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Jack and Charly

 

‘Of course, he can. You can do whatever you like with him,’ I heard my wife, of five years, Abbie, say on the phone in the other room. ‘Let me check the diary. Hmm, two weeks on Saturday, does that work for you? I know how you feel,’ and she gave a small laugh. ‘Trust me, he will be well worth the wait, and you won’t be disappointed. Promise me you will let me know how he does. Don’t worry, nobody will ever know.’

Abbie’s conversation worried me. I assumed ‘him’ was me, and my wife had signed me up for something. The ‘what’ was what had me worried.

‘Jack,’ Abbie said carefully as she joined me in the room and sat next to me on the sofa, where I pretended to be absorbed in the fight on the TV. ‘Can you switch off the TV for a minute? There is something I need to talk to you about.’

‘Huh?’ I replied, pretending to be nonplussed, reaching for the remote control, but I felt my blood go cold. ‘What am I going to have to do?’ I thought. Ladies, never assume that just because a man is watching something on TV, he doesn’t know what’s happening around him.

‘Remember my friend, Charly?’ she asked.

‘Yeah, the one going through a divorce. Her ex ran off with an eighteen-year-old or something.’

‘Nineteen,’ she corrected me, happily splitting hairs. ‘Anyway, you are right, and her divorce has finally gone through, so she is now free to sleep with anyone she wants without worrying about the consequences.’

‘Okay,’ I replied slowly, not seeing what this had to do with me.

‘Well, she told me that she hasn’t had sex for over a year, can you believe that?’ I squirmed in my seat. This was too much information, ‘And her toys just aren’t doing it for her anymore.’ This was way too much information. 

‘Right,’ I said, trying not to sound grossed out.

‘This is where you come in.’

‘What?’ I nearly jumped out of my seat. ‘What has Abbie signed me up for?’ I thought fearfully.

‘I agreed to let her have sex with you as much as you both can for one night.’

It took me a few moments to properly comprehend what she had just said, ‘Er, what!?’

‘I’ve given her permission to have sex with you to ease her frustration.’

‘Why me!?’ I demanded worriedly. ‘Can’t she go on those Facebook sex sites or try and pick someone up in a bar or something?’

‘She is a little shy and embarrassed about it, and she doesn’t want to have sex with a stranger. Also, she admitted that she has always had a bit of a thing for you, and I’ve told her all about that beautiful cock of yours,’ Abbie told me while putting her hand between my legs and slowly stroking me, which made me hard straight away. If there was one thing about myself that I was proud of, it was my cock. It was big, eight inches long, and thick.

‘But,’ I objected desperately, ‘I don’t want to be….’

‘Unfaithful?’ Abbie interrupted. ‘Don’t worry, because I’m asking you to do it to help a friend, it isn’t being unfaithful. Will you be a good husband and help me be a good friend?’ she asked sexily as she rubbed my now trapped and very stiff cock that was imprisoned in my trousers.

‘Okay,’ was all I could say. My mind was too focused on what Abbie was doing with her hand. The truth was, if my wife wanted to force me to have sex with any of her friends, then Charly would have been at the top of my list or at least close to it. She was about my age, good-looking, had large breasts, and a curvaceous body. She was sexy as hell. 

‘Aww, thank you, you’re the best!’ Abbie said excitedly. ‘Now, I think you deserve a reward,’ she pushed me back onto the sofa and slid to the floor between my legs. She swiftly undid my trousers and pulled out my stiff cock. Keeping eye contact, she gave the whole length a long and slow lick with the tip of her tongue, making me gasp in pleasure and my cock twitch before she put its engorged head into her mouth. I gave a loud moan as I felt her warm, wet mouth envelop my dick. If there was one thing Abbie excelled at, it was blow jobs, and she knew what it did for me. 

She licked and sucked, and I was in bliss. I watched her head eagerly bob up and down on it until she stopped to remove her jeans and panties.

‘I wasn’t planning to do this, but I’m now too horny,’ she said breathlessly before mounting me. She guided my cock to the entrance of her pussy and lowered herself down my shaft. She gave a loud moan as she bottomed out. She was not wrong. Her pussy was sopping wet and felt hot. Once she had me inside her, she began bouncing up and down, moaning loudly. I then took control. I grabbed her ass and lifted her before driving her back down. She gave a gargled moan and collapsed into me, burying her face into my neck.

I lifted her and impaled her on my cock repeatedly. Her muffled moans became louder until she kissed me hard, and her body shook with her orgasm. That didn’t stop me. Instead, it drove me on, and I began to drive my hips up, so she met it as I drove her down with a lewd slap. Her body shook with orgasm after orgasm until I could feel myself build with my own, and I roared as I exploded hot cum into her.

‘Damn you, Jack!’ Abbie said irritably as we both tried to catch our breath. ‘Why do you have to be so good!? Now I’m going to have to shower and change my clothes. So are you.’ She had a point. We were both sweating profusely. ‘I’ll go first,’ and she slowly lifted herself off me and walked gingerly upstairs with her hand on her crotch, trying to stop cum from dripping from her pussy and onto the floor.

‘What you just did to me is what I want you to do to Charly, okay, and no more sex until you see Charly,’ she told me seriously as we both got dressed after our shower. I was a bit taken aback by her business-like manner. ‘Also, no masturbating. Save all your cum for her. For the next two weeks, you’ll eat healthily and work out in the gym three times a week. I’ve noticed your body has become a little soft. I want it firmer.’ 

She was right. I was a semi-pro light-heavyweight kickboxer when we met. I was good but could never kick on and get that fight, which would have allowed me to turn fully professional. Three years ago, a freak training injury forced me to quit. To cope with my disappointment, I threw myself into my work. That meant I had spent less time working out, and it started to show. 

Even so, being ordered to do it as Abbie was made me feel a little uncomfortable. I felt almost like a piece of meat.

Two weeks passed, and Abbie, true to her word, had me eat healthily. I worked out in the gym for two hours each session, three times a week. I toned up somewhat. I wasn’t as firm as in my kickboxing days, but I did look pretty good, and I felt a little more confident.

‘Not bad,’ Abbie said critically as she looked me over as I got ready for my ‘date’ with Charly, which I didn’t appreciate. ‘You could have toned up a little more and got that definition back you used to have, but I suppose you didn’t have much time. I think we will keep up your training regime and diet.’

Abbie had laid out some clothes, a tight shirt and jacket, jeans, and a pair of brown shoes she had bought. Every piece of clothing was a designer brand and looked expensive. It wasn’t what I was used to wearing, but once I was dressed, I did look good in it.

Abbie undid an extra button on my shirt to show more of my chest and looked me over critically again, ‘Hmm, I think Charly will be happy,’ she said more to herself than me. ‘Maybe a chest wax would be a good idea. Sit on the bed so I can do your nails. You need to stop biting them.’

‘I feel like you are pimping me out,’ I told her sullenly as she filed my nails.

‘Huh-uh,’ was all she replied in a non-committal way. ‘One last thing,’ she said once she was done, and she sprayed a fragrance on me. She gave me a sniff, ‘Perfect. Charly will be on her back with her legs open when she sees you. Make sure you show her a good time!’ Abbie ordered.

‘You haven’t told me the plan tonight,’ I grumbled. I felt like a prostitute. ‘Am I going to her house or what?’

‘No, that wouldn’t feel sexy or sinful to Charley, she was quite specific. I will take you to the Dalton Hotel at 6 pm, where you will meet Charly. You will have drinks before dinner at 7:30 pm. I suggest a cocktail or champagne before dinner. No beers, okay! I have booked everything and have already checked you in, so feel free to charge your drinks to the room. I have put in a bag with a change of clothes and a wash bag for the morning in the room too,’ she told me, putting a hotel key card in my inside jacket pocket, astounding me with how organized and prepared she was. When I looked alarmed, because the Dalton Hotel was a five-star hotel and cost a small fortune, Abbie reassured me, ‘Don’t worry, we have the money. You are in room 402.’

We arrived at the hotel, and Abbie stopped out front. I went to kiss her goodbye, but she pulled back incredulously,

‘Are you crazy!? You can’t go in there smelling of me!’ 

‘I can’t smell anything other than that spray you put on me,’ I moaned.

‘Change your attitude! Go in there and smile. It’s important. When you see her, compliment her on her appearance and kiss her on her lips. Tonight, you and Charly are a couple, am I clear!?’

‘Yes, Abbie.’

‘Good, now get in there and show her the good time she needs!’

Abbie then sped off as soon as I closed the car door. I sighed. I put on my happy face and walked into the hotel. I made my way to the bar area and saw Charley. My eyes almost bulged out of my head when she stood up. She was already an attractive woman, but the tight red dress she was wearing hugged every part of her curves and showed off the deep cleavage of her ample chest. The red lipstick she wore made her lips look full and kissable, contrasting with her shoulder-length dark hair and dark brown eyes. I had to control myself to stop myself from getting an erection.

‘Hello, Charly. You look beautiful,’ I told her as instructed with as much charm as I could muster, trying to hide my nerves. I gave her a soft, lingering kiss on her lips. She seemed to melt into it.

‘Hello, Jack. You look handsome yourself,’ she said, smiling excitedly, looking me over hungrily, returning the compliment before adding, strangely, ‘Abbie was good to her word. I think this evening will be worth it.’

‘Shall we get a drink?’ I offered, shyly. ‘What would you like?’

‘A Moscow mule, please.’ Charly looked like she was going to burst from excitement.

I ordered two Moscow mules, and we sipped our drinks awkwardly, unsure how to start the conversation in an evening we both knew was organized by my wife and would end with us having sex, especially as I was focusing hard not to get an erection in a public place. Charly had made this very difficult with how she was dressed, and I was sure she had hitched up her dress to show a hint of the top of her stockings when she crossed her legs, making her sexy appearance even sexier.

After our second Moscow mule, we began to relax. I had met Charly several times before when she was married. I always thought her ex-husband was a douchebag and never understood why she had married him when she could have done so much better. She always laughed at my jokes, and we had always got on so now, alone, we naturally started to enjoy each other’s company. I noticed how quickly the time had passed, and it was just after 7:30 pm, so I suggested we go to the restaurant for dinner.

We drank white wine, and we shared a starter. She ordered seafood pasta for her main, and I ordered chicken. I was careful not to drink too much wine, and I also drank plenty of water, so the alcohol didn’t affect my performance and disappoint Charley and anger Abbie. 

As the evening wore on, Charly became more tactile. We touched and held hands across the table before she became bolder and started rubbing her nylon-clad foot on my leg. 

She kept looking at me sexily and biting her lip as we talked. She then surprised me by resting her foot between my legs and touching my crotch. I felt like she was going to jump on me at any moment. I have to admit, despite my best efforts, that the alcohol was doing its work on me too, and I was struggling to control myself with this sex goddess in front of me. A strong sexual tension began to develop between us.

When the plates were cleared away, I asked her if she wanted dessert,

‘I want dessert in the room,’ the way she answered told me that she didn’t mean the overpriced cheesecake.

Once I had signed for the meal, we made our way hand in hand to the elevator, and the sexual tension was now becoming unbearable. As we waited, my hand drifted down her back and caressed her ass. Not only did she not object, but she made an appreciative noise. Stopping myself from getting an erection was now becoming almost impossible. I wanted this woman, and I wanted her now. 

Another couple tried to enter the elevator with us, but an angry look from Charly told them to take the next one. 

As soon as the doors closed, we looked at each other briefly before I lost self-control. I held Charley’s face in my hands and I kissed her hard on the mouth, pushing her to the wall of the elevator. I poked my tongue at her lips, and she responded by welcoming it passionately into her mouth. Our tongues danced sinfully as we kissed. My hand moved down Charly’s side and onto her hip before it squeezed between her and the wall. 

She moaned into my lips as I squeezed her plump ass. My other hand moved up and caressed her breast. One of Charly’s hands moved from my chest and firmly grabbed the back of my head to keep from breaking the kiss. We were both captives of our passion.

I broke off the kiss with difficulty and began to kiss Charly’s neck, and she moaned, ‘Oh god, that feels so good!’ 

Any thoughts of Abbie had disappeared. I wanted Charly, and she wanted me. I stopped caring about getting an erection, and I could feel it now straining against my jeans, and I was pressing it against Charly. My hand on her chest moved so I could run a finger down her cleavage before my tongue made a trail up her cleavage, neck, and back to her mouth so our tongues could resume their tango. 

Charly moved her hand between us and began to stroke my throbbing erection through my jeans. I could feel her lustful and






































































