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      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 heard 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. It didn’t matter. They became etched in his heart. Her lustrous brown eyes, the small nose shaped exactly right, her skin so smooth and clear.

      His eyes would wander down to the body that had 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, though 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 in her mid-40s. She seldom exercised, nor watched what she ate carefully. Yet 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. Probably genetics. He remembered watching a movie once 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. Everyone called her Charlie.

      She was aging as he was. Thankfully, she was doing so in all the right places. Her smile brought creases to her eyes now, which emphasized the sparkle when she laughed. Under her eyes, he saw the wrinkles forming. They spoke of depth and wisdom, doing nothing to drown the beauty.

      Age had taken a small toll on her gorgeous mounds, though not too much. They still stood perky and proud. Her legs were smooth and luscious. She was ‘a woman in full,’ as he had heard it called.

      Quinn… he was another matter. A minimum of 3 days a week in the gym and watching every calorie had him still losing the battle with aging. He wasn’t fat, at least not compared to many of his friends. Still, the ass-spread from sitting too many hours in a desk chair and the beginnings of a ‘dad-bod’ had already appeared.

      He considered himself handsome, though his face now had the soft look of someone who spends a lot of time staring at a computer screen. His black glasses accented his full head of brown hair. Thankfully, this offset the growing softness everywhere else, somewhat at least.

      As he stared at his wife, he often wondered how they had ended up where they were. The when and the how were clear. Yet, the fuller meaning of why still eluded him.

      His hand stroked her side as she purred. He remembered why she was sleeping so soundly. Earlier that evening, a guy they had found online repeatedly pounded his cock into her, cumming in her three times. They had gone at it for hours. Those screams of pleasure still rang 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 needed to have a conversation. Yes, they would. Not too soon, though. She has a session on Saturday night with three construction workers that should be interesting. He’ll wait until after that…
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      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 a 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.

      Of more concern was what they were going to do now. As they drove home, the car was deathly quiet. You’d think they were returning from a funeral. Their home was only a few hours’ drive. The tension hung between them. Actual change was coming into their lives. That much was clear. Yet, neither had figured out a path through that change.

      “Want to stop and get something to eat?” Charlotte asked. “Yelp says there’s a good ‘country cooking’ restaurant in Smithville up ahead.”

      Quinn nodded his agreement, yet the silence continued. It was as if they were grieving as they stared at the scenery flying by. So many years of being a caregiver, counselor, and 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 the diagnosis of complex system failures. He worked from home most of the time, occasionally traveling 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 would ever need.

      Socializing would not be a problem either. They had a large circle of friends, both together and individually. Some were made through the children, though 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 within their own relationship. They had really been struggling there of late. It would not be an easy fix. Charlotte had been thinking about this for a long time, even reading a couple of 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. The challenge was that the easy intimacy of earlier years had given way to miscommunications, hurt feelings, and held grudges.

      No more 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. Her husband had a talented tongue that would make up for the premature end of his thrusting efforts.

      Indeed, there were many issues to be considered.

      Quinn always knew they were headed for a rough patch after Alia left home. The undertow of growing frustrations was showing in major fights over minor nothings.

      He also recognized that many of these sticking points were of 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. His skills with complex system diagnosis told him there were many things to consider.

      While they looked at the menu and ordered, both tried 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 about how different their college experiences were from 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’ve always enjoyed hiking and traveling. Now that the kids are not around, how about doing that again? Would you like that?”

      “Very much. Isn’t the bedroom one of our biggest problems, though? Lately, you haven’t been pleased with me.”

      “We have such a strong connection,” she said, her deep love for him showing in her words. “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. “That hasn’t made up for your frustrations in the longevity department, has it?”

      “I suppose you’re right. 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.”

      On the rest of the way home, the conversation turned to activities they might do together, especially travel. They looked at places to go, parks to visit, and schedules. By the time they got home, Quinn was hoping the easy rapport they had returned to with the travel discussion might lead to working on their challenges in the bedroom.
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      Regrettably, that did not last long. In fact, the 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, heading right for the action. She pulled him to her as she lay 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 she demanded he twist them viciously with his teeth. Most of all, she wanted him to take complete control and hammer into her as long as she needed.

      In the end, that was always the rub. The terrible truth of their relationship. Lasting that long would never happen… not with his equipment. He could not sustain himself long enough for her to find her release while he was inside her. The pleasure would overwhelm him after pumping just a few times. He would cum only moments later. In his memory, he couldn’t remember a time she had found her release while having intercourse with him.

      Usually, that wasn’t too much of a problem. He would use his tongue to bring her to orgasm before finding his own pleasure, but lately she had been so hungry to be ‘taken’. Oh, that word! She wanted him to pound into her until she screamed her release. At least that’s what he thought, because such a thing had never happened.

      Like tonight. All the romantic buildup crashed as she felt him splash her insides long before she was ready. Charlotte groaned 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 unable to 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 remembered how they had met. They were both business students at the same college. He majored 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 just knew this guy was going to be an enormous success in life.

      Quinn was the opposite of the jokers and athletes she had been dating so far. He took her to science fiction movies, Avantgarde art showings, helped her with her calculus, and was a great guy to hang with. Plus, he was funny and cynical, just like her. Simple joy filled the man. 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.

      She probably should have been more sexually aggressive with Quinn before they got married, she thought to herself. That would have given her a little pre-warning of things to come.

      The newly emerging Quinn and Charlotte were not like many of their friends, humping constantly in college. They made love, sure. When he had first cum quickly, she thought he was simply excited. He would last better the second time in a session, though seldom 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… she didn’t think it would be a major issue.

      Funny, she brooded to herself as she sipped from the bottle another time, slumped in a living room chair. In her ‘randy’ youth, she didn’t care about his inability to get her off. Now, as she approaches middle age, it has become all-consuming. In school, 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.

      Charlotte didn’t understand why this change had been building so much over the last few years. Perhaps it was her changing hormone levels, or disappointment at missing her sexual peak. She didn’t really know, despite her thinking about the why a lot.

      Now, she just accepted that the why no longer mattered. She needed sex. Wanted it, desired it. Deep inside, she knew. Tonight was the final straw. The ultimate act that brought home the need for action.

      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’d ever expressed to him. He was a wonderful life partner who loved her and loved their family. They had similar political views and 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. In many ways, he was better at that stuff than she was. But the sex…

      “I’m so sorry, Charlie, really,” Quinn said softly, flopping in the chair. “What can I do?” Total defeat showed in his slumped posture. He had also grabbed a whiskey out of the cabinet. Naturally, 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 orgasm while we make love, Quinn. This has always been a problem for us… since the beginning. Lately, my body has noticed the lack of release so much more intensely… especially over the last couple of 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, ever since I saw you at Billie’s party in college. I recognize how frustrating this is. It’s frustrating for me too! I don’t want it to be this way. I’m just out of ideas on how to fix it.”

      Charlotte got off the chair, moving in between his legs, her head buried in his chest. “I understand. Really do. And I love you too. We seem to be caught in a terrible dilemma. There must be options out there.”

      “I’ll see my doctor. Might be something they can do.” They had tried that before. The doctor didn’t have any pills to offer for this condition. 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. Nothing seemed to work. ‘Too clinical,’ he had protested. Putting cream on his hard penis 15 minutes before making love always seemed a total mood killer. He often failed to get
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