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    Prologue 
 
    Quinn often did this late at night, lying still, staring at his wife while she slept. He would awaken from a dream, finding her cuddling against him, his arms gently draped over her body. He could hear the soft, slow breathing of deep sleep. 
 
    She was so beautiful in this most natural of states. Her disheveled light brown hair masked her features, but he knew them all by heart. Her lustrous brown eyes, the small nose shaped exactly right, her skin so smooth and clear. 
 
    His eyes would wonder down to the body that has brought him, and now so many others, such intense pleasure. The thin sheet seemed to hug her frame, emphasizing every curve. Her breasts were not huge, but almost perfectly shaped, with large nipples that got hard and pointy when aroused. 
 
    He never understood how she maintained the figure of a young woman as they approached their middle 40s. She seldom exercised, nor watched what she ate carefully, but she never seemed to gain weight. Even after the birth of their two children, her hips hadn’t widened with that post-birth flare of so many mothers. He guessed she had won the genetic lottery. Come to think of it, her mother, now in her early 70s, had gathered little of the middle-age spread as well. So, maybe that was it: genetics. He remembered watching a movie one time about a woman who had an accident in her early 30s and never aged after that. That was his Charlotte. Well, her name was Charlotte, but everyone called her Charlie. 
 
    She was aging like he was, but she was doing so in all the right places. Her smile brought creases to her eyes now, that emphasized the sparkle when she laughed. Under her eyes, he could see the wrinkles forming, but they spoke of depth and wisdom, doing nothing to drown the beauty. Age had taken a small toll on her gorgeous mounds, but not too much. They still stood perky and proud. Her legs were smooth and luscious to touch. She was ‘a woman in full’, as he had heard it called. 
 
    Quinn knew he was another matter. He had to spend 3 days a week in the gym and watch every calorie in a losing battle with age. He was not fat, not compared to many of his friends, but the ass-spread from sitting too many hours in a desk chair and the beginnings of a ‘beer belly’ were already appearing. He still considered himself handsome, though his face now had the soft look of someone that spends a lot of time staring at a computer screen. His black glasses accented his full head of brown hair, offsetting this growing softness some at least. 
 
    As he stared at his wife, he often wondered why they ended up where they were. He knew when and how, but the fuller meaning of why was another matter. He remembered she was sleeping so soundly because earlier that evening he had watched a big rough guy they had picked up online cum in her three times while repeatedly pounding his cock into her. They had gone at it for hours. Her screams of pleasure still rung in his ears. Quinn was already getting hard again at the memory. 
 
    He had become her cuckold and relished the times when he watched her give and receive pleasure. Still, the emotional toll was building. They were going to need to have a conversation soon… Yes, they would… but not too soon. She has a session on Saturday night with three construction workers that should be interesting. Maybe he’ll wait until after that…

  

 
   
    1 / On Their Own 
 
    Every parent faces this eventually, Charlotte thought to herself. They had just dropped off their youngest, their daughter, Alia, at her new college dorm. Their son, Mason, was already a junior at an East Coast school and was interviewing for jobs as graduation approached. She was only glad Alia had chosen school a little closer to home. 
 
    Charlotte and Quinn were now empty-nesters. Where did the time go? She wondered. It seemed like only last year that Mason was running track meets in high school or they were watching Alia proudly wear her graduation robe for the move to Middle School. She held Quinn’s hand as they waved Alia into her dorm building. 
 
    What were they going to do now? As they drove home, the car was almost deathly quiet. You’d think they were returning from a funeral. Their home was only a few hours’ drive, but they could both feel the tension that hung between them. Real change was coming into their lives. They knew that. Yet, neither really knew how to find a path through that change.  
 
    “Want to stop and get something to eat?” Charlotte asked. “Yelp says there is a good ‘country cooking’ restaurant in Smithville up ahead.” 
 
    Quinn agreed, but the silence continued. It was like they were grieving as they stared at the scenery flying by. So many years of being care-giver, counselor, coach had come to this. They had worked hard to make sure their kids had every opportunity to succeed. Now, as those same kids began their journey into adulthood, Quinn and Charlotte had to rebuild their own relationship. 
 
    Most of the parts for the restart were already in place. Income, for example, would not be a problem, even with tuition payments now so high. Charlotte had been with Bright Advertising for over 15 years. She had worked herself up to being the lead relationship manager for many of the firm’s largest clients. Her street savvy, quick wit, and good looks had been a winning combination driving her rise. The Managing Partner had called her into his office last fall to talk about naming her as Managing Partner when he retires in three years. 
 
    For Quinn, he was a self-employed computer consultant, specializing in diagnosis of complex system failures. He worked from home most of the time, but occasionally had to travel to meet clients. The success of his diagnosis and suggestions for resolution had put him in heavy demand from the large corporate clients he served. They were both bringing in more income than they could ever need. 
 
    Socializing would not be a problem either. They had a large circle of friends, both together and individually. Some made through the children, but their main circles were business colleagues, college friends, neighbors, and others from groups they belonged to, like their country club. No, that would not be a concern. 
 
    The problem was with their own relationship. They had really been struggling there of late. They both knew it would not be an easy fix. Charlotte had been thinking about this for a long time, even read a couple books on how to reestablish an empty nest relationship. Focusing on career and kids had left little time for each other in recent years. As a result, their love life had suffered a sharp decline. They still loved each other more than ever, but the easy intimacy of earlier years had given way to miscommunications, hurt feelings, and held grudges. 
 
    No more so than in their bedroom, Charlotte grumbled to herself. Quinn seemed incapable of bringing her to orgasm. Whether that was because he no longer cared, or her general unhappiness with his… well… shall we say, ‘quick release’, she was not sure. 
 
    They had been married for 20 years. She was not sure why this sexual frustration should bother her so much now. It never had before. He had a talented tongue that would make up for the premature end of his thrusting efforts. Yes, there were many issues to be considered. 
 
    Quinn had always known they were headed for a rough patch once Alia left the house. The undertow of growing frustrations was showing in major fights over minor nothings. He also recognized that many of these sticking points were his doing. 
 
    In their relationship, he would often get so wrapped up in the latest client problem that he would lose track of everything else around him. And in the love department, his constant premature ejaculation was developing into a potential deal-killer. So many things to consider, he grudgingly understood. 
 
    While they looked at the menu and ordered, they both were trying to figure out where to start. Charlotte began. “I liked those dorms, didn’t you? These seemed so much nicer than the ones I had in college.” 
 
    “You’re right,” Quinn laughed. “Mine were mainly cement blocks and poorly insulated windows.” 
 
    They joked longer about how different their college experiences were than what Alia was likely to face. Then Charlotte looked at him, her tone suddenly serious. “My love, what are WE going to do? Lots of things to figure out, to rebuild our own relationship, don’t you think?” 
 
    “I agree. Any ideas of where to start?” 
 
    “I read a book about empty nesters. They suggested scheduling ‘date nights’ where just the two of us go out for a romantic dinner, come home to some soft candlelight and use that time to re-connect. They also suggested we develop some ‘together’ hobbies. We have always enjoyed hiking and travel. Now that the kids are not around… with all the activity time they required… maybe we could do more. I like that idea.” 
 
    “Me too, but isn’t the bedroom one of our biggest problem areas? You haven’t been pleased with me of late.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said, her deep love for him showing in her words, “we have such a strong connection. Don’t you think we can work that out? Your tongue used to be quite talented,” as she reached under the table to massage his leg.  
 
    He placed his hand over hers, appreciating the gesture. “But that has not made up for your frustrations in the longevity department, has it?” 
 
    “I suppose you’re right. Maybe, now that we have more time to concentrate on it, we can look for some solutions that might work. I’m willing to try. Are you?” 
 
    “Of course. I will try anything for you, babe.” 
 
    The rest of the way home, the conversation turned to activities they could do together, especially travel. They looked at places to go, parks to visit, and times when they could squeeze them in. By the time they got home, Quinn was hoping, with the easy rapport they returned to with the travel discussion, they could work out challenges in the bedroom as well. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    Regrettably, that did not last long. In fact, hope for a simple resolution crashed on the hard rocks of reality that very night. They spent the evening talking, gathering the momentum of intimacy they both wanted so much. He was active in touching and caressing. She in responding with her own. 
 
    By the time they got to bed, they were both so ready he forgot himself and went right for the action. She pulled him to her as she laid on her back, ready for him. He buried his face in her breasts, suckling the nipples he cherished with that mixture of tenderness and roughness he knew she liked. 
 
    It was always amazing to him that a professional woman, so dedicated to control in her work, wanted so desperately to be dominated in the bedroom. His shock at the things she requested him to do never ceased to surprise. 
 
    She wanted to have her face planted in the bed with a firm hand on her head, up on her knees, while he fucked her from behind. One moment she wanted her nipples suckled gently, the next twisted viciously with his teeth. Most of all, she wanted him to take complete control and hammer into her as long as she needed. 
 
    And he knew that would never happen… not with his equipment. In the end, that was always the rub. He could not sustain long enough for her to find her release. He would pump, then get so excited he would cum only moments later. To his memory, she had never cum while having intercourse with him. Usually it was not a problem, because he would use his tongue to bring her to orgasm before he went inside for his own pleasure, but lately she had been so hungry to be ‘taken’… 
 
    Like tonight. All the romantic buildup crashed as she felt him splash her insides long before she was ready. Charlotte screamed in frustration, throwing him off her. 
 
    “Where are you going?” he protested as she got out of bed, grabbing her robe on the way out the door. I need a drink, she thought. 
 
    Her sexual frustration, always high of late, was spiking as her mind looked at the next 40 years of her life with a husband that could not even hump her enough for orgasm, much less to satisfy her growing desires. She pulled down one of Quinn’s whiskeys and took a swig right out of the bottle. The burning sensation down her throat helped take her mind off the burning need down below. 
 
    Is this the way it’s going to be for the rest of my fucking life?! How can I ever get satisfaction like this? 
 
    Her mind went back to how they met. They were both business students in the same college. He was specializing in computer technology and she in marketing. They both ended up at an off-campus party of a mutual friend. Quinn was a geeky kid, with long hair, those almost classic black glasses, with a mind like nothing she had ever experienced. She knew right away this guy was going to be an enormous success in life. 
 
    He was just the opposite of the jokers, athletes, and glad-handers she had been dating until then. He took her to science fiction movies, Avant guard art showings, helped her with her calculus, and was a great guy to hang with. He was funny, a cynic, just like her, and filled with the simple joy of life. That joy was infectious, and she was smitten almost from the first moment. He wasn’t one of those techno-geeks she had seen in the movies that came out tongue-tied every time he saw a girl. He swept her off her feet with laughter, bringing her effortlessly into his world. 
 
    Maybe she should have been more sexually aggressive with Quinn before they got married, she thought to herself. Then, at least, she would have had a sign of things to come. 
 
    The newly emerging Quinn and Charlotte were not like many of their friends, humping constantly in college. But they made love. When he had first cum quickly, she thought he was just excited. He would last better the second time in a session, but still not long enough. They tried his wearing condoms to lessen the stimulation, even bought some creams that were supposed to dull the feelings, all to no avail. Still, they were so compatible in every other way… back then, at least… she did not think it would be a major issue. 
 
    Funny, she brooded to herself, as she sipped the bottle another time, slumped in a living room chair. In her ‘randy’ youth, she didn’t care he couldn’t get her off. Now, as she approaches middle age, it had become all-consuming. Back then, they were so in love and were having such a fun time together, their sexual problem didn’t seem to matter. Now, she burned with desire down below, to have a man make her his own. 
 
    Maybe it was her changing hormone levels or feeling like she was missing her sexual peak. Charlotte did not know why this change had been building. She had thought about the why a lot in recent years, but now accepted that the why did not matter. She needed sex. Wanted it, desired it. Tonight was just the final straw. The final act that brought home the need for action. 
 
    Just as she came to this firm conclusion in her mind, Quinn came downstairs in his bathrobe. The look on his face was of such embarrassment and shame. It broke her heart. She loved this guy more than she could even express to him. He was a wonderful life partner who loved her and loved their family. They had similar political views, liked the same friends. He was gregariously social like she was, making it easy to take him places and to business events. She recognized how important this had been to her business success. She knew he was BETTER at that stuff than she was. But the sex… 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Charlie. Really. I don’t know what to do.” He flopped in the chair, total defeat showing in his slumped posture. He had also grabbed a whiskey out of the cabinet, but his was in a proper glass, one ice cube, of course. She laughed to herself. If nothing else, Quinn was a whiskey snob. 
 
    “I need to cum while we make love, Quinn. This has always been a problem for us… since the beginning… I don’t know why… My body is feeling the lack of release so much more intensely now… especially the last couple years.” 
 
    Quinn took a big swig of his drink, staring at her for a moment, his own acceptance of failure clear on his face. “I love you, Charlie. Always have since I saw you at Billie’s party. But I recognize how frustrating this is… you must know it’s frustrating for me too! I don’t want it to be this way. I just don’t know what to do.” 
 
    Charlotte got off the chair, moving in between his legs, her head buried in his chest. “I know that. And I love you just as much. We seem to be caught in a terrible dilemma. What can we do?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ll see my doctor. Might be something they can do.” They had tried that before, but the doctor did not have a pill to offer. Instead, he suggested they try a sex therapist. They had tried four sessions with the therapist, working through techniques to slow the stimulation. She even gave them a topical anesthetic cream that was supposed to deaden the sensations, but nothing seemed to work. Too clinical, he protested. Putting cream on his hard penis 15 minutes before making love always seemed a total mood killer. He often couldn’t even get hard after that. 
 
    Then he was suddenly quiet, a long pause, like he had achieved an insight into her and himself. Is this the time, he thought to himself, to tell her about his desire? Was it too weird for her? 
 
    Finally, he said, genuine pain on his face. “Maybe… maybe you just need to go find another lover. Somebody that can satisfy you.” He wrapped his arms around her, hugging her tight, tears running down his face. “I don’t want you to leave me over this.” 
 
    “As if…” Then she looked up at him. “Wait… you’re serious… Quinn, I have never gone out on you in 20 years. Why would I start now?” 
 
    “Just trying to find an answer that would help you. I have been doing some research online. They call it becoming a ‘hotwife’. The woman goes out to have sex with another man, with the full permission of the husband. I don’t know what else to do.” 
 
    She pulled her head up to look at him, noticing his tears for the first time. Her own tears were forming as she saw the powerful block that remained between them; one they may never get through. 
 
    “We’ll figure it out, my love. I’m not willing to give up on us.” She stood up, tugging at his hand. “Let’s go back to bed. You can use that skilled tongue on me, and I will give you a blow job for the ages!”

  

 
   
    2 / Seeking Advice 
 
    Over the following two weeks, Charlotte and Quinn came to an understanding. She would not press the issue if he agreed not to mope around all the time. Gradually, their native friendship emerged again. They both knew something needed to happen, but, for now, they would let things simmer a bit. In her heart, Charlotte knew she did not want to divorce this wonderful man. She loved him too much for that. Still, a life without actual sex was becoming more difficult to accept. 
 
    Then, as if out of the blue, a friend called, asking her to lunch. She brought some strange news that got Charlotte thinking. She was having lunch with her best friend, Isabella. They had met in college and been friends ever since. Isabella had a family of her own, with three wonderful kids, two still at home, and had always seemed happy with her life, at least to Charlotte. 
 
    “I’m not kidding. He really asked me to do that,” Isabella said. 
 
    “To sleep with someone else… So weird… He even wants to watch sometimes, but that’s not required… What made him think you would do it?” 
 
    “That’s a mystery to me. We have an active sex life, and I certainly enjoy cumming as much as the next girl, but the idea of it… and maybe in front of him…” 
 
    “I can see why… strange… What did you say?” Charlotte asked. 
 
    “Told him I would think about it.” 
 
    “Think about it?! Seriously, think about it? You know… as in… you might do it?” 
 
    “Why not? It’s not like I would cheat on him. He would be in the same room, or at least know about it. Kind of exciting really… getting fucked by some new man. Don’t you miss the way we used to play around in college, taking any strange dick we wanted? I remember a few times going out together. Remember you and Billie, the baseball player? I heard screaming from the other room,” Isabella teased. “And it wasn’t pain!” 
 
    Charlotte remembers liking it, longing for it. She needs that again but remained real quiet. 
 
    “I thought so,” Isabella laughed. “Every woman’s dream, right? What could be better than having a new man whenever you felt the urge, with full permission of your husband? I sometimes get soaking wet when I think about it. Charlie, you know how long it’s been since I got wet just thinking about making love to Max?” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “A very long time. Don’t misunderstand, I enjoy making love to him. We still do it several times a month, but a new cock… someone that would romance me… or take me roughly in ways Max can’t… or won’t… so many options… I am shivering here just thinking about it. Remember that guy in English Lit with the long ponytail. All the girls were lusting after?” 
 
    “Desmond, or something, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Thanks. I was struggling to remember his name. That guy fucked me so often one weekend, I had trouble standing…” 
 
    “I didn’t know that.” 
 
    “That was the weekend you and lover boy went to that rally in Washington.” 
 
    “So, you had the entire weekend in the dorm to yourself. Clever girl…” 
 
    “There’s a guy just like him that works in Operations. I have been using him as my idea as first candidate.” 
 
    “Jesus, Izzy… you might do it?” 
 
    “Crazy, huh…” 
 
    Isabella did not miss Charlotte’s flush face. “Would it upset you if I did?” Isabella asked. 
 
    “No, Izzy, that’s not the issue. It’s just too close to home. Can I make a confession?” Charlotte asked, her own tone turning suddenly serious. “Quinn and I have been struggling in the bedroom lately. Well… for several years, really. Truthfully, for our entire marriage. He cums quickly. They call it ‘premature ejaculation.’ One or two thrusts and he’s done.” 
 
    “Shit…” Isabella said. 
 
    “I haven’t cum with him inside me for years… Please don’t say anything to Max about it, I don’t want Quinn to be embarrassed.” 
 
    “Really? You haven’t cum in years?” 
 
    “No, it’s not that bad,” Charlotte assured her. “He has developed very good oral skills, and I masturbate a lot, but no… not while he is hard inside me.” Charlotte buried her face in her hands, her own form of embarrassment showing. 
 
    Though she didn’t care. She needed to talk to someone about this. “I miss getting laid, Izzy. And it’s getting worse. Like my desire is growing stronger. I dream about picking some guy off the street just so he will take me. I see an attractive guy at a business meeting and fantasize about him throwing me on the table, ripping my pants off, and having his way. They have caught me daydreaming at meetings a couple times. Oh god, what am I going to do?” 
 
    “Sounds to me like we have the same solution.” 
 
    “What?” Charlotte laughed, “Oh no… making love to a stranger in front of Quinn? It would break his heart.” 
 
    “First, it doesn’t have to be in front of him. And second, how do you know what he will accept until you talk to him about it? Maybe he just wants you to be happy. He might not like it, might even consider it a compromise… But maybe… getting the satisfaction you need will be what he wants too. Hey, he’s a guy. He can beat off while you are doing it.” 
 
    “He actually mentioned my becoming something called a hotwife once, a couple weeks ago, after we had a major fight about it. I went to look it up. What Max wants is a hotwife too. I know Quinn wants me to be satisfied… I know he does… but making love with a strange man while he watches?” 
 
    “Just talk to him,” Isabella said. “Telling the other person what you need solves so many of life’s problems. Don’t you think? I’ll say this for Quinn. Smart guy, remarkably high emotional intelligence. He didn’t mention that to you unexpectedly. He mentioned that because he knew he can’t give you what you need. And… and here’s the critical part… he still loves you and doesn’t want to lose you over what he must see as his own inadequacies. It might not be his first choice, but it’s better than the alternative. You’re running around behind his back… He’s gotta be thinking about that.” 
 
    “I would never do that…” 
 
    “I know that… for now. How much longer can your virtue hold out? Sounds to me like he offered you a compromise that might work.” 
 
    “And you, did Max offer you a compromise that might work?” 
 
    “I don’t think of his offer as a compromise,” Isabella giggled softly. “The lust I heard in his voice was one of genuine desire. I read a magazine article once where a guy, after 20 some years of marriage, confessed to his wife he wanted her to tie him up and whip his butt.” 
 
    “Oh god… he just discovered that after 20 years together?” 
 
    “No, Charlie, here’s the point, and one true for Max as well, I think… It took that guy 20 years to get up the courage to ask; enough courage, at least, to trust her with his deepest secret. Imagine the trust that took? Max apparently has wanted to ask me this for years, but just never felt he could. His asking was a great leap forward in our relationship. He was secure enough to let his secret out. Maybe… your Quinn did the same. He might like it himself, like Max, or he may see your marriage in real danger and offered this to save it. I wouldn’t reject it out of hand.” Then she winked at Charlotte. “You might actually like the fun that comes with it.” 
 
    “You are such a loose woman,” Charlotte laughed, gently ribbing her friend. 
 
    “Hey, why not? If he’s giving me permission, might as well have some fun, right?”

  

 
   
    3 / Charlie Makes A Decision 
 
    The rest of the week, Charlotte was consumed with this question. Could she do that? Go out on Quinn, with or without his permission? The answer in the past had always been a resolute NO. She dedicated her life to her family and her husband. Becoming an ex-wife did not appeal to her, no matter how many hard shafts might come with the title. 
 
    She knew the reality of being the ex-wife is often worse than the marriage. She knew several ex-wives. A few ended up with a replacement guy that was better than the husband. Many… far too many… ended up lonely or in a string of loser relationships that went nowhere, constantly hunting on dating sites. Charlotte knew she might get laid occasionally, but there would likely be a lot of time spent by herself in front of a TV. 
 
    Plus, she genuinely loved Quinn. She did not want to divorce him, to live without all the other things she loved about him. Maybe this was the right compromise for everyone. Still… fucking someone else after all these years? She couldn’t imagine her mother choosing this as a compromise to save her marriage! 
 
    She started doing research on hotwives, cuckolds and the lifestyle these represented. The hotwife was the woman who went out to have sex outside the home, with the husband’s permission. The cuckold was the husband of the hotwife. The guy providing the cock called a bull. Some couples just allowed the wife to go out, have sex outside the home, then come home. Others did the same, but required the wife to tell the cuckold all about it. Some even had the cuckold join in. This was wife sharing, she thought, but wasn’t sure where to draw the line. Still others, the cuckold either liked to watch, or the bull and hotwife humiliated him by making fun of his small penis or inadequacies as a lover. 
 
    Almost all cuckolds remained true to their hotwife. Some of these even wore cages around their penis to symbolize the fact that only the hotwife had the key. She was not sure she could go for the humiliation side of the lifestyle. 
 
    In the end, they needed to talk about it. Thursday evening, she asked Quinn if he would like to meet her for dinner at Tomasino’s after work on Friday. He always loved that place. It had tasty food with attentive waiters with tables spaced far enough apart that they could have an intimate discussion without being overheard. Quinn said that would be great. Since she would already be downtown at the office, he would take an Uber in and then drive back with her. 
 
    All day Friday, she made little progress on any account. Her assistant, Amelia, kept asking her if she could help with anything. Typically, Charlotte was peppering her with urgent tasks that just had to be done right away. Her self-absorption must have made Amelia think something was wrong. And she would not have been far off. Something was wrong. Charlotte just wasn’t sure the plan she had developed would be the right answer. 
 
    She was going to be ready either way. For their Friday night ‘date’, she wore a slightly racy dress to the office. Even chose one with some cleavage. She got several looks from guys in the office that day, even from a couple of her fellow partners. That was kind of exciting, she thought, though she knew that men in this office could NEVER be on her list of candidates. There was a client from Cincinnati she would definitely consider. This guy was tall, handsome, sexy, and carried himself in such a way… she just knew he would be an excellent lover. She got wet every time they had a review. Still, she knew mixing business with pleasure was always a danger. 
 
    What are you thinking, you slut, she laughed to herself? She was acting like some teenager that just discovered she had boobs and that the boys liked them. 
 
    Truth was, she could no longer deny it. The more she thought of it, she knew she really was a slut. Wanted to be one, at least, if ever given the chance. She had been masturbating to fantasies about picking up guys ever since the conversation with Isabella. It had been so long since a guy had hammered her into screaming bliss. She worried she might not like it as much as the fantasy. That thought made her laugh. No, she knew that wasn’t it. The risk was in the opposite direction. She would like it too much. She was certain of that. 
 
    She got to the restaurant early, before Quinn, so she could have her back to the windows. She did not want him to broadcast his unhappiness to the entire restaurant if his reaction went badly. 
 
    When she saw him walk in, her heart skipped a beat as she waved to him. That man still does it to me, she thought. How can I still love him this much and yet tell him I am going to sleep around… The shock of that thought was total. Suddenly, she knew. The uncertainty lifted. Decision made. 
 
    She would not give him a choice. She needed to get laid. She needed it badly. He was going to accept that or… certain about this now… they would not make it as a couple, anyway. Running around behind his back had never been acceptable in the past, but the bleak future she saw made even that drastic measure look appealing. 
 
    She got up, hugging him as he approached. “Didn’t have any trouble getting a car?” 
 
    They spoke of events of the day, items in the news, that trip to Yellowstone they had been planning, the big client she had been pitching. All this time, Charlotte looked for the opportunity to drop her hard line. 
 
    Increasingly, she knew down to her very bones that this was going to be the only choice for her. She was going to get laid or else. She sincerely hoped it didn’t come to that. 
 
    After they had delivered the meals, the conversation paused while they started eating. That was her break. “Quinn, remember when you asked me if I wanted to become a hotwife? Were you serious?” 
 
    Quinn about choked on his food. “Yes, of course. Why? You want to become one?” 
 
    “Been thinking about it.” 
 
    “You have… really?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, my love, but the frustration is getting too strong. Would that upset you if I found another man?” 
 
    His face was getting flush. She could see the sweat forming on his brow as he calculated how to respond. Should he tell her… about his desire… “Truth is, I just said it because you were so angry that night. I didn’t want you sleeping in another room or moving out of the house.” 
 
    “So, that’s a no, then. You didn’t really mean it.” 
 
    “No… no… I didn’t say that.” He was scrambling now. Unsure where this conversation was going… how much he should say. “It was just a response of desperation.” 
 
    “So… you’re not desperate now?” 
 
    “I didn’t say that… why are you twisting my words around?” 
 
    “Ok, let’s start over. I want genuine answers, no hedges with outs. Were you serious about my having your permission to become a hotwife?” 
 
    “I didn’t mean…” 
 
    She cut him off this time, forcefully. “I need an answer. You can explain, but that is basically a yes or no question. Yes, I have your permission to become a hotwife, or no, you didn’t really mean it. Those are the two allowed responses.” 
 
    “Jesus, Charlie. What’s gotten into you? This is kind of hard line, isn’t it? You’re going outside is a tough issue, one with all kinds of ramifications. The complexities involved are…” 
 
    “No,” she cut in again. “Not so complicated. I do not want to have an affair behind your back. That has never been acceptable to me, but I have needs that are growing. So that leaves us with only two options. I become a hotwife or we break up. I’m sorry if this hurts your feelings, Quinn, but we both know you cannot satisfy my needs.” 
 
    “Jesus… you’re not letting me down easy, are you?” Anger flared in his eyes, the full implications of her comments finally seeping into his heart. His razor-sharp mind was already looking three and four steps ahead. “I guess it had to come to this eventually, didn’t it? Especially after dropping Alia at school. I just didn’t think it would happen so quickly.” That anger was turning into bitterness, a deep rage that she knew would simmer for a long time. 
 
    Then he said, “Let me see if I have the choices down correctly. You get to fuck whoever you want, with my forced approval? Or I can find another place to live. Does that about sum up the options?” 
 
    “At their most extreme,” Charlotte said. She was trying to soften the blow. “Those are the choices. But there are a lot of options in-between. I have been reading about the hotwife lifestyle… after your suggestion, I might add. The options you offered leave out many other possibilities. Yes, I can go out and find a lover when I want, but I can also come home and tell you all about it. Or I can make it with the guy right in front of you. Or you can join in on the action while he takes me. Any of those…” 
 
    “Jesus, Char. I cannot believe you are bringing this up. Watching you make it with someone right in front of me, knowing I can’t do the same thing this guy is doing? The humiliation alone…” The slump in his shoulders returned. He looked at her like a little boy who just understood he had to take that horrible medicine. 
 
    “I really don’t have an option, do I?” His stare was hard, full of the limited options he clearly understood. She had to stay strong, she thought, stay forceful. 
 
    “I’m sorry, my love. Do not mistake what is happening here. I love you… love you very much… I do not want to get divorced or live away from you. But none of that matters now. I cannot be celibate! That is no longer acceptable to me. I need to get laid. You cannot do that. Rightly or wrongly, we will both have to compromise here. I compromise by being forced to look elsewhere to be satisfied. I would prefer to be fucked by my husband, but that is not available. So, your compromise is allowing me to do that.” 
 
    The tears forming in his eyes almost broke Charlotte’s resolve. Maybe we can put this off a little longer, she thought. I don’t want to break his heart. She could see it in those eyes, the anguish of his own failures, the knowledge that this situation was his doing, the pain of knowing the only option that would keep his family together. 
 
    She was so close. Should he tell her? Help her make that choice… for both of them? “Yes, my love. I want you to,” he finally said. “I have always wanted to watch you in action. I did before, you know…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Billie allowed me to watch you and he go at it… in his room.” 
 
    “Jesus, Quinn. You’re serious? Why didn’t you ever tell me?” 
 
    “I don’t know Char. Embarrassed, maybe. Afraid you would think I was too weird. If you are willing, I would love for you to become my hotwife. Fills me with terror, jealousy, and arousal in a mix that is overpowering sometimes, but always… well, I get so hard. I do. But to drop it on me like this… with no choices, or options…” She was forcing this on me too quickly, with no feeling, he thought. Anger flared in his mind. 
 
    “I need it. I’m sorry,” she said. This statement flat. Certain. 
 
    He stood up suddenly, an anger flashing in his eyes. The flash was fierce, daggers of hatred crystal clear. “You fucking, bitch. You have left me with only one choice, and you know it. Ok. I give it. You go fuck who you want. I give my approval. Now where’s the car? You can take the Uber this time. I am going home. If you decide to come back… IF you decide to come back… you can tell me how it went.”  
 
    She told him where she had parked, and he walked out without saying another word. She could see the incredulous stares of the surrounding people. She didn’t care. Permission granted! She would live with the consequences. Right now, she was going to Tomasino’s Bar. She had heard that visiting businessmen would often come there to see if they could score. She wanted to be fucked until she could not walk straight.

  

 
   
    4 / Visiting the T-Bar 
 
    That walk down the hall to the Bar was one of the most exciting and nerve-racking choices Charlotte had ever made. She knew why she was going, but she also knew this was the last step. A one-way trip. It would forever change her relationship with Quinn if she went to a hotel room with a stranger. Yet, she also knew if she didn’t, they would have no future, anyway.  
 
    Funny how that works. She knew their love together was strong enough to withstand her having sex outside, but not strong enough for her to give up ever having sex again. She knew that last for certain. 
 
    The shock of entering the loud bar was jarring to her. She had been in the T-Bar multiple times for business drinks, but never this late at night, and never by herself. Tomasino’s Restaurant was classic upscale Italian, with servers in white-aproned uniforms and starched jackets, white table clothes and great food. Tomasino’s Bar was an entirely different animal. It was in a different section of the same building and she knew the owner’s cousin ran it separately. 
 
    No one wanted to say a complicated name like The Tomasino’s Bar & Grill, so everyone in town quickly came to call it just the T-Bar. Like Tomasino’s Restaurant, the owner was going for old-school elegance. Done in a classic New York style, with a dark wood bar counter and mirrored wall behind the register with racks of bottles in front. They were renowned for their wide whiskey collection and the number of unique mixed drink combinations they could do for patrons. The lighting was subdued and booths a matching dark wood with red leather, supplying a very intimate setting for couples and friends to get together. On weekends, they had a DJ for a lively dance floor. 
 
    Over the last few years, the T-Bar had become the preferred gathering place for young professionals, a place where networking and liaisons both happened with regularity. It was also located right across the street from one of the major business hotels in town, so always seemed to have a generous share of visiting business executives as regular customers. Charlotte hoped that one of those businessmen would look for some company tonight. 
 
    While she admitted she was no longer as young as many of the patrons, she knew her looks were of a certain type that would attract male attention, especially with the ample cleavage and legs this dress had on display. A DJ was already cranking up the sound and the bar almost full when she arrived. Luckily, she snagged a spot away from the music. 
 
    She ordered a cosmopolitan, then turned to survey the room. No question, the T-Bar did a booming business. Every booth was full, the dance floor jammed, and even the bar area was filling up. 
 
    Over the course of the next couple hours, she spoke with several guys, had some drinks given to her, even danced a few times, but her heart wasn’t in it. All she could think about was Quinn and what this was surely doing to him. Does he really want me to do this? Or is it just me? 
 
    Then she made a choice, which turned it around for them both. She took a few pics of the bar and the dance floor, even a selfie that showed some cleavage, then sent Quinn a text with the pics. 
 
    [Charlotte]: No luck so far. 
 
    She wondered if he would even respond. His response came moments later. 
 
    [Quinn]: Not even any nibbles?
[Charlotte]: two guys bought drinks. Yuck!
[Quinn]: Not even any dancing?
[Charlotte]: Been around the floor a few times. Heart not in it.
[Quinn]: Why?
[Charlotte]: Can’t get my mind off you, babe.
[Quinn]: You need this. Go for it.
[Charlotte]: You saying I should go ahead?
[Quinn]: Go bathroom, take bra panties off. Get you in mood.
[Charlotte]: OK. I’ll send pics. 
 
    She walked into the bathroom stall, pulling her bra and panties off. She pulled her dress up and took a picture of her sex. She always kept it trimmed. Then exposed her nipples, showing the lack of covering. Sent the pics to Quinn.  
 
    [Quinn]: You should have shaved below.
[Charlotte]: Maybe you can next time?
[Quinn]: Love to. Happy hunting. 
 
    She stared at the screen for a long moment. Love to? Was he encouraging her to go for it? She could feel the sudden moisture forming down below. On the way out, she looked at herself in the mirror. You could hardly tell there were garments missing, but inside, she felt entirely different. No longer the morose woman trying to find her way in an unfamiliar landscape. This Charlie was a hunter ready to land some big game. 
 
    When she got back to the bar, she was glad Quinn had suggested the change. There was a guy sitting in her seat. He was a large man, well over six feet, looked like some kind of salesman. He looked at her, noticing her surprise. 
 
    “Oh, sorry, was this your seat?” 
 
    “Yes, I just went to the restroom. Do you mind?” 
 
    “Please. May I join you? The name’s Henry,” holding out his hand in a friendly handshake. She took it, inviting him to stay. When he stood up, her pussy clinched. His pants were relatively tight, and she could see the definition of his bulge. He was not even hard, yet it still stretched his slacks. 
 
    She reached for the remains of her drink; Henry immediately tapped for the bartender to bring her another. The next hour, they talked of introductions. He was an industrial goods salesman in town for a round of meetings, spending the weekend to attend a baseball game with a colleague. He was discrete in asking her questions. She caught him looking at her wedding band during their discussion. 
 
    He asked her to dance on a slow number. She agreed. He took her in his arms, holding her tight as they drifted. She could feel the press of his growing member, but she did not shy away. When the pace of the music picked up for the next song, Henry swung her around, holding her against him. She ground her hip into his crotch, while he reached around her, arms across her breasts. She recognized this move from college. The position covered her breasts, leaving his hands free to touch on the edges. He quickly discovered her lack of undergarment and became bolder, gently squeezing her nipples. 
 
    By the third song, he was not interested in dancing any longer. They went back to the bar. She chatted while he finished his drink. At some point, he was turning away, and she could take a quick picture of him, sending it to Quinn. 
 
    [Charlotte]: Found one. Wish me luck. 
 
    [Quinn]: Hope he has what you need. 
 
    That last tore at her heart, but he was right. She really needed this. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    “Want to go up to my room across the street?” he finally asked. 
 
    “Thought you would never ask,” Charlotte replied. 
 
    On the way over, they held hands and continued their gentle chatter, but Charlotte’s heart was pounding. This was it. Her first chance at real intercourse in over 20 years. He did not wait for the room. By the time they got in the elevator, he was all over her. Kissing, driving his tongue into her mouth. She gave herself to him eagerly, returning his passion with her own. He noticed. 
 
    The room was pleasant, but she did not care. As soon as the door closed, she was unbuckling his pants and helping him get the shirt off. Hers was much simpler. He undid the zipper on the back. The dress fell to the floor. She was now totally naked in front of a man, not Quinn. Her nipples were almost painful, they were so rigid. Her sex throbbing with desire. It had been so long.  
 
    He finished removing his pants while they made their way to the bedroom, stopping just at the side of the bed. He turned to her slowly, only his underwear now separating him from her desire. “Take them off me. I am ready to give you what you clearly want.” 
 
    She got to her knees in front of him, dragging them down. His shaft popped out as she gripped it with her fist. God almighty, she thought! Not so much huge, but hard and ready. She looked up into his eyes, her hunger now almost overwhelming her. 
 
    “Please take me. Right now! I don’t want to wait any longer.” 
 
    “My pleasure,” Henry said.  
 
    She crawled onto the bed, laying on her back, legs and arms open in welcome. He fell on top of her. No checking if she was wet or making it easy. He pressed his manhood against her a little to gather moisture, then rammed it home. Charlotte gasped with the pleasure. 
 
    “Oh god… I have waited for this so long…” 
 
    He did not know what that meant, but was not wasting any attention on it. He was delivering her desire with each thrust. She had gotten so used to the quick disappointment with Quinn that she felt herself tensing as the first few moments went by, preparing for the letdown. When he kept going and going, she finally released all those years of tension in one massive orgasm. Her scream of release was so strong it startled Henry. 
 
    “Oh… that feels so good…” 
 
    He just chuckled and went back to giving her what she wanted. After a while, he pulled out. She whimpered in protest at the sudden withdrawal, but he wasn’t near finished. Henry got on his back, inviting her to put him inside with her on top. She had never done this with Quinn. She scrambled up his legs, impaling herself on his still hard rod, grinding her clit against him. She came again, this time even stronger. He reached up to fondle her breasts, getting more aggressive as her moans told him she loved his roughness. 
 
    She ground herself on his shaft, milking her pleasure. So good, she thought. How I have missed this! 
 
    His first release came almost 15 minutes later. By that time, she had cum multiple times, collapsing on top of him. As he softened, he wrapped his arms around her, gently rolling her onto his side, continuing to stroke her. “Seems like it’s been a while for you.” 
 
    “A long while,” was her only reply. She was still trying to catch her breath. 
 
    “Want to tell me about it?” he asked. 
 
    “My husband has performance issues. We finally agreed tonight that I could become a hotwife, with his permission.” 
 
    “That explains the ring,” Henry chuckled. “Well, babe, tonight I am yours as long as you want me.” And he meant it. They went at it for almost two hours. He came four times, and she loved feeling him grow hard again in her mouth as she encouraged another go. 
 
    Finally, he was exhausted. When she tried to put him in her mouth another time, he pushed her away. “I’m done. You are insatiable! Need to take a break, babe.” She was dripping cum from the first three times. The last time, he blasted what remained all over her face, then scooped each white pearl with his finger, feeding it into her mouth. 
 
    They lay naked on the bed. The pleasure of their repeated couplings settling into the warmth of the room. She had never felt such sexual satisfaction. 
 
    “Why did you stay with him so long?” Henry asked. “Not sure I would have.” 
 
    “I love him, still do. We have two kids and are compatible in every other way.” 
 
    “Every way but one…” 
 
    “Yes… all but one,” she shook her head. Why did it have to be THIS one? She thought to herself. I so need to feel that hardness in me again and again. She looked over at the clock on the nightstand. Past midnight already. She cuddled in close to him. She would love to stay the night and make it again in the morning, but for the first time out, that would probably be too much. There was already going to be some serious difficulties when she got home. 
 
    “You mentioned you were a hotwife. What does that mean?” 
 
    Charlotte explained to him about their hotwife agreement, that she would come home and tell her husband everything that happened. How she would offer a blowjob or something like that for his relief. 
 
    “Frankly, I don’t know how he is going to react when I get there. This is our first time.” 
 
    “I’m glad you chose me for your first. You had a lot of pent-up desire. Been a long time since I have cum so often in one night,” he chuckled. “I come to town semi-regularly, maybe 3-4 times a year. Maybe we can make this a regular thing.” 
 
    “I would like that, though we are so new at this, not sure what his feelings will be about a regular partner. He might find it too threatening.” 
 
    “Whatever… We had fun discovering each other’s likes and desires, but doing this over and over? I remember during the whole 9/11 deal. One comedian was talking about the terrorists getting 70 virgins when they killed themselves. The comedian said he wasn’t too excited about that. After the first 4 or 5, he would want a pro!” 
 
    Charlotte burst out laughing. “He actually said that on national TV?” 
 
    “He did, but the guy had a point for you, I think. One-night stands might be safer for your marriage, but they will get boring. You know, like rock stars that have girls constantly throwing themselves at them but end up getting a steady girlfriend. The constant newness wears at you.” 
 
    “Then why are you here with me?”  
 
    “You were worth every minute. No boredom here, but you’re the exception. I pickup women every once in a while, when on the road. Not very often. Mainly because the pickup process is so convoluted. Our meeting was so easy. Don’t take this the wrong way,” he chuckled, “but you were a motivated buyer.” 
 
    “Yes, I was,” she laughed along. “Saw that bulge in your slacks and wanted some of that.” 
 
    “It showed the entire night. That’s why it was so great. You were open to everything and anything. I liked that. Made for a fun time for us both. Most women have extremely specific requirements, want to be treated in a certain way which is different for every one of them. They do this, don’t do that. Half the time you are together is trying to define the rules of engagement. Again, gets boring over and over.” 
 
    “I will have to talk to him about it. This is so new; we haven’t defined our own… what did you call them? Rules of engagement?” 
 
    “A phrase from my military days. Means defining how strong you are going to be with the enemy. Blow everything up in the area, including all people? Or selective pick-off of specific players.” 
 
    “Well,” she said, finally, “my rules of engagement mean I have to get home now. It’ll be after one before I get there. Let me put my phone number in your cell. Then you can text me yours. We’ll see about the future. Tonight was certainly fun.” 
 
    “By the way, would you be willing to have him there… in the room?” 
 
    “Sure, why not? He can even take part. I have heard some cuckolds like to eat the cum out of their wives after it’s over. Sounds nasty to me, but who am I to tell them what to do. I just want to fuck their wives!”

  

 
   
    5 / Quinn Comes Home Alone 
 
    Quinn slammed his fist on the side of the building as he left, rage consuming him. He couldn’t believe what that bitch was doing to him. He didn’t deserve to be treated like this after 20 years together. 
 
    Christ almighty, how could this have happened? What was he thinking even to have suggested it? Now, he’s going to not only lose his wife, but probably his family as well. She was much closer to the kids. They would almost certainly side with her in any breakup. 
 
    He kept hitting the key fob for the car, constantly flashing the lights. That will show her, he scoffed at himself, though laughing inside. What did the fob have to do with it? 
 
    When he got to the car, he sat down in the driver’s seat and cried. When it was all said and done, he knew who was at fault. He knew their relationship was going to come to this eventually, but he did not know what to do about it. 
 
    He loved his wife more than anything else in the world. He knew that like he breathed. She was part of his very soul. He wanted her to be happy. He wanted her to have what she needed. Regrettably, he also knew that what she needed, he could not provide. No matter how hard he tried. But his hidden desire to watch kept creeping into his mind, the hardness growing below. 
 
    He put the car in gear and headed for home. Each mile that went by, he grew more despondent about what his life was going to be like when this was over. What if she really found someone? Coming home drenched in the smell of sex? He just didn’t know how to handle his rage. Rage at himself. Rage at his own inadequacies. 
 
    But the desire. A long-buried memory of college suddenly came to life. He was at a party. This was the first time he had seen Charlotte, but they did not officially meet until a few weeks later. 
 
    Charlotte was hanging with her friend Isabella at a party of a mutual friend, Billie Nichols. Charlie was Billie’s ‘friend with benefits’, he thought they called it today. Isabella was quite a freethinker in college. One of her regular partners was Billie’s housemate, Noah. So, whenever Charlotte would come to the house with Isabella, they would pair up. When Isabella would inevitably go upstairs with Noah, Charlie would pair up with Billie. They were not together, really. Billie was a baseball player and not too bright, but he was very fit. A big guy and had a cock he knew how to use. 
 
    Quinn had taken Billie under his wing in a computer programming class the previous term, helping him get through the course with a barely passing grade. Inexplicably, a friendship emerged. This thing with Charlotte was a regular arrangement that Billie had told Quinn about. They decided to have some fun. 
 
    For this party, he had arranged for Quinn to watch. When they went upstairs, Billie left his bedroom door open slightly, giving Quinn a signal on their way up. 
 
    After 10 minutes, Quinn crept upstairs as quietly as he could. Billie had left the bed light on for Quinn. By the time he got up there, Billie was lying on his back and Charlie was on top, grinding her pussy onto his cock, her breasts pillowed on his chest. She was moaning with the pleasure. Billie saw him at the door, gave him a wink, then really started hammering into her, lancing himself up with force. Charlotte’s moans became more intense as she milked the pole, finding a welcome home. 
 
    This electrified Quinn. His cock was throbbing with desire, harder than he could ever remember. Listening to her moans while actually watching the cock splitting her pussy was like nothing he had ever experienced. Quinn pulled his cock out and beat off in the hallway. He was rigid and alive with the thrill of watching Billie take this girl. 
 
    After that, Billie and Quinn had an arrangement. Charlotte was not even close to exclusive with Billie. Whenever Billie knew he would have a girl in his room, he would tell Quinn about it. Quinn would sneak up to the door and watch them making it. One time, Billie even had him hide in the closet so he could watch closer. Almost got caught that time. He was so excited he made a noise when he came in his hand. The girl heard something and jerked. Billie assured her she was hearing things. They went back to it. 
 
    Quinn stopped their arrangement after that. He didn’t want to get caught and kicked out of school. 
 
    These long-forgotten memories came back to him as he thought about the guy and Charlie. They consumed him. His mind listening to her moaning as the cock violated her married pussy. His excitement grew with each minute that passed. He knew she really liked sex. Despite his own issues, she had cum many times with his tongue and hands. He imagined her screaming her release while the guy slammed into her, could almost visualize what they were doing.  
 
    But the emotional always held him back. He didn’t know how he would react. Wasn’t he supposed to be jealous about being pushed aside in favor of another man? Isn’t he supposed to take care of his wife, to have her cherish him? She always had before! He had been true to her all these years. Didn’t he at least deserve some love in return? 
 
    But in the end, it all came back to him being the weak link. He remembered watching a documentary one time about a family where the soldier went off to war and came back a quadriplegic. The wife stayed with him afterward and took care of him until he died 12 years later. He was awake, just could not move. 
 
    The wife would go out, had several long-term boyfriends, but remained his primary caregiver until he died. She had sex with all these guys, even came home and told him about them, several times bringing them home to do it in front of him. It was just a matter of real life intruding on theory. She had needs. Her husband was never again going to satisfy them. So, they had a deal. She found other outlets, but maintained her deep love for him. 
 
    Maybe that’s the way he needed to be, Quinn thought. He simply could not provide what she needed. He knew that, had known it for a long time. Her inability to cum because of him added up to a complex system needing a resolution. He knew their relationship was going to come to this, eventually. He just wished he wasn’t having to deal with it right now! 
 
    As he approached the house, opening the garage door, he knew he was going to have to come to terms with her desire. He loved her with all his heart and knew she had these needs that he could not satisfy. If he wanted her to be happy, she required an outlet. If they were to stay together. It seemed selfish to him, all the sudden, to keep her from it. Not that he has much choice now, he chuckled to himself.  
 
    He also understood that practical realities were now in play, which contributed to his insecurities. Yes, he can allow her to go out and get fucked occasionally, but what if she finds somebody she really likes and wants to do it with them all the time? How would that be? Could their marriage survive that? What if she told him she wanted to go to that person full time? Shit… so many possible junction points. 
 
    He was so used to dealing with complex systems analysis that he knew all these variables could cause the thing to spin out of control suddenly and catastrophically. What they required was to figure out some basic rules of the road. Some things they can agree are ok and some that are not. 
 
    He did not mind her occasionally going out to a club, picking up somebody to fuck her, but a steady friend or a stable of guys on the side? The emotional risk of this arrangement is likely to be difficult for everyone. He knew for certain he would struggle to handle that deal. 
 
    Still, his throbbing cock at the thought of her moaning… her thrashing on Billie’s pole… 
 
    The first thing he did when he got home was to take a shower. He needed to wash off all these dirty thoughts from his mind. After that, he went down to the computer, as is his wont, always a techno-geek, and did research. He loved Google. He went through discussions on hotwives and cuckolds, looked at lifestyle sites, examined acceptable protocols and thought about what he could accept. 
 
    He found a couple websites where others in the hotwife lifestyle discussed what it was like. Man, oh man, there were all kinds of people in this world. He concluded the lifestyle is more common than he thought. Soon, he popped over to some porn sites and searched on hotwife. There were thousands of videos. He now realized there are many people living, or at least fantasizing, about the hotwife lifestyle. 
 
    The challenge he faced was simple: he was no longer involved in the decision. She was going there, with or without him. What was HE going to do when she comes home? Let’s say she comes home at 2 in the morning, completely covered with sweat from having sex for hours. What was he going to do? How would he handle that? He genuinely didn’t have a clue. But his cock throbbed at the very idea… 
 
    Then his phone beeped. The text message came with a picture of her at the bar, showing him some cleavage. He didn’t know what to do. She wanted him to be part of the process? Of her finding a boyfriend? How can she expect that of him? And how can he be so hungry to do that very thing? 
 
    Then something suddenly snapped inside him. Don’t be a jerk, he said to himself. She needs this. And he knew why. If they break up because of it, they probably would have broken up, anyway. She could not go on without sexual relief and he wasn’t able to provide it. 
 
    Then another something snapped. His own desire. It may be weird, it may threaten their marriage, but he WANTS to watch her, feel that rush of his own wife being taken by a stranger. He wanted to hear those moans of her pleasure. 
 
    So, he pushed the play along, encouraged it even. Give advice when needed. 
 
    How far down Alice’s rabbit hole was he willing to go? He thought to himself. Ok, you told her to take the panties off to get her out of her funk, but shaving her to prep for another guy? Helping her choose outfits, coaching her on what to say or do? His chest was pounding at the very thought of this. So exciting. 
 
    Then another pic came, her bare pussy. She was going for it now. Moments later, the pic of the guy. Well, he supposed if she were going to do it, this would be the guy. Tall, handsome, probably has an enormous package as well. He just hoped the guy gives her what she needs. 
 
    Suddenly, he looked down at his crotch. Yes, he wanted this. That truth soaked deep into his core. He was hard as a rock. Hard as he could ever remember. He wanted his own wife to be fucked by this guy. He started beating himself off, pulling his pants down, and he didn’t even cum quickly! 
 
    He was so aroused, he couldn’t think of anything else but the image of his wife with her legs spread. The guy in the picture was driving himself into her. That was certainly an erotic image. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to watch her doing it. 
 
    The thing about Charlie. She is very enthusiastic about sex. Really enjoys it. He would often eat her after his pathetic offering failed to satisfy. He would enjoy watching her reach orgasm. What would it be like to watch her do that while a hard cock was driving into her? Holy shit, he was tingling. He was already getting hard again. 
 
    He went back to his research. He guessed, considering the number of articles and stories, that there are a lot of guys that get off on this stuff. Though he knew there was also something about humiliation. And he could understand that. After all, she was only there because of him. It IS humiliating in almost every way imaginable. Still, seeing her have that much pleasure, that much joy in her life. What’s not to like about THAT? He wanted her to be happy, to have that joy. 
 
    If he couldn’t do it for her, then he was glad she could find someone else who can.

  

 
   
    6 / Afterglow 
 
    He was still doing research in his office when he heard the front door open. He scrambled to get his gym shorts back on, but his cock was still protruding out of his shorts. He looked at the clock. Shit, it was 1:30. 
 
    He walked into the living room and there she was… staring at him. Her dress disheveled, hair flying all over, make-up dripping down her face. A sudden realization struck him. She had done it. Gotten fucked and fucked hard. 
 
    “You look a little worn out,” he chuckled. “Hope you had a good time.” 
 
    She looked down at his pants, which were still sticking out with his swollen erection. “Looks like you’ve been having a good time, too.” 
 
    “I have wanted you to do this for so long… This whole situation has really turned me on. I’ve been hard like this for almost an hour, while I have been waiting for you.” 
 
    “Maybe we should go up and see how long it stays that way,” she laughed, grabbing his cock down the inside of his shorts. 
 
    “Are you going to tell me about it?” Quinn asked. 
 
    “I will tell you everything,” she said, as they made their way to the bedroom, “every detail, every insertion. I will give you as much as you want.” 
 
    He pulled his shorts down, laid himself on the bed, and she simply attacked his cock with her mouth. Burying him down her throat as far as it would go. He couldn’t remember the last time she did that. She sucked him with abandon. Before he even came close to cumming, she pulled her dress off. Still no panties or bra. She got on top and pushed him inside her. 
 
    Oh my God, he said to himself. This is so fucking hot! 
 
    She pumped away. He knew he would cum any second… steeled himself for her disappointment… but he didn’t. He held on longer than he ever had before. She was panting. What was going on here? 
 
    He could feel the moisture inside her from the other guy. It just made him harder. Finally, he could not hold on any longer. She screamed at her own climax as he exploded inside her. This is the first time they had cum together that he could ever remember. She was slamming herself down onto him, crying out, “oh my god… Quinn… Quinn…” She cried out her orgasmic bliss, finally collapsing on top of him. The smell of sex coated his nostrils. He could smell the other guy all over her. 
 
    She was gasping for breath, holding him tight, whimpering, as she rolled to his side. She needed this. She knew that now. And she knew she owed it all to him. He gave this to her, gave her the freedom she wanted, even needed. 
 
    “Thank you, my love,” she said, in-between gasps for breath. “Thank you. I so needed that and now home to this! You have made me the happiest woman in the world.” 
 
    She just laid down next to him and softly cried. She did not know it would turn out this great, not only with Henry, but now with Quinn, the genuine love of her life. 
 
    He stroked her hair, trying to identify all the odd smells. He got up, pushed her over on her back. He could see the swollen areas of her sex where the guy plundered her. He could see the minor scratches on her inner thigh where his body had been. And he could smell the spunk that was still in her. He doesn’t know why to this day, but he pushed his face in the middle of her slit, diving deep with his tongue. 
 
    She cried out, her head falling back on the pillow. “What are you… Quinn… Quinn.” And then she came hard. He could not remember a time she came like that. She was flopping on the bed, writhing at the power of his tongue as he scooped the remaining white pearls while he trashed her clit, bringing her to another powerful orgasm. 
 
    The taste of the cum was… not unpleasant… he actually quite enjoyed it. But here’s the real surprise. He was already hard again. Amazed at what was going on, but he didn’t want to miss an opportunity. He crawled up her body and slammed his cock into her. He had done nothing like this before. 
 
    She looked up at him and gave him an ‘oh thank you, my love’ smile that he had seldom seen in their lives together. He rammed into her repeatedly. He was going to last a long time, he could tell, and did not want to miss a second. It may not have been as long as Mr. Big, but he seemed to last long enough for her to moan with her own desire. The feeling of hearing her scream her release while he was inside… Shit! He could not hold on another second and blew another load. This one only minutes after the first one. 
 
    “Maybe we should have been doing this all along,” he said to her. “Looks like I really am a cuckold.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    They woke up the next morning feeling like a new couple, like they hadn’t felt since their honeymoon so many years before. They had discovered a new life together. All those plans for Yellowstone and travel now seemed to become vivid. More special, more attractive, as they stared at each other. He couldn’t believe how happy she seemed, so calm. 
 
    And last night! Holy shit! He actually held out until she came. How could that have been, after all these years? Thinking about her being taken that way really got him going. 
 
    When she opened her eyes, he could see the love in them, how much she felt at that moment. For him, for herself, and for them together. 
 
    She stared at him briefly, reached out to kiss him, then laid her head back down. Back to sleep, exhausted. I can’t wait to hear what happened, he said to himself. He must have fucked the shit out of her! 
 
    He got up, fixed some coffee, then went to his computer room. He looked at news of the day, caught up on some email. Just your typical Saturday morning, without kids to run around town. 
 
    A couple hours later, she came down to his office wearing a silky short robe he had never seen before. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” he said. “I really like that robe, especially when you have nothing on underneath.” 
 
    She spun in front of him. “You like?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Like it very much. But truth is, I like what’s inside much more…” He reached out to pinch a nipple. She giggled, pulling away from him. 
 
    She blushed and came up to hug him. “Hey stud, what got into you last night? You hammered into me. I so loved that!” 
 
    “I can’t explain it. I was hard almost the entire time you were with that guy. I could not get my cock to go down, imagining what you were doing and what was going on. I kept wondering how many times he was fucking you. It just drove me wild.” 
 
    “I’m glad it did. You making love to me put the perfect ending to the perfect evening. Do you want to hear about it?” 
 
    “Of course. I want to hear every detail.” 
 
    So, she told him. His name was Henry. How she met him at the bar. About going back to the hotel. About how many times he fucked her. How many times she came. And then, when she came home, the joy of having him so aroused, so open to her, so loving. 
 
    She reached over, holding his hand. “I want to apologize, my love. I was way too harsh on you at the restaurant. I know that now. It was unfair. I know it’s not your fault. I’ve always known that. But I needed this. And Henry delivered in a major way, just what I needed. And then to come home to that!” 
 
    She looked at him with genuine surprise on her face. “What happened while you were here?” she asked. “I was really shocked when I received your text replies. I was about to come home because I was so morose from what I had said to you. I didn’t want to hurt your feelings. I was so mad at myself for doing that. And then you told me to take my panties off! Changed my entire attitude. Shortly thereafter, I met Henry.” 
 
    “So, what now?” Quinn asked. “You had a fun time. Do you wanna do it again?” 
 
    “Oh yes. Maybe I’m getting the wrong signals here, but I think you want me to do it again. Do you?” 
 
    “That sure was fun last night. All night, my imagination was going wild, picturing what you were doing. Just like at Billie’s so many years ago. So exciting. Would you be willing to let me watch?” Quinn’s tone was nervous, a little uncertain about her reaction. She looked back at him, that same concern reflected on her face. 
 
    “Could you handle that?” 
 
    “Oh, God… I get so hard thinking about it. If I had any doubts… last night… I was so turned on when I wasn’t there. Watching you do it would sure be hot… I want that so much. I want to watch you scream with pleasure. I want to watch you take a gigantic cock and ride it until you cum over and over. I didn’t know it would be like this. Watching the real thing would be amazing.” 
 
    “What should we do now?” she asked. “Henry apparently comes to town three to four times a year. We can arrange something with him… He said he would be ok with your being there, even taking part.” 
 
    “You asked him?” Quinn asked. 
 
    “Of course. Your positive reaction is a surprise, but I wanted it so badly, I had to find out.” 
 
    “So, you want to make him a regular?” The concern clear in his voice. 
 
    “Only if it’s ok with you,” she tried to reassure him. “He understands our situation, has no interest in a long-term relationship, but likes to play occasionally. Might be ideal. We spent some time talking about the challenges of finding new partners each time you want to play. Somewhat exciting at first, but it requires constant negotiation of new rules. Better if you have already gone through all that. Can get right to the play.” 
 
    “But doesn’t it raise the relationship risk? Repeated sex with a few partners raises the risk of emotions emerging against current relationships. Namely, yours and mine.” 
 
    “I can’t imagine falling for someone because they have a nice dick, but I get your point. We’ll have to think about that.” The skepticism in her tone told him she really wanted to do it again with Henry. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    She clearly wanted to move to a new topic before this veered off in a dangerous direction. “Maybe you should use your vaunted online skills to line us up with a new partner. As many hotwife videos as there are out there, there must be a lot of guys that want to do this. Surely we can find some…” 
 
    “Ok… ok…” Quinn said. Her enthusiasm convincing him. “I’ll look. Do you have any preferences? You know. Large vs small cock, black vs white, large man vs small.” 
 
    “Not really,” she said. “My main preference is that I want them to dominate me. I want them to be in control. I really like that.” 
 
    Quinn looked at her, assessing what she said. “How come you never said that to me?” 
 
    “My love,” she reached out to touch his hand. “I know you mean well, but it’s just not in your personality. You could try to dominate me, but I would probably laugh more than it would turn me on. It’s not about you. It’s about the situation. And the control. You’re just not that kind of guy.” 
 
    The sudden worry on his face sent her into a deep belly laugh. “Come on, Quinn. I don’t want to live with these guys. I just want them to fuck me. You… I want to live with. You are a wonderful life partner. These are not that kind of guys.” 
 
    This did not settle Quinn’s concerns, she went on, “You’ve heard the saying that the reason prostitutes exist is that some things you just don’t want to do with your wife… maybe especially your wife. These guys… I want them to be controlling, rough, pushing, demanding and keep fucking me until I scream with the pleasure. Come on, Quinn. You know you’re just not gonna do that. You don’t have it in you.” 
 
    She reached out to touch him another time. “And I love that about you. The thrill of this experience is having them take me in uncontrolled ways. I definitely want it to be them for an occasional fuck, not you.” 
 
    Charlotte got up, refreshing their coffees. “So, let me think. What would I want?” she continued. “Without being too prejudiced, I would think construction workers, electrical lineman, athletes, that kind of thing. These are likely to give us the best bang for the buck. Make sense?” 
 
    Quinn just looked at her. Truth is, he always knew she was like this, always encouraging him to be rougher, but didn’t know she needed it this badly. That’s my fault, he thought to himself. I never gave you the chance to show me. 
 
    Over the next several weeks, he went into full research mode. Online services, websites involving hookups, local newspaper personal ads, the works. He was looking for the right combination that would deliver the guys for her needs. 
 
    Finally, he was ready. He came to her with three alternatives. One was a website which was specifically designed for sexual hookups. The other was a local weekly newspaper, which had a lot of personal ads. The last a website that was geared to hotwives and people that were interested in participating in that lifestyle. 
 
    One other thing he asked. “Do you want more than one?” 
 
    “More?” she asked.  
 
    “Well, you know. You like a lot of cock. I don’t know, maybe I’m not reading the right signals, but you want more. Maybe over one at a time is the right choice.” 
 
    She sat down in her chair, thinking. What does that mean? And then she thought about Henry. Four times in two hours, that’s got to be some kind of record. But she had wanted more. She tried to get him hard another time, but he pushed her away. He was too tired. If there were two, three or four cocks, she could have one in her every minute until she was so completely tired, she couldn’t continue. 
 
    She looked up at Quinn. “I’m open. Are there sites that specialize in group sex like that?” 
 
    “Yes, of course. The online service for hookups has an entire section for that. They do swingers, which is essentially a couple’s service for getting together for group sex where they swap partners. There’s also a section for gangbangs, where three or more will go after a girl at one time. Would you like that?” 
 
    She chuckled to herself. We have come a long way for him to ask that question. She thought. Before, it was the end of their marriage to consider doing any of it. Now he wants to know if I’m ok with a gangbang. She would have to think about that one, she told him. 
 
    They went through the choices, settled on the online hookup to go first. They had lots of choices there and narrowed it down to five guys that looked interesting. She gave them all a sign of interest, and they looked to see who responded. Three of the guys responded positively, but only two said that they would be ok with the husband watching. 
 
    They setup meets for both the following weekend. The idea was to meet them for a drink first, then schedule play after. 
 
    Quinn was glad to help Charlotte find what she needed. More than glad. She had gotten so excited about both getting the cock she wanted and the return-home sex that their relationship had never been better. They were spending more time together and enjoying that time more. 
 
    But he was under no illusions. He knew Charlotte was now ‘all in’ on being a hotwife. He was no longer even in the choice set. No matter how strong the apology she had given him, she made it clear at Tomasino’s that she was going to do this. No matter his approval. Since she really liked the experience with Henry and, as she had told him, she needed to get laid, it made sense that she was going to pursue this further. 
 
    He knew she would find another attractive candidate. Whether it involved Quinn made little difference. The question that worried him was whether she would tell him ahead of time, like with Henry, or whether she would play and tell him when she wanted to.

  

 
   
    7 / No Longer In Control 
 
    Before they could meet the new candidates, Charlotte faced a client emergency that caused her to fly off to Cincinnati late on a Thursday. One of Bright’s largest clients, Smithson Industries, had a public relations nightmare. One of their employees had raped and murdered a co-worker, then went on TV to blame the company for the deed. Management had allegedly been pushing him to do more, and he finally snapped. 
 
    The Director of Communications for Smithson, Eric Krieger, had called her in a panic. “Please come down here, Ms. Matheson. We have faced nothing like this. Order cancelations are pouring in, our own staff is threatening to quit if we don’t address the accusations. Smithson himself told me to get off my ass and respond to this!” 
 
    Charlotte flew down immediately. The goal was to develop an emergency response plan, work out talking points for the media, and put together some targeted ads to help keep the company’s orders from collapsing. She and Eric worked long hours for four straight days, many of them with the company’s legal counsel.  
 
    The major focus of the plan was to offer open and truthful updates to the media. Luckily, as the details emerged, the employee looked more like an opportunist than a victim; one who used the press to try for a softer sentence. The death penalty existed in Ohio, though the current governor has expressed opposition to the practice. Still, 56 executions had taken place since 1999. It became obvious quickly, as Charlotte and Eric developed their response, that the murderer did not want to be number 57. 
 
    There was another lucky break. The employee had been written up several times for harassing women, especially the one he murdered, and was fired two weeks before for the latest incident. The union had prevented his earlier dismissal. CEO Charles “Chucky” Smithson, Jr., son of the founder, had dutifully issued the daily press briefings written by Eric and Charlotte. In the end, no ads were needed. The order cancelations stopped once it became clear the company had acted responsibly in dealing with the situation. 
 
    Late Sunday afternoon, Eric invited Charlotte out for dinner. The crisis appeared to be over, and Eric wanted to thank her for the advice and guidance she had worked so hard to provide. The invitation seemed very innocent, but that’s not what Charlotte was feeling inside. Her attraction to Eric had only grown after the long hours under very trying circumstances. A genuine bond had formed between them. 
 
    As she took her shower getting ready, her pussy was tingling with anticipation. Her hand drifted down to her clit, a slow rotation building her need. Eric had been one of the first men she had considered for a potential partner when the hotwife idea had come along. He was tall, handsome, sexy, and more attractive than before, as their relationship flowered over the last four days. His broad shoulders and powerful personality only added to her lust. 
 
    This need grew with each circle of her sensitive nub as she moved three fingers into her sex, plunging them to bring her closer. Images of his chestnut brown eyes and welcome smile, that always seemed to sparkle when she approached, drove her desire higher. She imagined him pushing her to the bed, finding her entrance, plunging inside her… When it came, her orgasm was startling with its power. 
 
    But what about Quinn? She had never cheated on him before, had never even thought about it. Now that she was an open hotwife, she wondered about the rules. Should she call Quinn and tell him what she wanted to do? Or just tell him after, through a call or when she returned home? Did she need to tell him at all? The ‘rules of engagement’ Henry described were murky and difficult to navigate.  
 
    As she got out of the shower, staring at her naked body in the mirror, she knew only one thing for certain. She wanted to feel Eric inside her. Wanted that very much. Would Eric be willing? 
 
    Charlotte took the Uber to Jay’s Place, a quiet bistro overlooking the Ohio River. The lighting was soft, the booths private, the atmosphere romantic. Charlotte knew as soon as she walked in the door. This would not be a business dinner. 
 
    Eric was already at the table when she arrived. He stood, gave her a warm hug, then held the chair for her. “Thank you for coming, Charlotte. Smithson Industries could have been damaged, perhaps irretrievably, without your help.” 
 
    “So that’s why I’m here…” she said, looking at him directly in the eye, a wry grin on her face. “For Smithson?” 
 
    “Well… one reason,” he laughed. “At least they are the ones paying the tab.” The waiter came to take drink and dinner orders. 
 
    “So, what are the other reasons?” she asked. Again, that wry, knowing smile bringing a grin to Eric as well. 
 
    “I was hoping we could have time to know each other better. We have made a genuine connection this week, don’t you think?” 
 
    “We have. And I have enjoyed it very much.” She got quiet for a moment, not sure how far to push the soft talk, then thought she had little to lose. “I am open to any suggestion you might have…. to get to know each other better.” She almost laughed at the soft gasp that came out of his lips.  
 
    “Any suggestion?” he asked. Charlotte only nodded yes, her eyes never leaving his. 
 
    They had been sitting on the opposite sides of a four-corner table. With those words of encouragement, he got up, changing his position to the one right next to her, their legs touching under the table. “I was so hoping you would say that.” 
 
    Charlotte blushed a soft pink. “What suggestions did you have in mind?” She reached under the table, putting her hand on his thigh.  
 
    “After our dinner, I was hoping we could go back to my place, which is only up the road a bit, and… have another drink there.” He placed his hand atop hers, squeezing gently. 
 
    “I would like that very much.” Her eyes were sparkling now, full of the desire she was feeling. 
 
    The food arrived and their conversation turned more business-like as they reviewed the challenges of the week and the successes they had created.  
 
    It had been a significant project. She thought. But what am I going to do about Quinn? She could feel the arousal coursing through her. After the reawakening she had received from Henry, all thought of stopping had vanished. Only how to explain it to Quinn remained. A sudden realization shook her. Like her decision at Tomasino’s, she now understood with certainty. Quinn was no longer a concern. He would do what she told him. He was going to be the cuckold of this relationship! 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    They finished up dinner quickly, then drove to a beautiful red brick Tudor in a neighborhood he called ‘Hyde Park’. Someone extremely impressed her. Surprised, actually. A bachelor like him living in such a large home? And entering the house was an even bigger shock. It tastefully decorated it with an eclectic mix of antiques and modern. Appliances and lamps to match. Colors coordinated and layered to heighten the effect. Her own home wasn’t this nicely done. 
 
    “Eric, I am really impressed. Your home is gorgeous and so beautifully decorated.” 
 
    “Didn’t think I had it in me?” 
 
    “You’ll have to admit… a bachelor living alone… not typically a recipe for eclectic, yet thoughtful furniture choices.” 
 
    “Ok, I confess. I had a decorator do it. I couldn’t even tell you what all this is!” 
 
    Charlotte burst into laughter. “Imagine my shock…” 
 
    Eric came up close to her, grabbing her in his arms, turning her head delicately up to his face. “Do you really want to talk about interior design?” 
 
    “No…” She reached her own hands up to the back of his head, pulling his lips down to hers. The passion she had been holding in since her shower poured out of her, pulling him in. He responded immediately, picking her up in his arms, carrying her up the stairs. She was laughing now, twisting in his arms as if she wanted to escape, but not too hard. “What happened to the drinks?” she giggled. 
 
    “We can get one after our first round.” 
 
    “Confident, are we?” 
 
    “My dear, I have been wanting to do this ever since we signed with Bright. I would often have to hitch my crotch under the conference tables when we met, because I was so aroused by you. I’m still surprised you came here with me, but since you have…” 
 
    He gently sat her on the bed. She looked around. Eric had wanted this badly. Lights were subdued. A candle with some kind of cinnamon and spice scent wafted to her nostrils. He had already pulled the bedclothes back, leaving only a single sheet.  
 
     “Looks to me like you were pretty confident,” she giggled, as she started taking her blouse off.  
 
    “Stop,” he protested. “Let me.” 
 
    He brought her to her feet, turning her around to pull her body against him, slowly starting with the top button. His rigid cock pressed against her back told her of what was to come. She was getting short of breath. Each move seemed to pull her closer to him. Each button, then zipper, then garment taken, slowly, sensually. 
 
    There was no question who was in charge. He was going to take her tonight. The blouse came off her shoulders, then her skirt. She stood in front of him with only lingerie. She had chosen a pair of thong panties and sheer bra. Her nipples already fully aroused. 
 
    He turned her head up to kiss her again, now with the full passion of a man about to have his way with a woman. She twisted around, now facing him, falling into his embrace. She returned his kiss with an open invitation to continue. He unsnapped the bra, letting it fall to the floor, pulling his lips off hers to take a nipple in his mouth. She moaned with the sensation. 
 
    Charlotte did not wait for his next step. She pushed her panties off, then kneeled in front of him, unbuckling his belt, working it down with his underwear as he pulled his shirt and tie off. His hard shaft came into her grip. So gorgeous, she thought. Just like him, everything about him. She could no longer hold back as she took the head deep into her mouth, a moan coming out of her lips betraying the arousal she felt. 
 
    He did not need any oral encouragement. He was already rigid and pulsing.  
 
    She pulled her mouth off. “I want you inside me,” she said. “Please…” 
 
    “My pleasure…” he said, pulling her up onto the bed, on her back. Her sex was glistening with arousal. As he lay on top of her, he pushed himself into her, gently at first, but growing increasingly aggressive as they both found their natural pace. He kissed and suckled each breast, finding her mouth, his tongue seeking hers. 
 
    Now she was panting, her first orgasm growing. Sizzling, feeding into every nerve. When it let loose, she gripped him. Crying out with the pleasure. God… so deep… so complete… 
 
    That was just the first during that session. He seemed to last forever as they made love. He was in complete control, but it was all soft, gentle, loving. She relished his touch. When his release came, ropes pouring into her, another massive climax pushed her even higher. They laid together for several moments, feeling the joy of their touch, so strong, so full. He said only, “Thank you. I have wanted to do that for a long time.” 
 
    He got out of bed, went into the closet, bringing two soft white robes, stopping in the bathroom for a warm rag to clean her off. His cum was everywhere. “Made a bit of a mess,” he apologized. “It’s been a while.”  
 
    She giggled in understanding. “It felt great.” 
 
    Eric helped her out of the bed, draped the robe around her shoulders. “How about that drink?” he asked. 
 
    They walked down to the kitchen, arm in arm; the glow of the last hour still flowing between them. She sat at the kitchen bar, on a high stool, intentionally leaving the robe draped open. He poured wine into glasses and came to sit next to her. 
 
    For the first time that night, he seemed to be caught with nothing to say. “You are a great lover, my dear. Thank you.” 
 
    She looked at him, that wry smile back. “We’re not done, are we?” 
 
    “Oh no… Now we are going to have fun. I just needed to get that out of my system. I really needed you badly.” 
 
    “I’m glad you did. Are we going to do this every time I come to town?” she asked. 
 
    “If you would like… I always thought you resisted because of your husband. Has something changed there?” 
 
    “Kind of… we now have… what’s the word… an understanding.” 
 
    “An open marriage?” 
 
    “Not exactly. Only for me. I have become a hotwife in recent months.” 
 
    “Interesting… and he agreed to this?” 
 
    “Agreement might be strong,” she laughed. “More like the old movie line. I gave him an offer he couldn’t refuse. This or out. He has performance issues, and I needed to feel sexual pleasure again.” 
 
    “And you’re still together?” 
 
    “After tonight, I’m not sure. The other one I told him about in advance. This one will be a surprise.” 
 
    “Ouch… Let’s give him something to complain about, then. Take your glass. The soft one is over. I sense you really need a good fucking.” 
 
    She gasped at his words. “I so do…” 
 
    The rest of the night, and into the next morning, they made love in every position possible. He was not exaggerating. The soft session was over. He slammed into her, driving his cock hard and fast. She cried out with each climax, one after another. He took her on her knees, pushing her head into the bed. He put her on top, allowing her to use his cock for her own pleasure, before grabbing her hips and lancing his rod deep into her. 
 
    He ate her repeatedly. She tried to deep throat him, but he was just too long. That brought a good laugh at her attempts. She loved it all the same. She loved oral sex and especially when he came in her mouth. She had no idea a man could cum that often in one night. 
 
    The next morning, they awoke tangled in each other’s arms, making gentle love again, like the first time. 
 
    “I have to go home,” Charlotte said. “My phone is probably close to melting from all the text messages he has been sending.” 
 
    Eric reached for his phone without losing contact with her skin. “The next flight is in four hours and the airport is a full 30 minutes away, on the Kentucky side. We have time. Let’s take a shower, then I’ll get you an Uber.” 
 
    The shower turned into another round of lovemaking and caressing. They couldn’t keep their hands off each other. But the time flew by, the flight beckoned. She kissed him as she stood at the door.  
 
    “Will we do this again?” Eric asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I believe these experiences are a gift, to be cherished because they may be our last. Quinn is not keen on repeating partners. Too threatening to him. And he’s right. Too many nights like this and I may not want to leave.” 
 
    “You are welcome anytime, my love.”

  

 
   
    8 / Reaction Is Fierce 
 
    She was right about the text. There must have been 20 of them on her phone. She had always made a habit of calling before bed when she traveled. When she didn’t call or answer her phone, the text started flowing. She got in the Uber and sent her first text in over 24 hours. She suspects they have not gone an entire day without texting since they bought their first cell phones.  
 
    [Charlotte]: On way to airport. Arrive 6:30.
[Quinn]: Where have you been?
[Charlotte]: Will talk when I get home.
[Quinn]: You were with someone?
[Charlotte]: Yes.
[Quinn]: It’s begun.
[Charlotte]: What’s begun? 
 
    He never replied again. A chill ran through her. This may be the end of Quinn and Charlotte, she worried. This was such a great night, but was it worth the destruction of their partnership? Their marriage? Their family? Tears started forming in her eyes.  
 
    This was just the circumstance Quinn had worried about in their first discussion. She understood now. She had argued how ridiculous it was to think about her leaving him for a nice cock, but after the depth of the session with Eric, she understood. There is a reason that love and intimacy are so intertwined. She knew now that many sessions with Eric, so full of the passion and pleasure, would make it almost impossible to stop. Her allegiance to Quinn could be transformed. 
 
    By the time she was on the plane, the tears had disappeared, replaced by a firm resolve. He’s going to have to get used to this, she thought. She needed to get fucked. If he was going to be the cuckold, then she was going to be the hotwife. That meant she would find the cock wherever she could. She hoped he would understand, but the days of crying and waiting for him were over. Even when the plane landed, she knew she would have changed nothing. She texted Eric that she was down and thanked him for the memorable night. 
 
    When the car from the airport pulled up in front of their house, no lights were on. Her heart was beating hard. The reality of her betrayal now finding its full measure. She walked into the house, calling his name, found only silence. She looked in the garage. His car gone. Looked in his office. Computer gone. Even his docking station gone. He planned to stay for a while. Half the clothes gone from his closet. 
 
    An old saying haunted her at that moment. ‘Be careful what you want, for you will surely get it.’ She had betrayed her true love for some admittedly passionate sex. But now what? 
 
    Quinn did not come home that night, nor the next. She kept calling and texting. No replies. By mid-week, she finally had an idea. She went on their credit card and looked for recent purchases. He was down at the Hampton Inn by the Interstate. She drove over and sat in the parking lot. After a couple of hours, she saw him leave to get some food. When he returned, just when he got on the elevator, she held her hand to stop the door from closing. 
 
    “What do you want?” he asked. The scorn and hatred in his voice stabbed her very soul. 
 
    “Don’t you think we should talk?” she replied. 
 
    “Not really. You made your choice.” 
 
    “I’m here, aren’t I?” 
 
    “For how long? Until the next all-nighter?” 
 
    The depth of his despair was now plain on his face. She had hurt him badly, betrayed everything they were, everything they had been. Just so she could get laid. What kind of monster was she? They were walking down the hall of the hotel. “OK, I deserved that. But we still need to talk.” 
 
    “You think so? I’m sorry, babe, but the answer is no. We don’t need to talk. Not today, not tomorrow, maybe never. I thought I could be the cuckold you need. It was actually kind of hot with Henry. All the texting and pics. But this? Is this the way it’s going to be? Disappearing whenever you want? To fuck whoever you want? I’m sorry. I can’t live with that.” Then turned to stare at her. His eyes hard with the rage he was feeling inside. “I WON’T live with that.” He walked inside his room without another word, allowing the door to close in her face. 
 
    She could have held her hand out, preventing it from closing, walked in to continue the discussion, but she knew it would not have worked. She had lived with this man for 20 years. She knew a made up mind. For him, what she had done was the proverbial bridge too far. It’s one thing to be treated as a partner, as she went out on the hunt, a totally different thing to be offered nothing but disdain and callousness, as if he didn’t matter. 
 
    The totality of her actions, and what it meant to him, finally hit home. By the time she got to the car, she was openly sobbing. The choices she had made had destroyed her family, just as he had predicted it would. The ramifications, he had said. The complexities… Here they be, she cried to herself. 
 
    Suddenly, a knock on her window caught her attention. There was Quinn on the other side of the glass. She rolled down the window.  
 
    “So what?” he said. “You just expected me to take it, accept it? Jesus, Charlotte. Ok, I cum too quickly. So that gives you the right to treat me like shit every time you want to… to find any available cock whenever you want?” There was a brief pause. She started to say something, but he didn’t let her. “The answer is no. If that’s the way you want to be… the way it’s going to be… we are finished. Full stop. No.” And then he turned to walk back into the hotel before she could even get out of the car. 
 
    Another round of crying started. She knew he was right. She selfishly wanted a night of fun with her ‘hot guy in Cincinnati’, and, lord knows, she had that, but at what cost? She had betrayed everything she was, and everything they had been. She had ripped apart her life for a fun cock, just as Quinn had predicted. On only the second try! 
 
    Charlotte bowed her head, the shame of her choices now consuming her, tears running almost non-stopped. All the firm resolve of arriving on the plane had disappeared with the look of betrayal on her Beloved’s face. She pulled out of the parking lot, heading home. What was she going to do now? The options were so limited. Divorce, continuing this estrangement, trying to find a path together? Instinctively, she knew that was her last time with Eric. She would never recover from the sense of betrayal she felt. He would be the victim of that feeling. 
 
    In the end, she parked in the garage and went up to bed. She sent two texts to Eric, letting him know there would not be a repeat of their magical weekend in Cincinnati. He replied saying he regretted that but understood. The last few days had been hard on her, emotionally and physically. She fell on the comforter and cried herself to sleep. How could she have made such a mess of her life?! 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    Three days later, there was still no word from Quinn. Charlotte had tried going to work, but her own failures consumed her. Finally, she went into the Managing Partner and told him the Smithson crisis took a greater toll on her than she thought. She wanted to take a few days off. He agreed immediately. “You did a great job,” he said. “Both Smithson and Krieger have called, telling me you were invaluable to their quick response.” 
 
    That afternoon, she went back to the hotel, knocking on Quinn’s door. She could see the darkness on the peephole as he looked out, then a loud “shit… leave me alone.” He must have walked back to his desk. The door stayed firmly closed. 
 
    “We can have this discussion through the door,” she said, loud enough for everyone down the hall to hear, “but we are going to have it. We need to talk.” 
 
    There was a long pause, then he opened the door, waving his arm to come in. “So talk.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Quinn. I should have let you know what was going on. That was wrong.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And what? I said I was sorry.” 
 
    “Wrong answer,” he literally yelled at her, a full-throated blast that had her back on her heels. “GET THE FUCK OUT!!!” He reached around, re-opening the door. “Don’t come back.” 
 
    “Please my love.” She stepped up to wrap her arms around him, her tears streaking down his shirt. “Please… I don’t want it to end like this, Quinn.” 
 
    “Jesus, Charlie. How did you think this was going to go? Hey, Quinn…” the sarcasm dripping from his voice, “I stayed the weekend with some guy I met. He fucked me silly. Hope that was ok?” 
 
    Charlotte collapsed, sitting on the bed, just shaking her head. “You’re right. I wasn’t thinking.” 
 
    “You were thinking alright. But I thought guys were the only ones that thought with their sexual equipment.” Quinn walked over to the desk chair to sit, looking at her. “You demanded I allow you to be a hotwife. Demand, I would remind you. There was no question whether I had a choice in the matter. But back then, I understood. You had needs I couldn’t provide. And I liked the idea. Turned me on too. But this… Charlie… this is just cheating. It can’t be like that… WE cannot be like that….”  
 
    “Ok…” he finally said, his voice thick with despair. Ragged, hurting. “We’ve been together 20 years. I guess that earns you… something. I didn’t get that, mind you, but now’s your chance. Go ahead. Tell me what you have to say.” He paused for another moment, fighting back his own tears. “You know what I want to hear. If you can’t say it, then we are finished anyway… you should just go.”  
 
    His anger was subsiding with her tears, but the certainty of his words shook Charlotte. This was our moment, she thought. My chance to save our marriage. 
 
    Charlotte collected her thoughts, not really sure where to start. “Eric and I had worked together four days straight on the murder response…” 
 
    “Shit… It was Krieger, from Smithson? Does Bright know about this too? My God, Charlie, will I ever be able to show my face at your office again?” 
 
    “Eric won’t say anything to anyone. Nobody else knows. Quinn, it just happened. I know that’s not a good excuse, but it’s the truth.” There was a long pause. 
 
    “So what… you’re going to run around with work associates now?” 
 
    She knew what she had to say if she was to save their relationship. “No, Quinn, I’m not. You’re right. I was selfish and thinking only with my ‘sexual equipment’. We are so new to this hotwife thing, I did not think there had to be… hat did you call them… rules of the road. I know how wrong that was now. Really wrong.” 
 
    She reached out, pulling his office chair next to her. “Going forward, I promise… promise on everything we have ever been to each other… I will never go off by myself again like that… never… you will always know what is going on… in advance. You know I have these needs… I can’t hide that anymore… but this behavior… this disregard for you… was inexcusable. It won’t happen again. Please forgive me. I don’t want to lose you.” Her face was down, her despair now complete. 
 
    Quinn hesitated for a few moments. Charlotte wasn’t sure which way he would turn, then he moved to sit next to her on the bed, putting his arms around her, lifting her face to look at him. “I love you, Charlie… have ever since we met. I’m sorry I can’t be enough for you…” She could feel the beating in his chest, the damage she had done. “You need to know…” his own steely resolve clear in every word, “there won’t be a second time… not for us.” 
 
    She reached her lips up to his, kissing him gently, but passionately. “There won’t be.” 
 
    They fell back onto the bed. She did not want to pressure him to ‘perform’, so they just kissed and held each other. He was hard as a rock, so she reached up, pulling his zipper down, gripping the shaft in her fist. “I still want you all the time, my love,” she said. “You must know that.” 
 
    “I thought I did…” 
 
    “Now you know. I do. Always.” 
 
    She got up on her knees, engulfing his rod in her mouth, her eyes never leaving his. She licked, sucked, stroked. When she knew he was ready, she pulled him out, allowing him to cum all over her face. She had never allowed him to do that in the past. He had built up a substantial load. 
 
    “I want us to explore this new lifestyle together,” she said, as her finger and tongue scooped his white pearls off her face, putting the spunk in her mouth. Their eye contact never broke. “But it will always be together from now on. Is that acceptable to you?” He nodded yes. 
 
    Over the next couple of hours, they talked about the future. She told him about the case in Cincinnati, what happened with Eric, how much she missed him over the last week. Charlotte made it clear that she now understood, completely, that no amount of sex was going to make up for what they have together.

  

 
   
    9 / Learning to Pay Together 
 
    Quinn moved back into the house that night. They tried to make love, but his performance issues returned. She did not let it interfere, guiding him to use his talented tongue. 
 
    She even showed him something she had purchased during their week apart. She had visited a sex shop that had a large variety of toys, bringing home a realistic-looking dildo. She wanted it to be about Quinn’s size. 
 
    “Use this on me when you want to,” she told him, guiding it into his hand, and then into her sex. He had released inside her, so there was plenty of lubrication. “Now… if you cum sooner than you want… I would love to have you take me with this… for as long as you like. They even have straps if you want to wear it.” 
 
    Quinn slipped the shaft into her, the soft whimper telling him he was moving in the right direction. He pushed it deep, feeling the resistance as he reached her easy limits. She moaned again, lowering her head back to the pillow, her legs spread to welcome whatever he wanted. He started gently, but he knew after long experience that she liked it rough. 
 
    Soon, he was plunging his artificial shaft, pistoning into her, as she thrashed on the bed. His thumb joined in the assault, pressing on her clit. She put her hand on his shoulder, signaling him to move on top of her in a 69 position. As he sunk the dildo repeatedly into her, while twisting her clit, he moved to drop his soft cock in her mouth, supporting his weight on his knees. His cock still drenched with his cum and her juices. She did not care.  
 
    The pleasure of her mouth caused him to look more closely at her sex, as her labia moved in and out with the plunging. He moved his thumb off the clit, replacing it with his tongue. He teased, licked, suckled her nub as he grew in her mouth. The excitement of the action above and below building his desire.  
 
    Charlotte came first, her breath catching as he aggressively drove the dildo into her, while sucking on her clit. He could feel the wave of her release flow up her body. 
 
    Once she released, he fucked her mouth with his hardening member. She greedily sucked him in, wanting to feel his own release down her throat. But he had other things in mind. He worked her until she was almost ready to go again, yanked the dildo out and swapped ends. Driving his cock back inside. 
 
    Charlotte’s gasp told him he had made the right choice. Dildos are fine, but no substitute for the real thing. Quinn hoped with this being his second time, and her being so close, he could last until she came again. 
 
    He wasted no time in pushing inside her as his mouth found a nipple. He could tell she was very close. She pulled him to her with her arms, wrapping her legs around, encouraging him to give it to her. And he did. Hard stabs of lust, her loins milking him. 
 
    She came suddenly, exploding stars in her eyes as the waves of pleasure surged through her. He lasted just long enough to feel that last grip of her release, then blew his second load of the night deep inside her. She moaned at the feeling of his cum splashing her vaginal walls. The ecstasy causing her to wrap her arms around him, to bind them together while he came.  
 
    He rolled on his side, cuddled tight to her. “Good idea on the dildo. Seemed to give you that stretch you needed.” 
 
    “Hmm… that was nice.” She shifted slightly, so she was facing him. “Quinn, maybe we should pause on all this hotwife talk for a while. I think we need a little together time, don’t you?” 
 
    “I don’t know… I kind of liked it… when we were doing it together, that is…” 
 
    “Me too,” she held his face, kissing him deeply. “I just don’t want there to be any residual after Cincinnati. Both from hurt feelings on your part and, frankly, my reluctance to push your boundaries. I almost slashed through those last time. Never want to do that again. I will live with that shame for a long time.” 
 
    “It was bad… but we can move on, I think. Besides, before you left for Ohio, I had already lined up two guys. I think they deserve a chance, don’t you?” 
 
    “What kind of chance do you have in mind?” she teased, pushing her knee gently into his crotch. 
 
    “I think we should invite them both at the same time.” 
 
    She inhaled abruptly. “What?” 
 
    “You like a lot of cock… seems to me that would be a lot of fun for you. One always hard, full above and below… why not?” 
 
    “You’re serious?” 
 
    “Yes. They haven’t agreed to share yet, but I think the guys we found would be open to the idea. Besides, then I could watch from the same room. There’s no way you’re taking on two for the first time without me watching. No way.” 
 
    “If you’re ok with it, I’m willing, especially if you will be there with me.” She got quiet during a brief pause. “Will you be able to handle me… Quinn… giving myself completely to these two guys? I won’t be able to hold back… you know that.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to. Go all out… be the slut you want to be. I would like that very much. I am already getting hard again just thinking about it.” 
 
    “You never cease to amaze me, my loving man… but ok. If you want to, I’m willing.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    Charlotte went back to work on Monday morning. Her time with Eric now filled her with a shame she had never felt. Shame for having betrayed Quinn and shame that she enjoyed Eric so much. Would Quinn agree to have him for one of the repeats, she thought to herself? She was already regretting being so final with telling Eric it wouldn’t happen again. But she was sizzling down below every time she thought about the time with him. The pleasure… She will need to work on Quinn to allow that.  
 
    Quinn had contacted the two guys they had discussed before Cincinnati. Neither had done a threesome before and were both eager to try. They met them for dinner, then planned to come over to their house afterwards. Quinn was to be present the whole time. 
 
    But Charlotte knew there had to be more definition in what they were doing. They needed to develop their own ‘rules of the road’ that would help them navigate her hotwife future. She did not want to make another wrong step. She knew with certainty; it would be the last one. After work, they met at a local place they both liked. Her focus was developing the rules. 
 
    “I’m glad you brought it up,” Quinn said. “Been thinking about it a lot.” He held her hand, knowing these concepts would define their love life for much of their remaining years. 
 
    “Let’s hear them then…” she said, curious what he had developed. 
 
    “First up, Rule #1, and the most important. We must know all play in advance. This is the one unbreakable rule, no exceptions. It can be the last minute, even just before it happens, but I need to know. Part of the fun for me is the anticipation. The visual that plays in my head. And as you have already seen, I cannot take the emotional devastation of doing it any other way.” 
 
    “I have already promised I will do that one. Agreed. #2?” 
 
    “Rule #2 is that repeats are to be treated skeptically. I understand this is a lifestyle choice. It may be hard to find the right partners and doing it with someone new all the time can be challenging, but Henry, Eric… these are easy to repeat but carry lots of emotional and relationship risk. Look, Charlie, I saw the look on your face. The session with Eric was much more than a good fuck like Henry. Much more. Don’t deny it.” She only shook her head, confirming his fears. “Could you do that over and over with him without a strong attachment forming?” Her look of being caught just made him smile. “Yes, you know it’s true.” 
 
    “But how can we do this without repeats?” she asked. “Constantly going to the T-Bar for a businessman pickup?” 
 
    “I understand all that. We just need to tread lightly here… will need to discuss every time… without exception.” 
 
    She shook in agreement, knowing that this was going to be the hardest to maintain. Finding a balance between repeat lovers and Quinn’s emotional reaction was going to be difficult. 
 
    “Rule #3. I want to hear about what happened. No matter what you actually did. And in as much detail as I want. My thrill from all this is the reenactment in my mind. Considering what you are being allowed to do, I think this is a small price to pay. Agreed?” 
 
    “Yes, I actually enjoyed doing that.” 
 
    “Rule #4. I do not want to be humiliated. I’m not one of those cuckolds that enjoys being treated like I don’t matter, taunting me for a small wiener, or not being ‘man enough’ to do it without the other man. Some of it might be true, but I would react badly if one of these bulls does that… badly.” 
 
    “I would never do that to you… nor allow it. Agreed.” 
 
    “Rule #5. No overnights. I want you to come home to me every day. I don’t care if it’s three in the morning.” 
 
    “This one might be a challenge, Quinn. What if I do the hookup while on a business trip? I can easily produce a scenario or two where this would be impractical. In another city is just one. What if the place I am at is in a bad part of town? Do you want me going out at 3 AM? Or at a place I am uncomfortable leaving? I understand what you mean by this… Let’s agree this is a guideline, not a hard rule, ok?” 
 
    “Alright. Let’s say that one and the next three should be considered guidelines, not hard and fast rules. Overnights might have practical realities attached. Having said that, if there is ever a time when you are out late and need me to pick you up for whatever reason, I will always come. Always.” He put his hand on hers. “You never have to question that.” 
 
    “I agree, be careful about overnights.” 
 
    “The last three are more desires than requirements. Rule #6. I want to watch as often as possible. Not required, just a preference.” 
 
    Charlotte shook her head again. 
 
    “Rule #7. I want you to be the slut you want to be. Nothing you do will turn me against you, or make me uncomfortable about you, or change my opinion of you. This is your chance to let it all out. Two to four at a time, full gangbangs, in the ass, I don’t care. The purpose of the play is to fulfill your sexual desires. I am good with your letting them all out to play.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t be ashamed of me? I have worried about that… what if the guy wants to… I don’t know… something really weird? I don’t want you to think less of me.” 
 
    Quinn just chuckled, “A. That would never happen… my thinking less of you. And B. There are a lot of possible sexual fetishes and kinks. I can’t think of any that would make me wonder… well… maybe having someone pee on you or something…” 
 
    “Ooh… no! THAT would never happen.” 
 
    “Didn’t think so. I might think it’s weird, but that would not change my attitude about you or the play. Remember what you said about what you can’t do with your wife… maybe especially not with your wife. I understand there may be some of that in what we are doing. I just want you to know it’s ok for you to do it and tell me about it. I offer very open allowance, almost no restrictions.” 
 
    “Thank you, my love,” she said. “I had thought about that a lot.” 
 
    “Last, but related to #7, Rule #8. Do nothing you will regret later. That’s more a rule for you, not me. Playing like this is complex… has the potential for disaster and carries some baggage for you to carry around. I recommend you not do anything that will make you ashamed of yourself. What that is, I can’t say. But if you are on the edge about something… just don’t go through with it. Be sure first, then act.” 
 
    “I think all these rules are reasonable. We can both live with them and enjoy what we are doing. Feeling ashamed might be the hardest thing to control. For me, embarrassment has always been something I recognized after, not during.”  
 
    “One thing we did not discuss, but I suppose we should, is how frequently you want to play. No rules here. More about comfort.” 
 
    She giggled. “What are you thinking? I might want to do it every night?”  
 
    “You really enjoyed the first two. A few more successes like that and you just might…” 
 
    “Quinn, don’t be silly. There have only been two, so hard to know, but every night? I want to maintain our regular lives. We can find time to play occasionally. Leave the rest to what feels right.” 
 
    “Works for me,” he laughed again, finishing his last bite. “I just don’t want to be left home every night so you can go out and play. Let’s go home and try out your new toy again. I want to watch you cum repeatedly….” He signaled the waitress to bring their check. His fully engorged cock was already demanding attention.

  

 
   
    10 / More Than One 
 
    She was dressing in front of the mirror. What do you wear to a threesome? She thought to herself. Nothing is the honest answer, but they are meeting for drinks beforehand. Need to wear something, she giggled. She wore a white button-up blouse and a black leather pencil skirt. The blouse was only moderately transparent, so she went with no underwear. No bra, so her nipples would show, and no panties in case one of them wanted to feel her up in the restaurant. 
 
    She was finding herself shocked by her reaction to what was happening. First, surprised at how hard Quinn had been working to fulfill her needs. He had used all the insight he had gained over the last 20 years to find just the right guys to provide her with the best threesome he could arrange. Quinn knew that domination is what she wanted, to be taken by the male power of her partners. He couldn’t do that for her, but he could find someone who would. 
 
    Second, surprised at her own reaction. When Quinn had told her who he had found, she seemed to get wet immediately. She would often shiver with the anticipation. She knew, deep inside, she would do whatever they wanted, would give in completely to their demands. There was nothing they could ask that she would not fully absorb as her own. She genuinely wanted to be dominated, to allow her own desire to be released. 
 
    And the guys Quinn found were just what she needed. These big guys would dominate her completely. One was a construction worker. Quinn liked his large hands and the handsome tool he had shown in a pic. He called himself James. The other was also in construction, but this one was a large black man. He was a project manager for a construction firm that traveled a lot to supervise his projects. He was planning on being in town and wanted to arrange some fun. He used the name Joe. Quinn wasn’t sure if either were their real names. Both seemed open to sharing her while Quinn watched. 
 
    Quinn could not say this to Charlotte, but this research had been an epiphany for him. His hidden dreams could flow freely. And that erotic desire had put him deeply into cuckold mode, maybe permanently. He thought about it all the time, wanted to feel her joy at the release, wanted her to work a cock like she had done with Billie in college, wanted to see her take on two at once. He spent half his days aroused with anticipation. He knew in his heart that her obsession had become his. 
 
    They met at a sports bar not too far from their house. The goal was to get to know them. If Charlotte wanted to proceed, they would give them directions to their house. Quinn knew she would never say no. She had seen their pics and read their profiles. It would take outright lies or very crass men to take her off the desired path. He knew, almost instinctively, that she was ready to play as soon as she saw them; saw how large they were. Her inner need for dominance allowed this to grow. 
 
    James turned out to be a drywall hanger in his early 30s, with a gruff manner, but a sweetheart of a guy. Despite his large size, he was gentle by nature. Joe was just the opposite. He was gentle by nature as well, but the discussion and mannerism told both Charlotte and Quinn an obvious story. Joe was the guy that was going to provide the domination Charlotte craved. 
 
    The dinner was interesting and playful. They both took turns stroking Charlotte and tweaking her nipples. Quinn just sat back, watching it happen. Every once in a while, both James and Joe looked at him, trying to decide what to make of this guy that would allow his own wife to be taken by two men. They both knew she was here for her own needs. Her lack of push-back when they touched her said all they needed. She wasn’t here for the husband. The husband was obviously there for her. 
 
    They all ate quickly. There was no doubt in anyone’s mind. Quinn gave them the address, and they drove home. Charlotte talked all the way back about how big they were, about how large their cocks must be. ‘Are you sure you’re ok with this?’ she asked several times. She seemed nervous about what was to happen. And, in some ways, the threesome was going to be very new. This would be her first threesome, her first group session of any kind. Quinn laughed to himself. He couldn’t count the time he watched her and Billie way back when. 
 
    James, almost before they were all the way inside, was telling Charlotte to take her clothes off. Right now! She turned and looked at him, absolute obedience in her eyes. She would do whatever they asked. She unbuttoned her blouse when Joe interrupted, looking over at Quinn. 
 
    “Quinn, why don’t you get her ready for us?” Joe said, looking directly at him. 
 
    Quinn was squeamish about the request. He thought he would be a side watcher, absorbing all the action in the third-person. Like watching his own porn movie. Not an active participant. But he knew his role. He walked up to her, unbuttoned her blouse, unzipped her skirt, took her shoes off, undressing her in front of these men. His cock was so hard he didn’t know whether he was going to last until the end of the session before he blew. 
 
    “And yours?” Joe asked. Quinn startled. He was supposed to be a helper, facilitator, to get her ready for them. Undress himself? He did it. 
 
    Once naked, Charlotte and he were standing nude in front of both men. Quinn turned to look at Charlotte. She was flush with desire, her nipples stiff and swollen. He could see the moisture forming between her legs. She was ready. 
 
    Joe just chuckled. “Thanks for the help, but that wasn’t the ready I had in mind.” 
 
    Quinn looked over at him, not sure how to proceed. Charlotte understood. She placed her hands on Quinn’s shoulders, pushing him gently to his knees, then reached between her legs, holding her pussy lips open. The invitation to eat her was clear. Quinn drove his tongue inside but chuckled to himself. She was so sopping wet already. 
 
    Both of the guys had said it was their first threesome, but Joe seemed to have an intuitive sense of the dynamic between the couple and the two guys. Joe’s force of will take them in new directions, Quinn thought. In directions he could not expect. That made it even more exciting. He was hard as stone as he stared at her exposed sex. 
 
    But the truth was too obvious to everyone. The odor of her juices, and the liquid dripping down her inner thighs, made her ready before he even touched her. His tongue stabbed out, slashing across her clit, driving as deep as he could get into her from this awkward position. 
 
    James looked at Joe, an unspoken connection being made, then turned toward Charlotte. “Let’s go upstairs, I need some pussy.” Quinn noticed she blanched slightly at the crudity of his comments. He knew this was the last step of her domination. She had always said she wanted this, but never really had it. Now, her whole body quivered with that instruction. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * * * ** * * * 
 
      
 
    They walked up the stairs. Both guys pinching her ass and tits, groping her all the way up. Quinn stood back, letting them go ahead. He didn’t want to interfere with the action. He could see her responding to the domination. 
 
    James picked her up, throwing her on the bed. “Get on your hands and knees, open yourself up for me,” he said. “Ready to get a hard one in you?” 
 
    “Yes,” she responded, “yes… please… I want that very much.” 
 
    Quinn could not believe it. He was looking at his own wife, pleading with some guy to stick his cock in her. He had no idea what her reaction would be. But certainly, did not expect her to be like that! 
 
    James stepped up behind her. He didn’t take any time, slamming himself inside. The moan that came out of her lips was like nothing Quinn had ever heard from his wife. She needed that, wanted it. The action mesmerized Quinn, stroking his own cock as he watched. He had to be careful. He didn’t want to cum too quickly. James was taking it to her. 
 
    This was Quinn’s first experience, but the savage way he plowed into her made him think it would hurt, but Charlotte was pushing back, welcoming his entry, quivering with the pleasure. Her first climax came shortly after that… followed by another, as James alternately slapped her ass cheeks as he plunged. 
 
    Quinn suddenly understood what she meant by it not being in him. She was right. There was no way he could treat her this roughly, to be this forceful with her. He was just too much in love with her, respected her too much. 
 
    Joe stepped around to the side, pinching her breasts on either side. They were bouncing, ready for the taking. “You do like this stuff,” he said. “You like this rough treatment, don’t you?” Charlotte’s only response was a whimper of yes under her breath. “I can see that.” 
 
    She didn’t really need to respond. Her almost constant groaning and gasps at the treatment told them all what she wanted. She was falling hard into her own zone of acceptance of these rough men. 
 
    On a particularly hard twist of her nipples, she came again. This time the orgasm torn from her, a scream of such total release, her body trembled as the wave tore through her. Quinn could see her pussy milking the rod, savaging her insides. 
 
    The sad news for James was his pushing into her so hard, and so fast. He wasn’t ready for her firm grip on his rod. Quinn could see his balls draw in, back stiff. Quinn chuckled to himself. So much for fucking long and hard. James came hard, unloading into her with a loud grunt that surprised everyone in the room. This was long before she was ready. Charlotte whimpered in frustration as he pulled his spent rod out of her. 
 
    “Don’t worry, babe,” Joe said, leaning over to whisper in her ear, “You got plenty of dick left.” Again, Quinn almost burst out laughing at Charlotte’s mewling of pleasure on those whispers. She wants this badly! 
 
    Joe’s cock was much, much bigger than James’. Much bigger, in fact, than any Quinn had ever seen. That log was clearly ready to take her and take her hard. Joe immediately took James’ place. There was little preamble, though he was so much bigger, he had to work himself in. Despite her almost liquid state down below. 
 
    “Oh god… so big… Quinn… so big.”  
 
    Joe did not care. He went right into her, into full attack mode. 
 
    That was all it took. As soon as he started slamming into her, ramming as hard as he could, Charlotte began to cum and Quinn just blanched at hearing her scream of release. Her whole body was twisting on the log inside, feeling the sheer power of her climax. She was flopping on the bed, the waves of pleasure rocking every corner. Joe’s smile just widened. Not nearly done. 
 
    Charlotte turned her head toward Quinn, a smile of satisfaction on her face. ‘Thank you,’ she mouthed to him, no sound coming out. Their eyes locked, and she seldom turned away again. Only when the orgasms were taking her did she close her eyes. 
 
    Quinn loved this moment, wanted to see it over and over. He wanted to hear her scream of release, know her explosions. He wasn’t ready for how strong they were. He had never taken her to a place like this, knew that for certain. The trembling alone told him the impact was shattering her normal reserve. She was no longer in control. She had given herself completely to Joe’s pleasure. 
 
    In fact, Quinn recognized something else. Joe was not going all the way in. It seemed like he was just ramming her, but he was actually controlling his penetration carefully. Each plunge was going in deeper than the last. Joe had lived with this oversized cock through many experiences. He knew, no matter how wet she had become, pushing a vaginal canal deeper than any previous occupant demanded careful stretching, not slamming. He was controlling his descent to the bottom. 
 
    Joe suddenly slowed, feeling the last bit of resistance. Quinn could hear the whimpering sounds coming out of his wife, as she felt it too. Her eyes spoke of intense sensations, even pain. She was being stretched, pushed to her very limits. “Oh god… fuck… oh god… Quinn… so big…” Quinn jumped up in fear, thinking she was being hurt, but Charlotte’s eyes told him to stop, let him finish. 
 
    Joe pushed that last short distance. Quinn could hear the squishing sound of the sudden breakthrough. Her groan was an open cry of unfathomable joy, a pleasure spike so intense, Quinn thought she was going to pass out. Instead, she pushed back against her intruder hard. The climax exploding through her body like a rocketship. The bliss of the moment written on her pained expression. 
 
    When the wave receded, it was like her entire personality changed. She growled at the invader below. “Fuck me… harder… now… do it…” She was pushing herself back on that post, invading her body, twisting on it, trying to increase the stimulation. Joe looked at Quinn, a surprised look on his face. ‘What am I supposed to do now?’ that face said. 
 
    Quinn knew of only one response that would satisfy. “Fuck her. Take her hard. Use that pussy.” Joe shrugged his shoulders slightly and returned to his work, plunging viciously inside. The cry of contentment coming out of Charlotte’s mouth shook the room. “Oh god… yes… do it…” He grabbed her hips and went to work. And Charlotte was loving it, taking each thrust with a push back of her own. 
 
    Once the orgasms began, they did not stop. She was writhing. The first orgasm so intense her breathing stopped, then another followed… still another. It looked like she could go all day like that, but she finally collapsed on the bed, forcing Joe’s still raging cock out of her. Exhaustion from repeated cumming had caused her to falter in her quest for more. 
 
    Joe just chuckled. His cock throbbing above her needed more. Charlotte was simply trembling on the bed, whimpering softly as the aftershocks of the intense pleasure still made its way through her torso. Quinn could see how her pussy was still throbbing, still gripping, as if something were still inside.

  

 
   
    11 / Double the Fun 
 
    Quinn came up to the bed, stroking her hair. “How you doing, Charlie? Want to stop?” 
 
    “No… don’t stop. Just need a new position.” He nodded his head in acceptance, then went back to his chair.  
 
    James looked over at her, a smirk on his face. “Don’t think you’re done, my little slut. We got lots of cock to go. Yes, my dear, I think we are going to fill every hole you got today.” 
 
    Charlotte gasped at this. She wasn’t sure what to make of that. She knew what he meant but had never done anal before.  
 
    Quinn could tell when Charlotte looked over at him, a nervousness suddenly on her face, that she wasn’t sure what she wanted either. But when he rose from his seat, she shook her head no. ‘Don’t…’ she mouthed to him, ‘I want this.’ They had never spoken of anything like this. Now she’s going to really get it, Quinn thought. 
 
    James pointed at Joe like he was a traffic cop. “Lay on your back,” he directed at Joe. “She can get on top of you, pushing you inside. That way, she can control the penetration. Then I can have some fun with her other openings.” 
 
    Joe did that, moving to the center of the bed as Charlotte moved above him. Quinn remembered so well that same look as she impaled herself on Billie. But Billie was a pencil-dick compared to this monstrosity. She lowered herself slowly, feeling the stretch begin anew. This time, she did not stop or slow, pushing all the way until her public bone touched his. Her breath caught as she settled the rod inside her. She turned to look at Quinn, who was still stroking his cock, slowly. The misery on his face worried her. 
 
    Quinn was feeling a war of emotion that he was struggling to control. He loved the pleasure, but his own inadequacies were pushing him lower, as he felt her need grow to a level he knew he could never satisfy. 
 
    These feelings of weakness, which seemed to grow stronger as the session went on, were being matched by a feeling of absolute power. She was enjoying herself so much he couldn’t believe how sexual she had become. How strong her desire. How driven her need. 
 
    He was sitting on the side watching her, stroking himself, relishing his own abasement. She wanted this, wanted it so badly. He loved that. He loved that she could achieve this level of pleasure. More, he loved being able to give it to her. Even if he couldn’t deliver this himself, he was happy to make the arrangements. These conflicting feelings were making him increasingly the cuckold she needed, and, he had to admit to himself, that he wanted to be. He would do anything for her at that moment, anything. 
 
    She almost came off the rod to talk to him, but then James pushed her face down on top of Joe, just as that same rod pushed up into her. Her breath caught and she could not help but surrender to the sensations. Quinn was still in the back of her mind. But way back. Cock was all she could think about now. 
 
    James was still only half-hard, needed some extra work. He stood beside the bed, pointing his cock in her direction. While he did this, James looked over at Quinn. There was a quizzical look on his face that shook Quinn. He could almost read his mind and didn’t know how to react. What if he moved toward me, he thought, wanting me to take care of that? 
 
    They had never talked about anything like that. Him touching another guy, somehow getting involved in her bull’s sexual pleasure. He was happy sitting back and watching, maybe licking her after they finished with her. But this? Yes, James was looking at him. What did that mean as Charlotte’s loins were now throbbing, swallowing Joe’s huge rod with each plunge? 
 
    Charlotte broke the spell by grabbing onto James’ rod and pulling it toward her mouth. She gulped him down aggressively, beginning what Quinn knew to be fantastic oral skills to encourage his rise. It did not take long. He was hard and still thrusting in her mouth, then pulled out. He reached over to his jeans, pulling out a bottle of lube. He had clearly hoped for this outcome. 
 
    “I think our little slut is ready for some dp, don’t you, Joe?” 
 
    “If she wants it,” Joe said, holding her up to see her face. Charlotte only nodded a yes, then collapsed back onto his chest. She was still struggling to breathe from all the repeated cumming and movement, but she wanted this… wanted to feel two cocks in her at once. 
 
    James lubed one finger, then slowly pushed it into her. He was a large man anyway, so the finger stretched her back nub. She grunted with the pressure but did not resist. Another finger followed, then a third. James used them to stretch her opening. Ever wider, more flexible. Quinn stared at James’ rigid tool. He was not huge like Joe, but was certainly bigger than anything she had ever had in her ass. 
 
    He pulled his fingers out of her, lubed his cock generously, then positioned himself at her opening. He was on his knees between Joe’s legs, his head against her. As the pressure increased, he told her to push back against him, like she was trying to push him out. This opened her more to the assault. 
 
    When his head popped inside, she screamed, this time in pain. “Go slow… oh god… slow… ripping me apart.” 
 
    James just sat there with his head through the opening, allowing her to get used to the stretch. “Babe, no ripping. Just something new.” 
 
    The shaft in her back opening pushed deeper. She had accommodated the girth now, feeling every bit of the rod pushing inside her until she felt his pubic hair on her ass. He was all the way in. She could feel the pressure of the two rods inside her. Then they moved, developing a rhythm of alternating that made her gasp at first, then moan. 
 
    Quinn just stared. He had moved to the side so he could see both rods entering her.  
 
    She looked over at him, a crooked smile on her face, “They’re both inside me at the same time. I feel so full.”  
 
    Joe laughed underneath her. “Apparently, you have one left. Quinn, you’re up.” 
 
    Quinn stood still momentarily until he figured out what Joe meant. He wanted Quinn’s cock in Charlotte’s mouth to fill that last hole. He was ridiculously hard and glad he had not cum yet. Positioning with all the bodies on the bed was a struggle, but she reached her hand out. Helping him find the path. 
 
    Once again, their eyes locked as she moaned around his cock. That was the last step. Suddenly, all three cocks moved with a purpose. The flood of sensations just took over. She could not think or do anything but accept the torrent. 
 
    She could maintain the cock in her mouth only until the orgasms ripped through her. She continued to grip Quinn with her fist, but she was being overwhelmed. The surge of her releases, one after the other, flowed through her like a tsunami wave, crashing into her. She gasped and moaned, unable to stop the sensations. The marvel of the pleasure crashed into her every fiber as the pistons hammered into her lower openings. 
 
    Quinn stroked his cock aggressively as he stepped off the bed. He was no longer in her mouth, but he knew what she wanted. Just as the final orgasmic explosion tore through her, Joe had finally hit his limit and drove higher to push his cum deep inside. The power of his surge caused James to release at the same time. 
 
    This was more than she could take. Her body was writhing with the onslaught, shaking as she repeatedly cried out with the pleasure, then Quinn stepped up, giving his own offering. Cumming what seemed like buckets all over her face. She finally collapsed on top of Joe as she tried to regain her breathing. 
 
    Joe was sputtering, swiping at Quinn as his cum sprayed everywhere, even a little on Joe’s face. But most of the release was all over Charlotte’s face and hair. She looked up at Quinn, spent, laying on top of Joe as the two cocks inside softened. She reached her hand up, began scooping Quinn’s spunk into her mouth. A wide grin on her face said, ‘thank you’. 
 
    James pulled out, and Joe rolled her onto his side. “Shit, man, you got your cum all over me. Not cool, man. Not cool.” 
 
    Quinn hardly noticed. His mouth had found Charlotte’s. They were necking like teenagers at a drive-in movie.

  

 
   
    12 / His New Place 
 
    Joe went into the bathroom to find a towel to wipe himself off. He came back still steaming. “Shit, man. You do that to me again, and I’ll whip your ass. Not cool. I don’t eat cum.” 
 
    James was just laughing. “We wanted to fill all holes, didn’t we? Some of them were yours!” 
 
    That statement was so outrageous it broke the anger, and all of them started laughing, except Charlotte. She was so tired; she could barely hold her head up. 
 
    Quinn was standing next to her, stroking her hair, feeling emotions he couldn’t even identify. The reality of what they had done was seeping into his consciousness, into his very being. He was now officially a cuckold of his wife. He knew now, with no uncertainty, that she would be like this for a long time. She loved it, wanted to continue receiving as many cocks as she could. 
 
    He took a sheet, draping it over her body. He helped the guys find their clothes and escorted them out. Thanking them for bringing her such pleasure. By the time he got back upstairs, she was fast asleep. 
 
    He went into the bathroom, bringing some warm washcloths to clean her off. Not only was there spunk on her face and in her hair, she had it all over her crotch area as well. They had deposited three loads down there this evening. He could still see globs of white pearls seeping out of her two openings. 
 
    She didn’t even stir as he wiped her clean. The bed sheet was completely ruined, so he unhooked it on one side, replaced it with clean, then rolled her on the clean side, then fastened down the other. She barely registered the movement. He covered her with a blanket, then went downstairs to fix himself a drink. It wasn’t even 10 PM yet. 
 
    He fixed himself a whiskey, went over to his office, and sat there, trying to figure out where he stood in Charlotte’s now sharply expanded universe. What was the role of the cuckold in this alternative universe? He didn’t conveniently fit into the usual categories. He wasn’t a mousy loser dominated by an aggressive, dominant woman, or a lover of humiliation who thrives on being taunted by others, or even one of those guys that loves to eat the cum of his wife’s lovers. So, what was he? 
 
    His own inadequacies forced her in this direction, no question about that, but now she was there on her own and seemed unlikely to come back to him alone. Maybe ever. He had to face two facts which seemed contradictory on the surface. He wanted her to be happy, and he wanted her all to himself. Tonight, he saw clear proof that both could not be present at the same time. She needed this now, wanted to be taken to other sexual places that his early releaser could not provide. She required more. 
 
    Where did he even fit in that scenario? Drug pusher? Enabler? Stay out of the way? None of them helped close the hole that was forming in his heart. Truthfully, he found the entire experience extraordinarily erotic. But how long would it be before she was routinely heading out without him, finding lovers to fit her needs? 
 
    Not long. He knew that for certain. After tonight, the desire for more so clear in her every action, he knew it was only a matter of time. If he had any doubts, the Krieger experience dispelled them. His reaction surprised her. He knew she thought he would just be here and say, ‘yes dear… whatever you want dear.’ Was he that much of a loser in her mind? 
 
    And maybe that was the hardest thing t take. Despite his early release, he had never been a weak player in their relationship, always looking for her to take the lead. Quite the contrary, Quinn saw himself as an active and strong presence in their lives. She made a lot of money, but he made just as much. Where they lived and what they did every day was as much his choice as hers. Why would she think he would suddenly not care who she slept with? 
 
    Yet how does he account for how much this whole situation turns him on? He was naked in front of two guys tonight, had a hard-on which seemed to last hours, and would give almost anything to experience that again. He could not escape the truth. He was a cuckold. Knew that now for certain. 
 
    As he began the second-level analysis, Charlotte appeared at his door. She was wearing her transparent silk robe. God, she was beautiful. Her sexual ravishment had given her a calmness that he had not seen in her for many years. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” she said. “You ok?” 
 
    “I’m fine. Just thinking about how to fit all this into our larger life and future.” 
 
    “Hard to know, isn’t it?” she laughed. “I had no idea… I liked this very much. And judging from what I saw, you kind of liked it too.” 
 
    “I did. Still, how do we do this? I plan something whenever you’re in the mood? Or do you go on your own to find something, then tell me about it? You know me. I’m a complex systems guy. There are so many possible divergent paths here that it is hard to get a handle on what the right choice might be.” 
 
    “I don’t know why everything has to be so complex. Seems simple, really. I will be your hotwife, and you, my cuckold. If we do it together, then everything will work out fine.” 
 
    “Love your confidence, my dear. Truly do. Just wish I could see THAT clear a path.” 
 
    “Why does there have to be a path?” she asked. “Why not just let the thing go, see where it takes us?” 
 
    “Ok. Not sure we have any other choice, do we? So many unpredictable variables.” 
 
    “It’ll be fine. You’ll see.”

  

 
   
    13 / The Winding Path 
 
    And that’s what they did. Over the next year, they let it move of its own accord. At each step, Quinn became more the cuckold he feared. He pushed back, at first, but eventually gave up trying. Whatever Charlotte wanted, he agreed to do. And she wanted a lot. 
 
    It didn’t all happen at once. Charlotte’s need grew stronger, and she wanted to play more often. At first, she regularly included him in her play. He would find her a guy online, or from a personal ad, arrange for him to come to their home, or a hotel, then she would fuck him silly while he watched. 
 
    These were great sessions with Quinn growing to love watching her cumming, as if each of her releases were one of his own. He worked hard to find guys that would dominate her, allowing her to release her slut fully. The guys were always big and burly. Full of the macho vigor he could not deliver, and he knew she wanted. 
 
    But soon that was not enough. Her need grew with each session. Then she wanted regular multiple partner sessions. Quinn would seek the right combinations and have them come to their home. In the group context, they would fuck her until she collapsed from exhaustion. She wanted them as often as he could arrange something. 
 
    Most of the time, the guys would simply ‘take’ her as they liked, leaving her as soon as they had used her up. He knew she loved this… being dominated and used. As long as they gave her the cock she needed, respect was unimportant. 
 
    Typically, 2-4 guys would take her for multiple hours in an evening. The most he had set up was eight, and that was only once. They had to rent out a suite for that one since there was not enough room in their bedroom. Quinn couldn’t believe the endurance she had for that session. A cock was literally in every hole for the entire evening. When the first three got tired, another three would step up, then repeat. 
 
    The change in their relationship was the most frightening for Quinn. She became more focused on the play, less on them. Even when they went out for a casual dinner, or sitting around the house, the conversation would inevitably turn to the next session and what he had arranged. 
 
    By the end of the year, she was doing at least one or two of these group events each month. Quinn would make all the arrangements. 
 
    When this did not appear to be enough, she started going to bars on her own again. Finding guys in-between the group sessions. She would always tell him in advance, even send pics of the guy, but he was no longer given the choice of participating. Charlotte did what she wanted. 
 
    She would come home thoroughly fucked and gleefully tell Quinn all about it. They would often end those solo adventures with a torrid lovemaking session of their own. But increasingly, he felt his own presence was unimportant to her. Only the play mattered. 
 
    After a few months more, she would still come home thoroughly fucked, but Quinn no longer stayed up for either the story or the lovemaking. He tired of hearing her latest adventures. Truthfully, he got bored with the whole thing. When he had so little involvement, he found they all started sounding alike. 
 
    She would meet the guy at a bar, being coy about what she wanted. Eventually going to his hotel. Then the guy fucked her to ‘glorious’ orgasms. How come all orgasms from outside guys were so glorious? He often wondered. But they were. She went on and on about how this guy touched her one way, the other guy using his cock in a different way. She seemed like a teenager first discovering the wonders of the adult world. And adult it was! The line of cocks seemed to have no end. 
 
    Even her enthusiasm for the next hunt became boring to Quinn. He could feel them pulling apart as a couple, but did not know how to stop it. Their relationship fractured more as her need for play grew stronger. 
 
    Soon, the rules started coming apart. All the careful structure of how to handle this, and save their marriage, becoming unimportant. Nothing mattered but the play. And Quin n no longer had it in him to say no. 
 
    First to go was the ‘no overnights’ rule. It happened on a business trip, meeting a guy in Seattle at a conference. She told Quinn about the planned liaison, but never came back to her hotel that night. Quinn said nothing. That was all the permission she needed. 
 
    After that, she started meeting guys in their hometown and not come back until after work the next day. She started keeping a packed suitcase in her car just in case she needed a change of clothes. Again, Quinn said nothing. 
 
    She still told him in advance about the plan, but that became more perfunctory as the overnights became a regular part of her play. She would often tell him on the way to the guy’s hotel. Eventually, even advanced notice went away. She would go when she wanted, coming home when she had gotten her fill. He often didn’t even know where she was most evenings. 
 
    The bar scene got boring for her, so the rule prohibiting regular lovers went next. She approached some of her previous lovers and developed a stable of regular sex partners she rotated through. This included Henry and Eric. 
 
    Eric was especially worrisome to Quinn, though he no longer said anything to Charlotte. Whenever she went to Cincinnati for her regular calls, she would always go on Wednesday or Thursday, then spend the weekend with Eric, usually staying at his house during the entire trip. During this time away, she never texted or tried to contact Quinn. She was with Eric. That was all that mattered to her. 
 
    With a more active love life with Charlotte, Henry picked up several new local accounts. Charlotte would stay overnight at his hotel whenever he was in town. 
 
    As each of these steps progressed, Quinn became more the weak cuckold that Charlotte seemed to want, even need. Their own love life receded into nothingness. The joy of the newly purchased dildo as aid became a distant memory. 
 
    Quinn became less a husband and more an ‘Erotic Affairs’ coordinator. Someone she kept around to make arrangements for when she wanted a group. By the end of the year, they were barely roommates, much less husband and wife. She was staying over with partners as much as she was sleeping at home. 
 
    Quinn knew that a change was coming. The stasis they had developed was not stable or conducive to any recognizable form of relationship. His inability to consummate their love adequately became less important as each day of being separated slipped by. He still came to watch most of her group things, but increasingly, that was the only time he saw her. She even discussed arrangements for the group things by text most weeks. Over time, he even stopped watching those. 
 
    Twice, their children came home during semester breaks. Charlotte hung at the house as if everything were as it had always been, but as soon as the kids were packing up to leave, Charlotte was on the phone with one of her regulars, arranging another overnight. 
 
    One time, Alia appeared unexpectedly after she got sick and ended up with pneumonia. She was home for a week. When she arrived late the first evening, Charlotte was on an overnight somewhere, Quinn wasn’t even sure with whom. He called and sent her a text, telling her to get home NOW, that Alia has arrived unexpectedly. 
 
    He told Alia she was at a business function and wouldn’t be home until later. Charlotte showed up at just before midnight. Alia was already in bed, but Charlotte had the unmistakable look of being freshly fucked written all over her. She hadn’t even bothered to stop the session for her own daughter. 
 
    In the end, Quinn resigned himself to finding another home. They were married in name only, anyway. He researched apartments online, even visited a few. He spoke to an attorney about how to handle their affairs. 
 
    The truth for him was easy, really… though difficult to swallow after all their years together. He wanted Charlotte to have the life she wanted. He was clearly incapable of providing her what she that was. So he needed to go.

  

 
   
    14 / Charlotte Returns 
 
    By this time, Charlotte had been an open hotwife for over a year.  
 
    Well, ‘hotwife’ may be a stretch. She no longer looked for, nor cared about, her husband offering full permission. There were no longer any rules to speak of. She never told him in advance any longer, just didn’t come home for days on end. He would know she was alive when her paychecks would continue arriving in their joint account and she would occasionally send him a text asking for another group event, but otherwise, it was as if she had filed for a separation and they were living apart. 
 
    One night, after a group session she had arranged by herself, the guys were particularly rough on her. They tied her to the bed, did some form of BDSM while fucking her senseless, then abandoned her tied to the bed. Quinn knew they were playing at the house, but hadn’t stayed for the session. He went to see a movie with a friend. 
 
    When he returned, he found her naked on the bed, strapped to all four corners with rope, signs of BDSM-style stripes and paddle marks all over her body. Her breasts were especially red with bruises already forming around where some form of clamp or clothes pins bit into her skin. He could see the ring of small ‘bites’ where the pins had completely covered her areolas. That must have fucking hurt, he thought to himself. 
 
    Quinn rushed to the bed, unfastened her, and helped her into the tub for a long soak. The long red stripes on her back, ass, and upper thighs, where some kind of cane or stick had been harshly used, covered her skin. She was not sure what it was because, after tying her down, they had placed blindfolds over her eyes. Cum was still leaking out of her lower openings, to merge with the spunk already covering the bed and her inner thighs. He wondered how many she had arranged. 
 
    Quinn washed her gently, then placed a soft blanket on the bed and put her to sleep. She never cried or complained about the pain, seemed to accept it as just another session. In fact, she hardly spoke at all. He slept with her in the same bed. While trying to get to sleep, he remembered this was the first time she had slept in their marital bed since Alia came home with pneumonia unexpectedly. The next morning, he awoke to find her gone. She had gathered her clothes and left in the middle of the night, leaving neither note nor explanation. 
 
    Quinn didn’t hear from her again for two full weeks. He knew she was still alive because her assistant called and told him she was heading to DC for some meetings. She had asked Amelia to let him know. 
 
    Then it was a call in the middle of the night that changed everything. She had apparently picked up a guy at a bar in a seedy part of town. He took her back to his hotel. When she wasn’t quick enough to do what he wanted, he slapped her around before kicking her out on the street. 
 
    She called Quinn from her mobile, her message unclear because she was crying so hard he could not make out what was happening. She apparently did not know where she was. He had to use her ‘Find My Phone’ function to track her down. This was 2 in the morning. He found her crying on the curb in front of what looked like one of the worst buildings in the city. My God, Quinn thought, what has happened to you? 
 
    He took her home, after asking if she wanted to go to the hospital or the police. She said neither, she just wanted to come home. He gave her another bath and treated her wounds as best he could. Luckily, he hadn’t cut her or anything, just open-hand slapping and fists. She was going to have bruises all over her body, including her face. Once again, she hardly spoke to him, falling asleep quickly once she was in bed. 
 
    This time when he woke up, she was still there, sleeping. He canceled a conference call he had that afternoon, fixed a pot of coffee, and took some bagels up to the room when he heard her stirring. Charlotte was still in bed, but awake now. She looked at him and said thanks, then rolled over on her side, away from him. Quinn did not know what to make of that, so told her the coffee and bagels would stay on the dresser. She could eat them if she got hungry. 
 
    Twice during the day, he heard her walking around the room, but he never went up to check on her, nor brought more food. That night, he even slept in the guest room just to give her the privacy she seemed to need. This went on for three days. He heard her in the kitchen a couple times during the night but did not come down or try to speak with her. He figured she would talk when she was ready. 
 
    That happened on the fourth morning. He was in his office working when she came downstairs in that transparent silk robe she used to favor. I looked up at her. Some bruises were fading, but prominent blotches remained visible beneath the robe. 
 
    “Hi there. Hope you had time to recover. Quite a beating you took. Was that assault, or another one of those BDSM things?” 
 
    “Can we not talk about it?” 
 
    “Sure, Charlie. Whatever you want.” Quinn just shook his head. Here we go again. “What DO you want to talk about?” 
 
    “Coming home.” 
 
    “What?” This caught Quinn completely by surprise. He had been about ready to tell her about his plans to move out. 
 
    “I want to come back home… be together again… like we used to be.” 
 
    “Wow… this is a surprise,” he exclaimed. “What’s changed?” 
 
    “I miss you. I miss us.”  
 
    “I’m sorry I wasn’t clear. Let me start again. What’s changed that has caused you to suddenly miss me when you couldn’t have cared less for the last 12 months.” 
 
    She sat in his office chair and started crying. “I deserved that. Really understand. I don’t expect you to hear me out or even understand. Just know that I have loved you throughout this and still do.” 
 
    “Another wow… you have a weird way of showing that.” 
 
    “Quinn… my love… I have so fucked up my life I don’t even know where to begin. Please tell me if there is no chance of us being together again. I will understand and get out of your way.” She stood, preparing to leave the room if he insisted. 
 
    “No, Charlie… please stay. I have always loved you. Always will. That doesn’t go away just because one partner changes their mind.” 
 
    “I never stopped loving you, Quinn. Hard to tell sometimes, with all my shitty behavior, but it’s true. My need wouldn’t allow it.” 
 
    “Ok then, tell me your story. I have hardly seen you in the last six months. Every once in a while, clothes would seem to be swapped in your closet, but I never saw you. Did you wait outside until you knew I left? I never understood that.” 
 
    “I always came during your time at the gym. That gave me an hour.” 
 
    “But why? Why would you leave me so completely? So utterly. Avoid me all the time?” 
 
    “Remember your Rule #8? Do nothing you will regret later… I have done nothing but that over the last year.”

  

 
   
    15 / Her Story 
 
    Charlotte walked out of the room into the hall bath. He could hear her sobbing. Quinn called around, canceling all the meetings he had set up for the week. Telling them he had a family emergency. When she finally stopped crying, she returned to his office. Standing in front of him, as if it had some psychological meaning, she sloughed the robe off her shoulders before sitting down. It seemed to Quinn she couldn’t stand the material on her body. 
 
    His beloved wife… so long gone… seemed a husk of her former self. Her healing bruises were still on prominent display, but her face was gaunt, tortured with something going on inside. His heart broke at what must have brought her back to face him in this way. 
 
    “Go ahead, Charlotte. I’m all yours. I have canceled all meetings for the rest of the week, for both of us. We have as much time as you need.” 
 
    “You called Amelia?” she asked nervously. The uncertain look on her face told him she wished he hadn’t done that. 
 
    “I did, though she told me you had taken a leave of absence. Was not sure where you were. She seemed surprised I didn’t know.” 
 
    “I took a leave after losing the Smithson account. Eric and I had a falling out.” 
 
    And she started talking. Now the picture of her crumbling life was coming together. Somehow, even though she had never spoken to him about it, Quinn knew that Eric and Henry had been the main anchors for her sexual adventures. Henry on the aggressive side, Eric the lover. She would enjoy the occasional outsiders, but these guys were how she stayed grounded. 
 
    Henry was as wild as she had become. She told Quinn of situations he would put her in, sharing her widely, almost pimping her out to clients for extra sales. If there was a cock involved, she didn’t care. He was the one that introduced her to BDSM play. The time where they abandoned her bound to the bed was far from being the first. 
 
    BDSM had apparently become one of his main attractions to her. The pain was not her thing exactly, but she could endure a lot if they mixed cock into the action. The mixture of pleasure/pain was quite an experience, she told him. 
 
    She told Quinn the mix had become one of her favorites as well. Henry had once taken her to a home where they tied her to a cross where every guy could fuck or whip her as they pleased. And they did both… a lot. 
 
    When she started complaining about the permanent marks being left on her body, Henry threw her out and refused to see her any longer. She stood up, showing marks on her under-breast, her ass cheeks, even her thighs. She could never wear short-shorts again. 
 
    Eric was different. Quinn had met him several times at business functions. He knew him to be a nice person. After Charlotte’s first night with Eric, Quinn suspected he genuinely loved her, would have gladly married her if she were available. Quinn knew she traveled to Cincinnati so much because she loved him too. 
 
    And she did… in a way… but the sexual need was not to be denied, even for Eric. Charlotte explained that she had contacted several swinger lifestyle groups in Cincinnati, then invited Eric to join them with her. He apparently went a couple times, but after seeing Charlotte in her full ‘take all cocks’ mode, had shrunk back, rejecting the whole idea of sharing her in that way. 
 
    Eventually, when she went anyway, refusing to stop, he asked her to no longer stay at the house when she was in town and finally arranged for a new agency for Smithson’s advertising, making the breakup complete. 
 
    Her anchors had been severed. Now she was adrift in a sexual sea with no rudder or pilot. She had even pushed Quinn away so hard that she was reluctant to call him. That explained the long stretch of recent months where he hardly heard from her at all. When she felt compelled to sneak into the house for new clothes. 
 
    Worse, she started hooking up with fellow executives at various business conferences, gaining a reputation for sleeping around. That’s when her position at Bright Advertising deteriorated. The final straw was when she lost the Smithson Industries relationship. Krieger had apparently told Smithson the reason he wanted to change. Everyone seemed to understand what she had become. That hurt her standing in the local advertising community as well.  
 
    It did not matter. She needed more. She started going back to clubs again, picking up random guys, but her age was now working against her. Businessmen looking for a quick fling were hoping for a nubile young thing, not a woman old enough to be their wife. And the younger businessmen were not ready for a MILF that was too aggressive. 
 
    Over time, her stack of regular lovers peeled off one-by-one, until she only had one or two left. Sex, as will not be a surprise to any married couple, was not a sound basis for a relationship. She would reject any efforts to form a more permanent arrangement, so the guys would go looking elsewhere. The ones she had left were not the ones she wanted to have. 
 
    In the end, she began looking online again. But without Quinn’s careful management of people and situations, she fell repeatedly in with groups she could not control. Increasingly, they drew her into situations like BDSM, gangbangs, and plain sexual abuse. The more degrading, the better, she thought.  
 
    She now believes, she told Quinn, her increasingly negative feelings about herself drew her into these situations. Her betrayal of Quinn had forever impacted her thinking… about her own worthiness to be loved. 
 
    Her fall to despair never shown more obvious than when she brought those guys to their home. She loved what they did to her. By this time, she had grown to love the pleasure/pain of BDSM. They did their things to her… whatever they wanted, really… then just left her for Quinn to find. For him to discover what she had become. 
 
    At that point, the shame simply took over. She didn’t know what to do, or even how to go about her life. She admitted that she especially didn’t know how to approach Quinn. Her love for him had never stopped. She just knew the vicious cycle of her bad choices. And didn’t know how to escape. 
 
    Call it an addiction, a need, a craving, a fixation. She wasn’t sure how to describe what she was feeling. But she knew her sexual need was out of control. She was discovering the hard way that no matter how good the cock, or how erotic the situation, without love, without a relationship, it was empty of meaning. 
 
    All these changes brought her back to Quinn, her one true love, the person she knew she belonged with. Still, she didn’t know how to do it. She knew, in her shame, that she no longer deserved a guy like Quinn. He was a person who loved her, respected her. She knew for sure she did not deserve THAT any longer. 
 
    Her last few trips to the bars went spectacularly wrong. One literally raped her. Mind you, she said, you know how I like it rough. This guy took her into the woods. She thought it was a kind of fun, making her feel like she was parking in high school. 
 
    He wasn’t interested in reliving lost memories. He slapped her around, slammed himself into her and took her ass with no lubrication, then threw all her stuff out of the car, leaving her there in the woods. Her last trip to a bar Quinn knew about. She didn’t do exactly what he wanted at that moment, so he beat her up. 
 
    Quinn just listened to her talking, absorbing all of it. He wasn’t sure what to say for most. He felt mainly sorrow, of what had become of her life and where she was going. He knew she still loved him, in some manner, but now he was feeling her desperation. Did she really love him? Or was he just the last rung before she fell into the abyss? 
 
    He wasn’t sure, but maybe she did still see this as her home; like the old Robert Frost poem, the place where, when you have to go there, they have to take you in. 
 
    Still, he loved her, loved her with all his heart, always had. He understood a lot of the blame was his. For the longest time, he had been an enabler for her excesses. He was not sure he could have stopped her, but he didn’t try either. And when it became obvious she needed help, he didn’t even try to slow her down. 
 
    He saw it was getting worse, but knew she had to find a bottom before they could make any progress. She had given herself to the need, and nothing he said would have made any difference. At least, that’s the story he told himself to cover his lack of trying. 
 
    The narrative slowed. Charlotte’s eyes were already bloodshot from the repeated crying along the way. Quinn looked at her. “So, what’s next? What do you want to do now?” 
 
    Her face slumped into her hands. She was crying now, full sobs of sorrow. “I am so sorry, Quinn,” she said. “For all that I have done to you, for all that I have put you through, for the glory that was our relationship, which I trashed, putting it through the shredder.” 
 
    She finally got her crying and despair under control, but just enough to speak. “I recognize all that… I know what I did… I just don’t know what to do now… how to find my way back. You are the only thing I ever thought about, even after I had these sessions. When it was all over, all I ever wanted was to come home and cuddle with you.” 
 
    “Then why didn’t you?” Quinn asked. “I was always here, always available. I wanted to see you, wanted to talk to you, sleep with you.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. “I guess I had become so ashamed. You were always so loving, so trusting, so understanding. I knew to my very soul that I no longer deserved you.”

  

 
   
    16 / Finding Her Way Back 
 
    “Ok,” Quinn said. “I think the best solution near-term is for you to take a break. I would like to suggest a recovery plan if you will listen. Come home… sleep in our bed… I will stay in the guest room… try to find yourself again. I will be here to talk to you, hold you, be with you whenever you want. But you must find your way back to me. I cannot do that for you.” 
 
    She reached out her hand to his, holding it softly. 
 
    “There is something very important to understand, my love,” he said, trying to be as sympathetic as he could, but there was firm resolve in his words. “I cannot go where you seem to want. I loved the sex we had, loved the way we were together, even the cuckold stuff was fun. As you got deeper in, I became less a part of your plan. I can’t do that in the future. Think about what you want. But for me… and us… this will be your only chance of redemption. I cannot tolerate the way you have become.” 
 
    She did not reply, just shook her head in understanding. She knew this was literally the last step before the abyss. Quinn was giving her a lifeline to pull her back. 
 
    And that’s how the next four weeks progressed. She extended her leave at work after Quinn called the Managing Partner to tell him about her ‘depression’. He seemed very understanding and wished her well. She stayed in their house, literally never left. Quinn had moved most of his stuff into the guest room and started sleeping there regularly. 
 
    The entire time she was there during this period, she never put clothes on, seldom even left the bedroom. He wasn’t sure what the nakedness represented to her, but it clearly meant a lot. During this whole transition, he never saw her put a single piece of clothing on her body. He would hear the TV occasionally, but he never really knew what she did in there. Didn’t look, didn’t ask. 
 
    After a couple of weeks, she started coming down to join him for dinner occasionally, still naked. They would talk about the kids, about the house, what she was planning with her job, his latest client problem to solve. But they never spoke about sex, or their love, or where their relationship might be going. And he didn’t want to press the issue. 
 
    The next week, she asked Quinn whether he would sleep with her again. Not sex, just sleep. He would. He told her. After that, he moved back into the master bedroom. He would get up, go to work, and seldom see her except for her occasional dinner visits. Then he would come back upstairs to sleep. 
 
    At the end of the fourth week, they had the breakthrough he had been hoping for. He went to bed that night, slipping in beside her as he always did. Within moments, instead of the back he usually faced, she leaned over, draping her arm over him. 
 
    “I love you, Quinn. Always have, always will. Would you be willing to love me again?” 
 
    “I never stopped,” he replied. 
 
    They cuddled close the entire night. During that time, he got hard pressing against her. She reached down to grip his shaft in her fist, leaned down and put it in her mouth. 
 
    “I have so missed this inside me,” she said. “I know you had issues I struggled with, but this is attached to you. Nothing could replace that.” She took him back into her mouth, the low moan from her telling him how much she was enjoying the touch. 
 
    She looked up at him. “Quinn, I am so sorry. THIS was the hardest lesson for me to learn. A cock is just a cock. You are my love.” 
 
    She went back to his cock and simply went at him. Her year of constant sex had really taught her some serious skills. He came quickly. The old embarrassment returned for him, but she didn’t care. She swallowed his seed like it was the nectar of the gods. They cuddled tightly through the rest of the night. 
 
    The next day, she came to his office in the middle of the morning. For the first time in weeks, dressed in regular street clothes, a pair of jeans and a tank top. He got up, gave her a bear hug, tipping her head up to kiss her with all the passion he was feeling inside. 
 
    “Would you be willing to start over with me?” she asked. “To find our way back together again, like we used to be?” 
 
    “Yes,” he replied instantly. “I have always been willing. I was just waiting for you to ask.” 
 
    “Outside sex?” he asked. 
 
    “Only if you want,” she replied. 
 
    “Our original rules will need to be accepted.” 
 
     “I accept them without reservation. Though I want you to know, you will be my focus. I have had plenty of hard shafts in the last year. The itch has been scratched. Now, I want to take care of you.” 
 
    She went outside, opened the trunk of her car, and pulled out the bulk of her wardrobe she had been accumulating over the last year. She brought it inside, did laundry as needed, sending the rest to the cleaners. 
 
    Once this was all done, she came back downstairs, this time naked again. She came up to him, her intention clear. “Let’s go to bed, my love. We have some catching up to do.”

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
    Funny how a couple can go through such trying times and come out stronger in the end. Quinn and Charlotte were now more together than they had ever been. One seldom seen without the other. The fundamental friendship they had always possessed blossomed as they grew closer. She went back to Bright Advertising, got back most of her relationships, though she was no longer being discussed for Managing Partner. 
 
    For her next birthday, about 6 months after they got back together, Quinn surprised her. He found Joe and James from their first threesome experience. He surprised her with them in their bedroom when she came up. She was a little embarrassed at first, but quickly took her clothes off and gave herself to the men. 
 
    One significant difference was her focus on Quinn. With every action, every movement, he could see her eyes tracking him, making sure he could see everything. She had plenty of orgasms… Joe made sure of that… and she enjoyed the play, but she was putting on a show for her cuckold. 
 
    After that, play became a treat, a celebration for them both. They enjoyed it and both felt included at every step. This started out once a month, gradually falling to every other month, then quarterly. The draw was there, the fun, but the need was not as strong. After some time, she started going out on her own again, but only rarely. They were back to the full sharing, and she always came home. 
 
    Their own sex life made a complete reversal. His ability to stay hard after play gave them plenty of opportunity to enjoy each other. When he felt like he came too quickly, he always used the dildo to finish the job. They even had some fun with the BDSM she had learned to enjoy. He struggled, striking her as hard as she wanted, but he gradually learned to hit harder as he saw how much she enjoyed it. They now have an entire drawer full of toys that he uses on her whenever she asks. 
 
    The odd part of all this sexual tension and release is that his consulting practice exploded. He could concentrate on jobs and find solutions faster now that his home situation settled down. He could not explain why this was, but it was clear in every way. He had done such a great job with one tech concern he received a write-up in a consulting magazine. He signed several new contracts shortly thereafter. He was even considering opening an office and hiring new staff to help expand further. 
 
    As he contemplated the future for his company, he looked at his watch. Charlotte had been a hotwife for over three years now and had about every experience he could imagine. They had been playing actively ever since that first fight in the restaurant. He looked back at that initial tussle and just laughed. How wrong could he have been? Well, considering the turmoil in the middle, maybe he was right to be concerned. 
 
    Still, his powerful need to have her fucked, and to watch her taken the way she wanted, just grew deeper in his core. He loved being her cuckold, loved to focus on finding her the pleasure she craves. 
 
    There are times he still could not get past the jealousy, the fear of her leaving, his own feelings of inadequacy, but then she tells him about something a guy did when she played, how much pleasure it gave her, and remembers how hard they made love after she returned… This remained the only time he could stay hard long enough that she came while he was inside her. He loved that. 
 
    Sitting at the desk waiting for her to return home, her latest conquest complete, he knew she was having a fun time. She now routinely showed the door to those that did not measure up after a quickie. For her to stay this late, he knew she was getting a solid fucking. 
 
    At one in the morning, the door opened. He came out of his office, his cock in his hand at full mast, catching him completely by surprise. The guy was standing right next to her. 
 
    “Hey, babe. Glad you’re still up. I brought a friend to play. Want to watch?” 
 
    Yes, he did… 
 
    THE END
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