrival.
Lauren entered the house alone as her sister went around back to the guest house. Three hours was more than enough time for Lauren to have gone back to Miguel’s apartment, but there was nothing about her appearance that indicated she’d done anything more than kiss another man in the ocean.
“How was the beach?” Carson asked.
“It was great,” Lauren said with a smile. “It looks like you’ve showered.”
“Uh, yeah, I did. A few hours ago,” he replied. Lauren looked a little disappointed. “Why?”
“Well, I was kind of hoping we could shower together,” she said.
Carson smiled as he felt a gentle stirring of desire between his legs. If Lauren wanted to shower together there was a good chance she hadn’t fucked Miguel, and a good chance she wanted to have a little fun in the shower.
“Well, you can never take too many showers, right?” Carson said as he stood and approached his wife.
Lauren untied her bikini top and tossed it aside. She pulled her bottoms down and Carson eyed her beautiful body as he wondered which parts of her Miguel’s hands had explored.
They kissed as Carson’s hands moved down her back and grabbed her ass. He thought of Miguel doing the same thing in the water. Lauren’s mouth opened and their tongues moved with the same sort of passion Carson had witnessed on the phone call. He moaned into his wife’s mouth and his cock ached with desire.
“Is that for me?” Lauren asked as she glanced down.
Carson nodded. “It is.”
She smiled and took his hand. They walked towards the bathroom and Lauren turned on the shower. The sound of water beating against the tile filled the bathroom as she took off his shorts and underwear. His shirt came next and Lauren pressed her naked body against his. They kissed again. Carson’s hands moved over her body. He massaged her ass. He played with her breasts like Miguel had done.
Lauren stepped back and turned towards the shower. She opened the glass door and stepped inside. She beckoned Carson to follow her. He stepped into the water, closed the door, and they kissed again. Lauren stroked his cock as their tongues danced. Carson moved his fingers between their legs. He worked them into her pussy. Lauren moaned as he explored the warm, wet folds of her flesh. She was soaked with desire. Desire for Miguel. Desire that she seemed more than happy to let Carson satiate.
“You’re so wet,” Carson said.
“I’m turned on,” Lauren replied.
Carson almost asked her about Miguel. He almost spilled Sophie’s secret. He wanted it out in the open. He wanted Lauren to know that he was turned on, that he’d enjoyed watching her kiss Miguel. It was too risky, though. He didn’t want to blow things up just as they were getting hot.
“I need you to fuck me,” Lauren said.
She turned around and pressed her hands against the glass. Carson moved behind his wife and she reached back, grabbed his cock, and guided the head into her pussy. Carson’s fingers found her hips and he pressed his body against hers. Lauren moved forward. Her breasts pressed into the glass.
“Fuck me, Carson,” she said. “Fuck me.”
Carson fucked his wife as he wondered if she’d fucked Miguel. Maybe she had. Maybe she was letting him fuck her because she felt guilty about cheating on him. Maybe Sophie had convinced her to go home with the muscular man from the beach. Maybe she’d convinced Lauren to claim what she deserved, to fuck someone that was better than her husband.
Maybe not, though. Maybe Lauren had spent part of her day fooling around with Miguel and gotten so hot and bothered that she had to fuck Carson immediately. They hadn’t fucked in the shower in years and they hadn’t fucked in standing doggystyle in many, many years.
“Harder,” Lauren said. “Fuck, Carson, fuck me harder.”
Carson did his best to give his wife what she craved. He felt his energy waning quickly, though. He simply wasn’t in good enough shape to last all that long, especially in a position that strained his abs.
Lauren looked back at him. They kissed as she reached between her legs to play with her pussy. He fucked her as hard as he could. The sounds of their wet bodies meeting filled the bathroom, joining her moans and the water splashing against the tile.
“Harder, Carson,” Lauren said. “Please, fuck me harder.”
Carson tried. He tried to give his wife what she clearly needed. He couldn’t, though. He didn’t have any strength left. He couldn’t fuck her harder.
Thankfully, it didn’t seem to ruin the experience. Lauren still moaned. She still played with her pussy. She still kissed him. She still sucked on his tongue when he offered it. She still pushed her ass back against his thrusts.
“Lauren…I’m close,” Carson said as his orgasm neared.
“Cum for me,” she said. “Cum in my pussy.”
Carson thought about her orgasm. He wasn’t sure if she was close. He couldn’t tell, but he needed Lauren to cum. He needed her to climax.
He fucked her as hard as he could. He found a little extra energy and strength and fucked his wife vigorously as his orgasm approached.
“Yes, yes, yes!” Lauren cried out. Her body shook. She was cumming. She was cumming with his cock inside.
“Fuck!” Carson screamed as he unleashed in his wife’s pussy. He held her close. His knees nearly buckled as pleasure ripped through him.
Cum poured from her pussy and down the drain when Carson pulled out. Lauren spun around and kissed him.
“You’re unbelievable,” Carson said. “What’s gotten into you lately?” He couldn’t help but probe just a little. He knew what had gotten into Lauren. He knew Sophie had prodded her to expand the bounds of her marriage and pursue her pleasure.
Lauren displayed no sign of guilt. Instead, she smiled and said, “I’m not sure. It feels good though, doesn’t it?”
“It does,” Carson said. It seemed that Sophie had done a good job of convincing her sister that there was nothing wrong with pursuing her pleasure. She wasn’t wrong to do so, either, since Carson was effectively in on it and he hadn’t put up a fight. It did make him wonder if Lauren would eventually fuck someone else, though. It was entirely possible she’d already done it, in fact. He still couldn’t decide how he felt about that.
Lauren grabbed the bar of soap and handed it to Carson. “I would love it if you’d wash my body. What do you think?”
“Nothing would make me happier,” Carson said.
“I’ll do you when you’re done,” she added. “Who knows, maybe you’ll come alive again and we can try for another round.”
Carson smiled and turned Lauren around. He soaped up his hands and washed her back, making sure to take his time and add a little eroticism to it. He wasn’t going to turn down the chance to fuck her again if she was in the mood, even if her desire was inspired by Miguel.
As odd as it was, Carson made a note to thank Sophie when he got a chance. She was on a mission to reinvigorate Lauren’s sex life and so far that meant very good things for Carson. He wasn’t sure where they would end up, but he was enjoying the journey.



A Bad Influence - Part 4


Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

Sophie was standing at the end of the pool as Carson finished a lap. He brushed his wet hair back and looked up at her. “Hey, what’s up?”
“Am I crazy, or are you suddenly working out a lot more often?” she asked.
Carson smiled. “You’re not crazy.”
Sophie stepped back and sat on a lounge chair. She crossed her legs and her skirt rode up a little. Her freshly-painted toenails looked rather lovely as her foot dangled just a few feet from where Carson floated in the pool. She glanced into the house and Carson’s gaze followed hers. Lauren was busy preparing the chicken that she was about to put on the grill. She was dancing to music Carson couldn’t hear and she looked irresistible.
“Are you working out because you’re feeling a little jealous?” Sophie asked.
She was right, but Carson didn’t want to come right out and admit it. “Jealous?”
Sophie flashed a knowing smile. “Yes, Carson. Are you feeling jealous of the men your wife has been fooling around with? Is that why you’re working out almost every day?”
“That might have something to do with it,” Carson replied.
“It’s been a week since her flirtation with Miguel,” Sophie said. “She thinks about him every day, you know.”
Carson looked through the sliding glass door into their kitchen. He saw his wife shaking her ass as she seasoned the chicken. She’d been in a particularly good mood all week and he couldn’t help but wonder if she really was thinking about Miguel. “How do you know?” he asked.
His sister-in-law smiled and leaned forward. “Lauren tells me everything. She told me that your sex life has improved significantly since she kissed that guy in the bar. She said the past week has been especially good, that you’ve been more affectionate and amorous and that you seem to be trying harder to see to her needs.”
Carson liked that Lauren had noticed, though he was a little less thrilled that she was apparently still thinking about Miguel. “She told you she’s been thinking about Miguel?”
“She did,” Sophie said. “She told me she thinks about him every day. She also told me she feels bad about it. She said it’s obvious that you’re trying hard to see to her needs and that she doesn’t like that she can’t keep Miguel out of her head. She just can’t help it. Does that make you jealous, Carson? You’re trying so hard to make Lauren happy, to satisfy her needs, and yet she can’t help but think about a man she’s met just once.”
Carson felt the jealousy, but there was also an unavoidable sense of desire. The erection that had sprouted between his legs was proof of that.
“Are you turned on, Carson?” Sophie asked.
He looked at his sister-in-law and nodded. Sophie already knew. There was no point in denying it.
“It makes you want to fuck her, doesn’t it?” Sophie asked.
Carson nodded again.
“That’s good,” Sophie said. “Some men would be defeated by their wife’s desire for someone else. They’d feel betrayed and humiliated and they might have trouble getting it up. You’re not like most men, though, are you?”
“I guess not,” Carson said as he looked through sliding glass door once again. Sophie was right. He wanted to fuck his wife. He wanted to go inside and drag her to the bedroom. He wanted to yank her shorts off and plunge his cock inside her.
“She’s been texting with Miguel,” Sophie said.
Carson’s head whipped towards Sophie and he saw the smile on her face. There was no reason to believe she was lying. Instead, it seemed likely that she was revealing a truth about his marriage. He’d worked hard to satisfy Lauren all week and she was still preoccupied with someone else. She was texting Miguel, the man she’d kissed on the beach, the man whose hands had been on her breasts as they played together in the ocean.
“What…what are they texting about?” Carson asked as his erection raged.
“Desire,” Sophie answered.
The devilish smile on her face said so much more than her one word answer. Carson needed to hear more, though. He couldn’t help but press for a deeper answer. “Desire? What kind of desire?”
“The kind of desire that can’t be denied,” Sophie said. “The kind of desire that you feel in your bones. The kind of desire that has you thinking about someone every day. The kind of desire that has you thinking about someone while your husband is fucking you.”
Carson gripped the edge of the pool as he felt his own desire build until it was just short of overwhelming.
“Miguel wants to see her again, Carson,” Sophie continued. “He wants to touch her, to kiss her, to seduce her.”
Carson closed his eyes for a moment and saw Lauren kissing Miguel at the beach. He saw the other man’s hands on her. He saw the way his wife’s body had responded to his touch. He saw how eager she’d been to jump into the ocean with him and how they’d fooled around in the water.
“What does Lauren want?” Carson asked.
“She’s conflicted,” Sophie answered. “She wants to see him, but she knows she won’t be able to resist him if she does. She knows it will go further than a little kissing and touching. She knows her desire will overwhelm her and she’s worried she might do something she can’t take back.”
Lauren opened the sliding glass door and popped her head out. “Honey, can you light the grill for me?”
“Of course,” Carson replied.
Lauren closed the door and Carson remained in the pool. He couldn’t very well expose his erection to his sister-in-law or risk Lauren looking out and see him walking around with a boner.
“I’ll take care of it,” Sophie said with a smile. She made her way to the grill, lifted the lid, and fired up the burners as Carson watched from the pool. “Tell me, Carson, what do you think Lauren should do? Should she see Miguel again? Should she give in to her desire?”
Sophie closed the grill lid and made her way back to the lounge chair. She sat and leaned forward. She smiled like she was thoroughly enjoying his discomfort at having to consider such a question.
“What…what do you think she’ll do if she sees him again?” he asked.
Sophie leaned back and smiled. “I think he’ll make her cum. I can’t say how that will happen, but Miguel is the sort of man that understands that Lauren will come back to him over and over if he gives her an orgasm she’ll never forget. If I had to guess, I’d say he’ll go down on her. He’ll seduce her first, of course, but he’ll end up between her legs and he’ll use what I’m certain is a gifted tongue to give her the sort of pleasure every woman dreams about. He’ll draw it out. He’ll make love to her pussy with his tongue. He’ll use his fingers, too. Eventually, he’ll give her an orgasm so powerful she can’t see straight for a few moments.”
Carson imagined it all playing out. He saw Lauren on her back in another man’s bed. He saw Miguel between her legs. He saw the other man’s tongue and fingers working Lauren’s pussy until she was quivering with an overwhelming desire to cum.
“Doesn’t she deserve that, Carson? Doesn’t your wife deserve the kind of orgasm that will have her seeing stars? Doesn’t she deserve something better than what you’re capable of giving her? Doesn’t she deserve to be with a gorgeous man that will make her pussy sing with pleasure?” Sophie asked.
“Yes,” Carson said. He wasn’t sure he wanted Lauren to see Miguel again, but he couldn’t argue with the notion that she deserved that sort of pleasure.
Sophie stood and walked towards the edge of the pool. She looked down at Carson and said, “Tell me you want her to see him again and I’ll make it happen. I’ll convince Lauren that she deserves to indulge in her desires. I’ll convince her that seeing Miguel is the best thing for her and for your marriage. I’ll convince her to be a little selfish in the name of the long term health of your relationship.”
Carson’s heart pounded as he looked up at his sister-in-law. He knew she’d be able to convince Lauren. It probably wouldn’t take much effort. That meant he was effectively deciding whether he wanted another man to make his wife cum. The more he thought about it, the more it turned him on. Sophie was right. Lauren deserved a great orgasm. She deserved what he couldn’t give her. She deserved what Miguel could give her.
“I want her to see him again,” Carson said.
Sophie smiled. “I knew you’d make the right decision. Finish your workout while I go inside and convince your wife to make a date with Miguel.”
Carson watched Sophie step into the house. There was no turning back now. It was possible he’d just made a colossal mistake, but the excitement coursing through his body told him otherwise. He pushed away from the wall and started in on another round of laps in the pool. He was still determined to become the man his wife deserved, even if she spent a little time with someone else before he got to that point.
“What did she tell you she was doing?” Sophie asked.
Carson looked at his sister-in-law and said, “Dinner with a friend she hasn’t seen in a decade.”
Sophie laughed. “That’s pretty smart. I assume she didn’t tell you where they were eating.”
“Nope. She said they hadn’t figured it out yet,” Carson replied.
Carson flipped channels, though he barely noticed what was on screen. He was just trying to keep his mind occupied and he was largely failing.
“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” Sophie asked. “About what she’s doing with him?”
There was something in her voice that made Carson a little wary. It was a fairly simple question, but there was a seductive quality to the way she’d asked it that left him feeling just a little uncomfortable.
“Yes,” he answered. He could have asked Sophie to go back to the guest house. He hadn’t invited her into the house, after all. She’d let herself in and sat on the other end of the couch with a smile on her face.
“What’s she doing? In your mind, I mean?” Sophie asked.
Carson glanced over and she uncrossed her legs. Her skirt had ridden up a little and he could see more of the smooth, soft skin of her thighs. “What are you doing?” he asked.
Sophie offered a look like she’d been accused of something untoward. “I just want to understand how your mind works, Carson. Remember, this isn’t just about improving Lauren’s sex life. It’s about improving your marriage. I wouldn’t have pushed her to meet up with Miguel again if I didn’t think it was the best thing for both of you. I know you’re thinking about it. I know it turns you on, Carson. There’s no point in hiding it. We both know it’s true. We both know your dick was hard as a rock in the pool the other day. I’m sure you feel all sorts of things, but we both know that you’re turned on by the idea of Lauren being out with Miguel tonight, and I want to know more about that. So, what are you thinking about? What’s she doing with him?”
Carson took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “It changes,” he said. “What she’s doing, I mean. It changes. Sometimes she’s kissing him like she did on the beach. Sometimes it’s the same as it was in the first videos you sent me. She’s in a booth with him. They’re kissing. He’s touching her. He’s making her feel good.”
“He’s fingering her?” Sophie asked.
Carson nodded. She flashed a seductive smile and he looked away. There was no reason to believe Sophie was actually trying to seduce him, and yet Carson couldn’t help but feel a little uncomfortable about the way she was acting.
“What else does it change to?” Sophie asked. “What else is Lauren doing with him?”
“They…they go back to his place,” Carson answered as he pictured his wife and Miguel in bed. He’d pictured it countless times since that afternoon in the pool. Sophie had filled his head with vivid imagery and he’d failed to banish it. “They…well, they fool around.”
“How?” Sophie asked. Her voice was laced with what sounded an awful lot like lust. Carson shifted on the couch as arousal mixed with a sense of discomfort. He couldn’t quite decipher what had him turned on, though. Was it the idea of Lauren being out with Miguel, or was it Sophie?
“I…Sophie, this feels inappropriate,” Carson said.
“Does he go down on her?” Sophie asked, ignoring Carson’s reticence. “Does he use his tongue and fingers to make your wife cum? Does she go down on him? Does Lauren pleasure him with her mouth?”
Carson crossed his legs to try and hide his erection. It seemed clear that his sister-in-law was trying to arouse him, but he wasn’t sure why and it made him more than a little uncomfortable. He didn’t leave, though. He could have. He could have gotten up and walked away, but something kept him glued to the couch.
“Yes, she does,” Carson said. He’d fantasized about it constantly. He’d masturbated to it a handful of times since that day in the pool.
Sophie scooted a little closer, leaving just a few feet of distance between them. “Does she make him cum? Does your wife make him cum in her mouth?” she asked.
“Yes,” Carson said. He couldn’t help but get caught up in whatever game Sophie was playing. The lust in her voice – whether real or fake – wormed its way into his brain and made it impossible to resist going along for the ride.
“Close your eyes,” Sophie said.
Carson hesitated for a moment, but he was too far gone to resist. He closed his eyes as his sister-in-law desired.
“Think of Miguel between your wife’s legs. Think of his tongue moving over her clit. Think of his fingers inside her, rubbing her g-spot in the way you know she likes,” Sophie said.
Lauren had always enjoyed having her g-spot rubbed, a fact that she’d clearly shared with Sophie.
“Think of her moaning for him. Think of her body writhing in his bed as he drives her right to the edge of her orgasm,” Sophie continued.
Carson did as she instructed. He pictured it all. It seemed insane to let his sister-in-law lead him down a path of such intense desire, but he wasn’t thinking straight.
“Think of him standing up,” Sophie said. “Think of your wife looking up at him. Think of her eyes moving down his body and staring at his cock. Think of it being hard for her. Think of her lust, Carson. Think of her desire for him. Think of your wife in his bed with her legs spread and her soaking wet pussy in desperate need of his cock.”
Carson groaned. He felt Sophie movie closer.
“Don’t open your eyes,” she said. She was close enough that he could feel her breath on his neck as she spoke. “Tell me, Carson, what do you think your wife would do in that situation? What would she do if Miguel crawled on top of her? Would she tell him to stop, or would she reach down and guide his cock into her pussy? Would she turn down the chance to have the sex she desperately desires – the sex that you can’t give her – or would she let go and fuck him?”
“I…I don’t know,” Carson said. “I don’t know.”
He felt Sophie’s hand on his knee. Her fingers moved a few inches up his thigh. “I don’t believe you,” she whispered. “I think you know what she’d do. I think you knew it was possible when you agreed to let me convince her to see Miguel again.”
Sophie’s fingers slowly moved up his thigh. Carson’s heart beat harder as his sister-in-law inched towards his crotch.
“I think it’s what you want, Carson,” she whispered. It felt like her lips were inches from his neck. He could smell her perfume and feel her soft hair against his arm. “I think it turns you on to think about Miguel fucking your wife. I think you want her to fuck him. I think you want his cock to be buried inside her right now.”
Carson shook his head. Sophie’s fingers had reached the middle of his thigh. It felt wrong. It felt like cheating, like he’d let it go too far.
Carson stood up and walked away from the couch. “I’m sorry. I can’t. We can’t. This isn’t right,” he said.
Sophie smiled and looked at the bulge in his shorts. “Your cock says otherwise, Carson. It says you’re turned on. It says you like this. It says that I’m right, too. It says that you want your wife to fuck another man.”
“No,” Carson said. “Stop it. This isn’t right. None of this is right.”
Sophie’s phone buzzed and she picked it up. A smile crossed her face. She stood and walked towards Carson with the phone in her hand. He stepped back until he was standing against the wall with nowhere to go.
Sophie showed him her phone. She’d received a text from Lauren: “He just gave me the best orgasm I’ve had in years. He did things with his tongue and fingers I’ve never experienced before. I feel a little guilty, though. What should I do?”
“Should your wife feel guilty for having the kind of orgasm you can’t give her?” Sophie asked. “Should she feel guilty for finding her sexual satisfaction outside your marriage?”
Carson shook his head and Sophie stepped closer. She tapped out a message on her phone and showed it to Carson before hitting send: “Don’t feel guilty. Remember that you’re doing this because you still want to be with Carson. It’s not your fault that he can’t give you what you need and you don’t have to feel bad about getting it from someone else. As for what you should do, I recommend that you make sure Miguel has an orgasm just as good as yours. When was the last time you gave a great blowjob?”
“Should I send it?” Sophie asked. “Should your wife return the favor? Should she make Miguel feel as good as he made her feel? Is that what you want, Carson? Do you want your wife to give Miguel a blowjob? Do you want her to make him cum in her mouth?”
She stepped closer. Her breasts were very nearly pressing into his chest and his still-stiff cock was impossibly close to her crotch. Sophie stared into his eyes as Carson considered her questions. He knew what would happen if Sophie sent the text. He knew Lauren would do as her sister suggested. That much was clear.
“Yes, you should send the text,” he said.
Sophie smiled and tapped her phone’s screen. The message was sent. A reply came in soon after. Sophie showed Carson the phone: “Is it terrible that I was hoping you’d say that?”
“Your wife wants to give Miguel a blowjob,” Sophie said. “She wants to feel his beautiful cock in her mouth. She wants to make him moan. She wants to make him cum. Tonight, when she gets home, she’ll have had another man’s cock in her mouth. She’ll have his cum in her stomach. She’ll have made him feel good. How does that make you feel?”
“It turns me on,” Carson answered. He was way past the point of lying to Sophie.
She stepped back and glanced at the tent in his shorts. “I know it does. And Lauren is almost certainly going to fuck you when she gets home. She’ll feel guilty enough that she’ll want to make you cum. That’s why you’re going to refrain from masturbating. I know you want to, but you’re going to keep your hands off your cock and let your wife get you off. Do you understand?”
“Yes,” Carson said.
“Enjoy the rest of your night, Carson,” Sophie replied before turning and heading towards the kitchen. She stepped out into the backyard and towards the guest house, leaving Carson alone with his thoughts.
He sank to the floor and an intense array of emotions washed over him. Lauren was probably giving head to another man. She’d probably have that man’s cum in her mouth before long. Sophie had come awfully close to touching Carson’s cock, and even though she hadn’t provided direct sexual stimulation, Lauren almost certainly would have been furious at the interaction between Carson and his sister-in-law. The whole situation was fucked up, and yet Carson couldn’t help but feel desperate for Lauren to return. Sophie was right. She would absolutely want to make him cum and after a night of such intense arousal, the one thing he wanted more than any other was to cum. He only hoped he wouldn’t have to wait all that long.
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“Carson, honey, Sophie just texted to ask if you’d be willing to help her install her new TV,” Lauren said as she looked up from her phone. “I guess she wants to mount it on the wall. Is that something you can do?”
“She bought a new TV?” Carson asked. “What for?”
“Well, the one in the guest house wasn’t very big,” Lauren said. “We didn’t really decorate that space thinking we’d have a long term guest.”
“Yeah, I guess that’s true,” Carson replied. “Does she need me now?”
Lauren nodded.
“Okay. Let her know I’m grabbing my tools and I’ll be right there,” Carson said.
Lauren popped out of her chair and surprised Carson with a tight hug and a kiss. “You’re a wonderful husband,” she said. “Thank you for letting my sister stay with us, and thank you for helping her through a tough time.” She kissed him again, this time with an extra touch of passion that brought Carson’s loins to life. “And thank you for last night. You were incredible.”
“It was my pleasure, believe me,” he replied.
Lauren grabbed his ass, smiled, and said, “I’d say all that working out you’ve been doing has really paid off. Maybe we can find the time to have a little more fun tonight.” They kissed again before Lauren let him go and gave him a swift smack on the ass as Carson turned and headed towards garage.
He grabbed his tool box and headed towards the guest house. Sophie greeted him at the door in a cropped t-shirt that showed off her taut stomach and belly button and a pair of exceptionally short shorts. She looked really good and the fact that her nipples were hard – she had the air conditioning cranked up – made it difficult not to stare for just a moment, an act that filled Carson with a sense of guilt.
“So, you bought a new TV?” Carson asked as he stepped inside.
Sophie closed and locked the door before spinning around with a smile on her face. “I did. I know there was already a TV here, but I got used to having a big screen back in New York and I figured I’d treat myself. Plus, TVs are really cheap these days. I promise, I’ll leave it when I move out. So, really, I bought you and Lauren a TV,” she explained.
Carson put his tool box down, did his very best not to stare at his sister-in-law’s nipples, and said, “Alright, let’s get this thing mounted.”
“The TV’s still in the box,” Sophie said. “Sorry about that, but it’s really big. I need your help getting it out.”
Carson smiled. “No problem.” He grabbed a screwdriver from the toolbox and used it to slice through the tape. “Alright, you hold the box and I’ll pull the TV out.”
Sophie did her part and soon enough the TV was resting face down on the couch as Carson opened the mounting kit.
“So,” Sophie began, “Lauren spoke glowingly about your performance last night.”
Carson separated the screws and set them on the coffee table as he looked up at Sophie. “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. She tells you everything, after all.”
Sophie smiled. “She does. There are some things she can’t tell me, though.”
Carson perused the instructions on the mounting kit and said, “Yeah? Like what?”
Sophie sat on the oversized arm chair, crossed her legs, and asked, “When she kissed you, did you think about Miguel? Did you think that her lips had been wrapped around his cock less than an hour before she kissed you? Did you think that his cum had been in her mouth as she offered you her tongue?”
Carson wasn’t sure what motivated his sister-in-law’s questions, but she was right on the money. The first thing he’d thought when Lauren kissed him was that her lips had been around another man’s cock that night. When her tongue pushed into his mouth, all he could think was that she’d taken another man’s cum in her mouth that night. He hadn’t tasted anything unusual, but that didn’t stop Carson from thinking about it.
“Yes, I thought about those things,” he admitted.
“Did it turn you on?” Sophie asked. “Did thinking about your wife sucking another man’s cock turn you on?”
It was a little embarrassing, but Carson nodded.
Sophie leaned forward, smiled, and asked, “Are you turned on right now, Carson?”
He looked up to catch a glimpse of her splendid cleavage before staring into Sophie’s eyes and nodding. It seemed utterly pointless to try and argue with her. Her question might as well have been rhetorical. She knew the answer.
“You can’t help it, can you?” Sophie asked. “All you have to do is think about your wife being on her knees in front of Miguel and you get turned on, don’t you?”
Carson gripped the hard metal of the mounting kit and tried not to let his mind wander to that exact image. He couldn’t help it, though. It popped into his head. He saw Lauren on her knees in front of Miguel. He saw her giving a blowjob. He saw her giving a passionate blowjob to a man that had made her cum in an exquisite fashion, as Lauren had confessed to her sister.
“Well, I suppose we should get this TV mounted, shouldn’t we?” Sophie said.
Carson was thankful for the sudden turn away from her line of questioning. Despite knowing it was deeply unwise to let Sophie turn him on like that, Carson couldn’t resist.
“Right, absolutely,” he said. Carson hopped to his feet and set about screwing the mount into the wall. He took great care to ensure it was even – he couldn’t very well install a crooked TV – and thanks to the straightforward nature of the instructions it wasn’t long before half the job was finished.
“Look at that,” Sophie said as she stepped behind Carson and gently pressed her body against his. Her hands found his waist and she leaned closer as if she was carefully studying his work. “I’m actually impressed. I kind of figured handiwork might be a little out of your area of expertise.”
Carson readied a snarky reply, but Sophie’s hands moved past his waist and a few inches down his thighs and his mind went blank. She pressed her breasts into his back and for a moment Carson forgot himself and enjoyed the sensation of a beautiful girl seemingly flirting with him. He found his sanity a moment later and spun out of Sophie’s grasp.
“Now we just need to mount the arm to the TV and you’ll be all set,” he said.
Sophie made a pouty face and put her hands on her hips, but Carson chose to ignore her. He remained utterly confused by his sister-in-law. At times it seemed like she genuinely had Lauren’s best interests at heart – her approach to Lauren’s happiness was unusual, but it seemed to be working – and at times it seemed like she was intent on destroying Carson’s marriage. Sometimes he wondered if she simply enjoyed sewing the seeds of chaos and seeing how it all played out.
“Did it make you uncomfortable when I touched you, Carson?” Sophie asked.
Carson fumbled with the screws for the arm and dropped them on the floor. He dropped to his knees to search for them and said, “It doesn’t feel right. You touching me like that, I mean. It feels…I don’t know, it just feels like Lauren wouldn’t like it.”
“Are you sure it doesn’t feel right, Carson?” Sophie asked.
Carson found the screws he’d dropped, got to his feet, and grabbed the arm to secure it to the back of the TV. “Sophie, please,” he said.
Sophie let out a gleeful laugh and dropped onto the oversized arm chair once more. He looked over to see an equally gleeful smile on her face and felt that same sense of confusion. Was his sister-in-law just fucking with him? Was she trying to drive him insane? Or, was it possible that she knew him better than he knew himself and she’d actually offered him and Lauren the key to a long, happy marriage and a thriving sex life? Carson couldn’t tell. His mind was a confused mess, largely thanks to exceptional levels of arousal that he’d experienced since Sophie took up residence in their guest house.
“Do you want Lauren to fuck Miguel?” Sophie asked.
Carson wanted to finish mounting the TV and leave before Sophie could lure him deeper into her web, but with one simple question she made it damn near impossible for him to do so.
“I don’t know,” he answered. “And that’s the truth. I really don’t know. I mean, what sort of man wants his wife to fuck someone else?”
“What sort of man loves kissing his wife after she’s sucked someone else’s cock?” Sophie asked. “You, Carson. You’re that sort of man. We both know you loved welcoming Lauren home after she’d sucked Miguel’s cock and swallowed his cum. We both know you were more turned on than you’ve ever been as you fucked her. We both know your orgasm rivaled the best you’ve ever had.”
Carson sat on the couch and rested his arm on Sophie’s new TV. Every word she’d spoken was true. He and Lauren had enjoyed great sex the night before and there was no question it was fueled by the fact that she’d just given a blowjob to another man. It wasn’t just Carson’s end of it that was fueled by that, either. Being with Miguel clearly left Lauren in an intensely aroused state and, for whatever reason, left her as eager to fuck Carson as she’d ever been.
Sophie stood up and sauntered towards Carson. She squeezed into the spot next to him on the couch and put her hand on his knee. Carson watched her fingers move in small circles over his skin and moved to get up.
“Don’t move,” Sophie said. “Stay right where you are and tell me if you want Lauren to fuck Miguel. Because she will, Carson. She will if I tell her it’s okay. She’ll fuck Miguel. She’ll enjoy it, too. She’ll have the kind of sex she truly craves. She’ll have the kind of sex she’s been telling herself she doesn’t actually want. She’s convinced herself that you’re the best she can do, Carson, but we both know that’s not true. We know Lauren deserves better. That’s why you’re working out. That’s why you’re giving her more attention. She still deserves what Miguel can give her, though. Don’t you want her to have that?”
Carson nodded and Sophie’s hand moved under his shorts and up his leg. His pulse raced as she neared his crotch before stopping her progress. Her fingers continued to move in small, slow circles as she said, “I need you to say it, Carson. Tell me that you want your wife to fuck Miguel.”
“I…I want Lauren to fuck Miguel,” Carson said.
“Tell me that your wife deserves to fuck him,” Sophie said.
“Lauren…she…Lauren deserves to fuck Miguel. She does,” Carson replied.
Sophie pulled her hand from his shorts and Carson felt an odd mixture of relief and disappointment. He knew it was utterly insane to want his sister-in-law to touch his cock, and yet the idea of it was wildly arousing.
“You’re a good husband, Carson,” Sophie said. “I hope you know that.”
“Oh, well, thank you for saying that,” he replied.
Sophie smiled and took his hand in hers. Her skin was soft and warm and when she gently pulled Carson’s hand and laid it against her exposed, taut stomach he offered no resistance.
“I’m not wearing a bra,” Sophie said. She applied gentle pressure and his fingers moved over her belly button and under the bottom of her cropped t-shirt. “A good husband like you deserves a reward for being willing to sacrifice for his wife. I’m willing to give you a reward, Carson.”
Carson wasn’t exactly sure what Sophie was offering, but she seemed to be asking him to touch her breasts. He couldn’t help but stare at them. They looked so beautiful in the tight t-shirt. Her nipples were rock hard. She seemed excited, perhaps at the prospect of being touched. Carson let his fingers wander a few inches closer to her breasts and Sophie offered a quiet moan.
“Go ahead,” Sophie said. “Claim your reward.”
Carson almost did it. He almost played with his sister-in-law’s breasts like she seemed to want him to. He couldn’t, though. It felt wrong. It felt like cheating, and despite the fact that Lauren was cheating on him, it felt wrong.
“No, I can’t,” Carson said as he stood up. “I’m sorry, I can’t.”
Sophie stared at the bulge in his shorts and said, “It seems like you want to.”
“Sophie, please, I’m sorry for that, but let’s just mount the TV and I’ll leave. Okay?” Carson said.
Sophie stood, smiled, and stepped closer. “Okay. Let’s mount the TV.”
They lifted the TV off the couch, carefully placed it on the mount, and with a little finesse managed to finish the job.
“It looks good,” Sophie said as she stepped back to admire her new TV. “Thanks for your help.”
“It was my pleasure,” Carson replied.
Sophie glanced at his still semi-erect cock, smiled, and said, “I know.”
Carson looked away. He was embarrassed by his inability to control his desire.
“It won’t be long before Lauren wants to see Miguel again. It will probably take a few weeks to convince her to fuck him, but I suspect it won’t be long before she has his cock in her mouth again. Your wife can be insatiable when she’s inspired,” Sophie explained. “I bet you can be too, though, so why don’t you get over there and give her a little more of what you gave her last night.”
Again Carson’s mind was awash in thoughts of his wife blowing another man. Again he pictured Lauren on her knees in front of Miguel. His arousal deepened. “Good idea,” he said.
Carson packed up his tool box, waved goodbye to Sophie, and headed across the yard and into the garage. He was going to do as Sophie suggested. He was going to fuck his wife again and he was absolutely going to think about her being with Miguel as he fucked her. There was no avoiding it. Sophie had made sure of that.
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“Lifting weights, huh?” Sophie asked as she stepped into the garage in a black bikini and a pair of flip flops.
In his continued quest to be the man Lauren deserved, Carson had recently invested in a relatively modest set of weights and a bench, mostly so he could avoid going to the gym, which always felt like an incredible waste of time. He’d lifted on a regular schedule for the past two weeks, and while his body hadn’t transformed overnight, he could feel and see the difference already.
“My wife deserves a man that takes care of his body,” Carson replied as he added weights to the barbell for a set of bench presses.
“A man like Miguel, you mean?” Sophie said.
Carson slid the last weight onto the barbell and laid on the bench. He scooted under the bar, wrapped his fingers around it, and lifted.
“Would you like me to spot you?” Sophie asked. She didn’t wait for an answer, though. She stepped behind the bench and just like that Carson was staring up at his sister-in-law’s splendid breasts. It felt awkward to look away and awkward to continue staring. Instead, he chose to focus on the barbell and to keep lifting despite the distracting nature of his bikini-clad sister-in-law being so close.
Carson finished his set, sat up, and spun around on the bench to face Sophie. “Yes, a man like Miguel,” he finally answered. It’s not like he hadn’t been thinking about it. Lauren had continued to see Miguel, though according to Sophie they hadn’t had sex yet.
“Lauren’s taken notice of your hard work, you know,” Sophie said as she put her hands on the barbell and leaned over. Carson glanced at her cleavage, immediately felt guilty, and looked away. “She likes that you look better, that you’re stronger, and that you seem to have a higher sex drive as a result of getting in shape.”
“I like all of that too,” Carson said.
“You also like that your wife is regularly going on dates with another man, don’t you?” Sophie asked. “You like she’s going on a date with him tonight, don’t you?”
Carson nodded. It was still a little embarrassing to admit his desire, but he suspected that would never go away. What kind of husband is turned on by the fact that his wife is regularly having oral sex with another man, after all?
Sophie moved towards the bench and sat next to Carson. She was close enough for their bodies to touch. He felt the warmth of her leg against his. She put her hand on his knee and softly stroked the inside of his thigh.
“Sophie, please,” Carson said. Her touch felt so good, which was precisely the problem. It was wrong, and yet he couldn’t bring himself to move her hand.
“I hear you got your cock sucked last night,” Sophie said. “Is that true?”
Carson nodded. “Yes.” Lauren had offered an exceptionally pleasurable blowjob, in fact. She’d come out of the shower with a towel wrapped around her body. She’d dropped it, let Carson admire her body for a few moments, and then crawled into bed, pulled off his underwear, and went to work. It was the best blowjob he’d ever had.
“She said she’s feeling a little guilty for cheating on you,” Sophie said. “You and I know she doesn’t need to feel guilty though, don’t we?”
Sophie’s hand moved a few inches up Carson’s thigh, right to the edge of his workout shorts. He looked down to see her fingers making gentle circles over his skin. Every little touch resulted in waves of pleasure running between his legs, and while he wasn’t hard yet, Carson knew an erection was likely if he let Sophie continue to touch him like that.
“Does your wife need to feel guilty for sucking Miguel’s cock, Carson?” Sophie asked.
Carson closed his eyes and shook his head. “No, she doesn’t.”
Sophie’s fingers gently moved under the leg of his shorts, moving a few inches closer to his crotch. “Of course she doesn’t. You like that your wife is seeing another man. You like that she goes out dancing with him. You like that he takes her out to beautiful dinners. You like that she gives him blowjobs and that he goes down on her and makes her whole body tremble with pleasure when he uses his tongue and fingers on her. You like that Miguel is going to bury his cock inside her pussy soon, don’t you?”
Carson was hard. Sophie’s fingers hadn’t moved any higher, but her lurid description of Lauren’s behavior with Miguel was enough to leave him in a place of desperate desire. “Yes, I like that,” he said. “I like all of it. It’s so fucked up, but I like all of it.”
Sophie leaned closer and Carson felt her breath on his neck. Her lips brushed against his skin, but she didn’t kiss him. She was simply teasing. “It’s not fucked up,” she whispered. “It’s beautiful. You’re becoming a better husband, Carson. You’re doing everything you can to make sure your wife is happy. Right now, that means letting her explore her desire for Miguel. Later, if you keep up the workouts and continue to give her the attention she deserves, it might mean that Lauren comes back to you.”
Carson knew he was supposed to want Lauren to be his and his exclusively. That’s what every man was supposed to want. He worried that he’d gotten hooked on the pleasures of her being with someone else, though. When he thought about Lauren going down on Miguel, Carson felt a kind of arousal he’d never experienced in his life. When she kissed him after coming home from being with Miguel, Carson couldn’t help but feel an intense kind of need that he’d never felt before.
“Carson, tell me that you want your wife to fuck Miguel,” Sophie continued. “Tell me and I’ll make it happen. I’ll make it happen tonight. I’ll convince her to go all the way. I’ll convince her that pursuing her pleasure is good for your marriage.”
On the surface, that sounded insane, but Carson knew Sophie could make it happen. She’d proven adept at getting people to do as she desired, though in Lauren’s case it seemed like her sister was really just giving her permission to do what she wanted.
“I want Lauren to fuck Miguel,” Carson said.
Sophie’s lips brushed against his neck once more and she moaned like she was the one getting fucked. Her fingers inched their way up his thigh and towards his crotch.
“Say it again,” she whispered.
Carson’s pulse raced as thoughts of his wife fucking another man mixed with Sophie’s continued sensual teaching. Her fingers were impossible close to his crotch and while he knew it would be so bad if she actually touched him there, he wanted it.
“I want Lauren to fuck Miguel,” Carson repeated. “I want my wife to have the sex she deserves. I want her to fuck another man.”
Sophie’s fingers found their way to Carson’s cock. She stroked him gently and kissed his neck. It was so wrong, but it felt so good.
“That’s good,” she said. “She’s going to do it tonight. She’ll come home to you when it’s over. She’ll come to your bed. She’ll bring you her freshly-fucked pussy. She’ll probably be willing to give it to you if you want it. Will you want it, Carson? Will you want to slide your cock into your wife’s pussy after someone else has fucked her?”
“Yes,” Carson said.
Sophie pulled her hand from his shorts and stood up with a gleeful smile on her face. The seductress that had whispered in his ear was gone. In her place was the sweet, happy version of his sister-in-law. “You keep lifting weights. I’m going to put my little plan in motion. Before the night is over, your wife’s pussy will have been satisfied by another man’s cock.”
Carson sat on the bench and watched his sister-in-law walk away. She shut the garage door and his heart continued to pound as he considered what he’d just committed to. Lauren was about to embark on a full-blown affair with another man and Carson was on board with it. More than that, he wanted it. There was no backing out now, either. Once Sophie set her mind to something, it happened. Carson knew that much about his sister-in-law.
The only thing left to do was enjoy it. Sophie was right about Lauren. She’d almost certainly come home feeling eager to let Carson have her. She’d been consistent about that and he was more than happy to take advantage of his wife’s desire.
Sophie’s phone buzzed and she picked it up and smiled. Carson watched his sister-in-law’s face for any sign that the text was from Lauren.
“She did it,” Sophie said as she handed Carson the phone.
The text from Lauren was simple: “I fucked him. It was incredible. We actually fucked twice. Once wasn’t enough for me. You were right. Fucking Miguel was the right choice. I can’t believe how good the sex was.”
“How do you feel?” Sophie asked.
Carson handed her the phone and saw the smile on his sister-in-law’s face. She seemed delighted that her plan had come to fruition.
“I feel a little of everything,” Carson replied. “Anxious. Jealous. Turned on.”
Sophie’s phone buzzed again. “She’s on her way home,” she said. “She’s going to want you, Carson. She’s going to want you inside her. She’s going to let you have her, and we both know you want her. Enjoy yourself. And don’t worry too much about making her cum. After all, Miguel took care of that for you.” Sophie stood and headed towards the back door. “Have fun tonight, Carson.”
“I will,” he said. He meant it, too. He was going to have fun fucking his wife after she’d been with someone else. Of course he was. He knew that was Sophie’s doing, that she’d essentially trained him to be the kind of husband he’d become. It didn’t matter, though. He’d let her do it. He’d welcomed it. He’d followed her on that journey and fallen right into the strange place he found himself where the idea of his wife fucking another man was the most arousing thing in the world.
Lauren walked through the front door half an hour later. The pretty pink and white sundress she’d left in looked largely the same. Even her hair and makeup looked largely the same. She’d clearly put in some effort to ensure she didn’t look like she’d spent the past few hours in another man’s bed.
“You look so beautiful,” Carson said as he stood and met his wife at the edge of the living room. She had the glow of a woman that had just experienced multiple great orgasms. Carson found that glow hugely attractive.
“Yeah?” Lauren asked with a smile.
Carson reached out and pulled his wife closer. “You’re irresistible,” he said softly. “I want you, Lauren. I crave you.”
They kissed as Carson gently pulled up the back of her dress and grasped her ass. He squeezed it and she moaned into his mouth as their tongues danced.
“You can have me,” Lauren replied.
They kissed again and Carson thought of his wife giving Miguel a blowjob. He wasn’t certain she’d gone down on him that night, but he suspected it was part of their foreplay. Lauren had never been shy about using her mouth as a means of arousal, after all. That thought only served to deepen his need for his wife.
Carson picked Lauren up and they kissed as he walked towards the couch. He laid her down, quickly took off his pants, and moved between her legs. Lauren reached down to pull her panties aside and wrapped her fingers around his cock.
“I need to be inside you,” Carson said. “I’ve been thinking about you all night. You looked so beautiful when you left that I couldn’t get you out of my head.”
They kissed as Lauren stroked his cock and rubbed the head over her slick, swollen pussy lips.
“Take me,” she said. “Take my pussy. It’s yours.”
Carson plunged into his wife’s pussy and unleashed a deep moan. She was wetter than he’d ever felt and he knew why. She’d come home from fucking another man. From having great sex with that man, in fact. She’d fucked him twice. She’d spent a not inconsiderable amount of time with someone else’s cock sliding in and out of her pussy, and now Carson was inside her. He was inside his wife’s soaking wet, freshly fucked pussy and it felt better than it ever had.
“Fuck, Lauren, your pussy feels perfect,” he said. “It feels so fucking good.”
“Fuck me,” she replied. “Fuck my pussy. Fuck it hard.”
Carson fucked his wife as she desired. She wrapped her legs around him and they kissed as he filled her over and over. With each thrust he thought of Miguel filling her. He thought of Lauren’s legs being wrapped around the other man’s muscular body. He thought of her kissing him. He thought of Miguel’s cock – which Carson imagined to be big – sliding in and out of her. All of it brought him to the brink of an orgasm in a few short minutes. Carson didn’t want to cum, but he saw no way of holding off. It was just too arousing.
“Fuck, Lauren, I’m close,” he said.
“Cum inside me,” she replied. “Do it, Carson. Cum inside me. Cum in my pussy.”
Carson thought of Sophie’s words. He would have loved to make his wife cum, but he knew she’d been taken care of by another man. He knew she was likely offering him her pussy to make up for the guilt she felt for cheating on him. He knew she didn’t need to feel guilty, but he was more than happy to enjoy an orgasm as a byproduct of that guilt.
“Oh, fuck, Lauren, I’m cumming!” Carson said.
He buried his cock in his wife’s juicy pussy and released his load. His body trembled from head to toe as Lauren pulled him close and kept her legs wrapped tightly around him. The orgasm seemed to go on forever as pleasure continued to emanate from between his legs.
Eventually, the deepest sense of relaxation Carson had ever felt washed over his body. He could have slept all night in that position, though doing so would have been unfair to Lauren. Still, he didn’t really want to move. He just wanted to remain on top of her and inside her for as long as possible.
When he finally tried to move, Lauren held him close and whispered, “No, stay inside me. Just like this.”
Absent a reason to pull out, Carson was happy to remain inside his wife. It was the perfect end to the evening, and to the journey Sophie had sent them both on. Carson wondered if an entirely new journey was about to begin, though. Would Sophie be satisfied at having gotten Lauren to fuck Miguel, or would she keep pushing it? Carson was eager to find out.



A Bad Influence - Part 7


Click here to read the previous parts of the story.

“Do you think he’s inside her right now?” Sophie asked.
Carson looked up from the menu and briefly glanced at his sister-in-law’s cleavage – Sophie was dressed in a skintight, low cut tank top and her breasts looked spectacular, as always – before enjoying the giddy smile on her face and answering, “She’s been at his place for what, an hour? He’s either inside her or they’ve already finished.”
“So you’ve been thinking about it,” Sophie said. “I guess that makes sense. It turns you on even more now than it did when Miguel fucked her for the first time, doesn’t it?”
Carson looked around the restaurant to make sure Sophie hadn’t caught anyone’s attention. Lauren’s infidelity aroused him, but he wasn’t keen on the rest of the world knowing about it.
Sophie laughed. “You don’t have to worry,” she said. “The acoustics in this place are terrible. No one can hear a thing I’m saying, and even if they could, they wouldn’t give a damn.”
She was right about the acoustics. The food at the Cuban restaurant Sophie picked was great, but it was insanely loud inside. That seemed like it was a wise choice, though, since his sister-in-law seemed determined to talk about Lauren’s ongoing sexual relationship with Miguel.
“Can I get you anything to drink?” the cute waitress asked.
“Two mojitos, please,” Sophie answered.
The waitress glanced at Carson, smiled, and said, “Very good. Those will be ready soon.”
“Do you want to watch?” Sophie asked as the waitress walked away.
“What?” Carson replied.
Sophie smiled and leaned forward, exposing even more cleavage. “Do you want to watch Miguel fuck your wife?”
“Oh…I…well, I’m not sure,” Carson said.
“You wouldn’t want to be in Miguel’s bedroom right now?” Sophie asked.
Carson jumped as he felt her foot move up his calf, past his knees, and between his legs under the table.
“You wouldn’t want to see his cock slide into your wife’s pussy?” Sophie continued as her toes found their way to his crotch and began to play with him. “You wouldn’t want to see the look of pleasure on Lauren’s face as she fucked another man?”
“Here you are,” the waitress said as she appeared with two mojitos on a tray. She placed them in front of Sophie and Carson, tucked the tray under her arm, and asked, “Can I get you any appetizers?”
“We’ll have the tostones,” Sophie said.
“Very good,” the waitress replied before turning and walking away.
“You’ve fantasized about it, haven’t you?” Sophie asked a moment later.
Carson nodded as she continued to manipulate his now-erect cock with her toes.
“You think about it when you fuck her, don’t you?” Sophie asked. “You think about Miguel’s big cock satisfying her. You think about his long, thick shaft sliding in and out of her pussy. You think of him fucking your wife and making her scream his name. You think about the fact that he fucks her so much better than you, even after all the work you’ve put in.”
“Yes, I do,” Carson said. He was both amazed and frustrated that Sophie knew him so well. That was exactly what he thought about when he and Lauren had sex. It had been a month since she and Miguel first fucked and every single time he’d been with his wife since then he’d thought about her and Miguel fucking.
“Wouldn’t you like to watch, Carson?” Sophie asked. “Wouldn’t you like to watch your beautiful wife enjoy another man’s cock?”
Carson tried to resist the urge to say yes. Sophie was right. He wanted to watch. He wanted to see it. He wanted to hear it. He wanted to witness the moment his wife had an orgasm with another man’s cock inside her.
“Say it, Carson,” Sophie demanded.
“Yes, I want to watch,” he admitted. “I want to watch. I do. But how would that even happen? Is Lauren just going to invite me over to Miguel’s?”
Sophie smiled and pulled her foot from between his legs as the waitress showed up with their appetizer. “Thank you,” she said.
“I’ll be back in a little while to take your dinner orders,” the waitress said.
“I can make anything happen,” Sophie said to Carson. “You should know that by now. Let’s eat. Then we can go home and you can wait for Lauren to arrive so you can be the second man to fuck her pussy tonight.”
Carson closed his eyes as a wave of pleasure emanated from between his legs. That’s exactly what he would end up doing. Lauren was always ready to play when she came home from being with Miguel. It seemed counterintuitive to Carson, but she never shied away from fucking him after she’d been with her lover. Carson wasn’t going to argue. Their sex life had never been better. It wasn’t how he’d ever imagined it being, but it was damn good, and he was always eager for more.
After dinner, Sophie snagged the keys from Carson and hopped into the driver’s seat before he had a chance to object.
“Where are we going?” he asked after buckling up.
“You wanted to watch your wife get fucked,” Sophie said. “I’m going to make that happen.”
Anxiety washed over Carson. He gripped the edge of the seat as his pulse began to race. Even when Sophie insisted she could make it happen Carson thought she was just fucking with him. It seemed like she wasn’t, though. It seemed like she was going to follow through on her promise.
“I don’t want this,” Carson said.
“Yes you do,” Sophie replied as she pulled out of the parking lot. “You want to see Miguel fucking your wife. You want to see the look of pleasure on her face. You want to see how hard he makes her cum. You want to see how good he makes her feel. You want to see another man fuck your wife.”
Sophie reached out and put her hand on Carson’s leg. She ran her fingers up his thigh and between his legs. She found his cock and offered a slow, gentle massage while keeping her eyes on the road.
“Picture it,” Sophie said. “Picture Lauren on her back. Picture Miguel between her legs. Picture his cock moving in and out of her. Picture her hands moving down his back and grabbing his ass as he fucks her. Listen to her moans. Listen to the sounds of sex. You know it turns you on. You know you want to see it.”
Some of Carson’s anxiety washed away as desire took its place. His cock was hard again – he’d long gotten over the strangeness of having Sophie play with his dick – and he happily followed Sophie’s instructions to imagine his wife having sex with someone else. He did want to watch. He really did. The idea scared him, though. He had no sense of what it would look like. Would it be better than his fantasy? Would reality somehow crush his fantasy and lead to all sorts of self doubt?
“I promise, you’re going to love this,” Sophie said. “It’s the next step. It needs to go from fantasy to reality. You need to see how passionate your wife is with Miguel. You need to see what he gives Lauren with your own eyes. That’s when you’ll understand how to truly give your wife what she needs. Isn’t that what you really want, Carson? Don’t you want to make Lauren the happiest woman in the world?”
“Yes,” Carson said.
“Good,” Sophie replied. “That’s what I want too. That’s what all of this has been about. That’s the only thing that matters.”
Sophie pulled down a quiet street and parked in front of a beautiful house. “Here we are,” she said.
“Miguel lives here?” Carson asked as he stared out the car window.
“Miguel’s a successful man,” Sophie said. “Did you think he wasn’t?”
Carson hadn’t given it much thought, though for some reason he figured Miguel was an artist of some sort. A struggling artist, at that. The kind of man who was full of passion but had never found much in the way of success. Based on the house, that was an incorrect assumption.
Sophie got out of the car and Carson followed. “They’re around back,” she whispered. “Follow me.”
Carson followed as Sophie led him to the side of the house. She unlatched a tall wooden gate, gently pushed it open, and stepped into the side yard. She tiptoed along the stone pathway with Carson right behind her. They were halfway to the backyard when Carson heard his wife moan.
Sophie stopped and looked back at him with a smile on her face. Lauren moaned again, and then again. Sophie took Carson’s hand and they tiptoed forward once more. The moans grew a little louder with each step.
Sophie stopped at the back edge of the house and slowly peered around the corner. She pulled Carson closer and silently urged him to do the same thing. He took a deep breath and leaned forward.
The backyard was dimly lit, but there was no mistaking the sight of Lauren and Miguel having sex. He was sitting on a cushioned piece of outdoor furniture. Lauren was in his lap. His cock was inside her. They were kissing as she slowly rode him. Miguel’s hands moved up and down her back at an achingly slow pace. He grabbed her ass each time his fingers reached it, offering Lauren a little assistance in her effort to milk him with her pussy.
“Miguel…you feel so good inside me,” Lauren said.
He grabbed her ass tightly and Lauren moaned. She leaned down and they kissed. Carson stared at the sight of another man’s cock moving in and out of his wife’s pussy. His heart pounded, but his anxiety had completely washed away. All he felt was desire. His cock felt impossibly hard in his pants.
“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Sophie whispered.
Carson nodded and she reached between his legs and unzipped his pants. Her fingers wormed their way inside and Sophie quickly found his cock and pulled it free. She took a firm grip and stroked him slowly. It took Carson a few moments to realize she was mimicking the pace at which Lauren rode Miguel’s cock.
“Sophie…you shouldn’t,” Carson whispered. “It feels wrong.”
“It feels great,” Sophie replied. “Don’t deny it. You love it when I touch your cock. You love it when I tease you. You want me to jerk you off while you watch another man fuck your wife.”
“Sophie…please…you have to stop,” Carson said, though he made no effort to stop her and he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of Lauren riding her lover.
“Would you prefer my mouth?” Sophie asked.
Carson looked at his sister-in-law and said, “What?”
She leaned closer and whispered, “Would you like me to suck your cock while you watch another man fuck your wife?”
Carson felt an odd mixture of arousal and confusion. It seemed impossible that his sister-in-law’s offer was genuine, so she must have been fucking with him. It seemed like such a strange time to do that, though.
There was a hint of lusty desperation in her voice as Sophie whispered, “Do you want my mouth, Carson? Do you want to feel my wet, warm mouth around your cock as Miguel makes your wife cum? Do you want to cum in my mouth as he cums in her pussy?”
Carson studied Miguel’s cock. Sophie was right. He wasn’t wearing a condom. Was he really going to cum inside her?
“It’s their first time having unprotected sex,” Sophie said. “Don’t you deserve a blowjob while he unloads in her pussy?”
Carson looked at Sophie and she smiled at him as her fingers continued to move up and down his shaft. “Sophie, what are you doing?”
“I’m offering you what you deserve,” she said. “Or would you prefer my pussy? Would you prefer to bend me over and fuck me from behind while Miguel unloads in your wife’s tight cunt? Would you prefer to fill me with your cum while he fills her?”
Carson reached down and grabbed Sophie’s wrist. He didn’t want to say it, but he was on the verge of an orgasm. He couldn’t help but think about fucking her and the idea of it turned him on. It made him feel terrible, too – he was quite certain Lauren would be pissed if she knew he and Sophie had fucked – but his brain was so awash in lust that he couldn’t control his desires.
Just as he was about to say something Lauren lifted her pussy from Miguel’s cock, stood, and spun around. She reached down, grabbed the base of his shaft, and sat down. Every inch of his stiff dick disappeared inside her and she sat back. His hands moved over her body as Lauren began to grind on his cock. They kissed as he played with her tits. Carson watched his wife welcome Miguel’s tongue into her mouth as she ground her pussy over his cock.
When Carson looked at Sophie again she was naked. Her clothes were in a pile in the grass. He wondered how long he’d been staring at Lauren. Sophie took his hand and pulled it between her legs. His fingers found their way into her pussy with ease. She was soaked.
“My pussy wants you, Carson,” Sophie said.
He didn’t believe her. He couldn’t believe her. It didn’t make any sense. He continued to move his fingers in and out of her, though.
“My pussy needs you,” she said. “Don’t deny my pussy. Give it what it needs. Give me what I need. Take me, Carson. Fuck me. Fuck me while you watch Lauren make another man cum inside her.”
“Sophie…I can’t,” Carson said.
She stepped in front of him and pressed her ass against his crotch. His cock slipped between the smooth flesh of her thighs. He felt it rub against her pussy lips.
Carson looked up and saw Lauren staring right at him. It was dark, though, so he figured she couldn’t see him. Surely she’d be screaming if she could see Sophie grinding on him in Miguel’s backyard.
“Give her what she wants, Carson,” Lauren said.
Carson froze. His heart skipped a beat. His knees buckled for a moment.
“Come over here and give her what she needs,” Lauren continued.
Carson stared at his wife turned to kiss Miguel again. Her pussy moved back and forth over his cock as he reached down to play with her clit.
“What’s happening?” Carson asked.
“You should listen to your wife, Carson,” Sophie said. She took his hand and dragged him into the backyard. He followed with his cock still sticking out of his fly.
“I don’t understand,” Carson said as they approached Lauren and Miguel.
Lauren looked at him as Miguel played with her breasts. “Really?” she asked. “You don’t see it yet? I’ve known all along, Carson. Sophie told me from the start that you’d be into me having sex with another man. She told me that you were the kind of man that would find it intensely arousing to know that his wife was fucking someone else. She told me every little detail. She told me everything she did with you.”
Carson’s knees buckled again, but this time he nearly fell down. Sophie helped him into a chair and he stared at his wife as she gently rode another man’s cock. He couldn’t help but marvel at how good she looked with someone else inside her.
Before he could say anything, Sophie straddled Carson. He looked over her shoulder to see a smile on his wife’s face. Sophie reached down and grabbed Carson’s cock. She rubbed the head over her pussy lips. He felt her warmth and wetness and he couldn’t help but want to be inside her.
“I know everything,” Lauren said. “I knew you’d be here tonight. I knew Sophie was going to fuck you. We planned all of this together, Carson. You’ve been a remarkably good husband for the past few months. You’ve done everything I needed. You’ve given me the sex life I’ve craved for years. Sophie’s been wonderful too. She’s done so much to help me. She’s done so much to help us, and while you seem to find it hard to believe, she wants you. She craves you. So she’s going to fuck you. She’s going to take you inside her. She’s going to ride you. She’s going to cum on your cock and you’re going to cum inside her while Miguel cums inside me.”
Sophie sat on Carson’s cock and her pussy swallowed him with ease. He groaned and watched as Lauren turned to Miguel. They kissed as she began to bounce on his cock in earnest. Suddenly Carson was quite certain that the position switch had been for his benefit. Watching them fuck in reverse cowgirl was considerably sexier.
“Does my pussy feel good?” Sophie asked.
“Yes,” Carson said. The whole situation was insane, but it was happening and his wife seemed like she was on board, so Carson was going to enjoy it. His sister-in-law’s pussy felt absolutely perfect and the thrill of having sex with her while watching his wife have sex with another man was so enormous that Carson’s brain couldn’t process it. All he could do was bask in the pleasure.
Lauren looked at Carson once more and smiled. He couldn’t help but wonder if his wife was far kinkier than he’d ever imagined. For a moment he wondered just how badly he’d failed her over the years. After all, if she was into the scene unfolding in Miguel’s backyard, it seemed possible that she was open to all sorts of wild sexual pursuits and that Carson’s relatively vanilla approach to sex had left her deeply unsatisfied.
“Cum in her pussy, Carson,” Lauren said. “Give her what she needs. Give my sister what she craves. Flood her pussy with your load.”
Sophie rode him faster and moaned louder. Her breasts bounced in his face. Lauren rode Miguel with equal vigor. Carson pushed the madness of the whole situation out of his mind and concentrated on the pleasure of it all.
“Cum inside me, Carson!” Sophie cried out.
She leaned forward and bounced on his cock. Her body trembled. She was close to cumming. Miguel reached between Lauren’s legs and played with her clit. It looked like they were both getting close.
“Oh, fuck, Carson, I’m cumming!” Sophie screamed.
Carson let the floodgates open. He came in his sister-in-law’s pussy. He felt her breasts press against his body and her thighs tremble as she climaxed.
“I’m cumming,” Miguel said.
Lauren closed her eyes and her legs kicked open. Her toes curled and her thighs shook. Carson was certain she was cumming too.
Sophie gently kissed him. Her lips parted and her tongue moved into his mouth. He welcomed it. It seemed like a relatively small thing compared to fucking her and cumming inside her.
“You know, this changes things,” Lauren said after her legs stopped shaking.
Sophie looked over her shoulder and smiled. “I know. I hope that’s okay with you.”
“I’ve wanted things to change for years,” Lauren said. “Change is a good thing, after all. Are you ready for change, Carson?”
Carson nodded. He wasn’t at all certain what he was agreeing to, but he found it hard to argue with the idea that the events of the evening had changed his marriage and his relationship with Sophie. Whatever changes were coming, he was ready for them.
The End.
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