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Recap of All About Sheila X 

Matt talks his wife, Sheila, into fulfilling one of his sexual fantasies, being a hotwife and sleeping with another man. He never dreams that actually doing it will open a door into his wife's previously hidden sex life as well as his own. It's the beginning of a wanton journey of unbridled lust and nymphomania as the couple discover the depths of their sexual natures.
When they invite a Thor-like, young stud, Kevin, to join them in a three-way, the couple get more than they bargain for. Sheila is left in a dazed and convulsing orgasmic state and Matt is left to ponder his wife's new persona, which prompts him to give her a pet name, Sheila X, the hidden sexual vixen. Once alone, they agree that she would never see him again for fear of too deep a physical and emotional attachment.
However, the experience opens them up to honest sexual communication and allows them to reveal never shared sexual secrets. This freedom spurs them on to further alternate lifestyle experiences including swinging, cuckolding, hotwife adventures, and BDSM experimentation from which Matt’s submissive and bisexual nature is exposed, and Sheila’s wanton and obsessive sexual disposition is revealed.


The end of the last Chapter of Sheila X

Eventually the sex slowed down again. More routine life, less carousing. Sheila seemed less interested in her sexual adventures, and in me, for that matter. I didn't much care. The whole hotwife scene got old. All those guys fucking her all the time, I had started to become disenchanted at what a slut she was. I was yearning for the woman I married. 

One day I was on route to a work site about an hour drive away when it started to pour so hard, we decided to call it a day.  After a tough drive home, as I turn into the driveway, I see a Harley parked there. It looks strangely familiar. I get into the house, and I'm thinking Sheila X is at it again. My suspicion is confirmed when I hear heavy sex sounds coming from our bedroom. Sheila is being impaled on some cock and enjoying the hell out of it. I was a little pissed, because our deal was, she didn't fuck anyone unless I knew about it. 

So, a bit angry, I go upstairs and swing our bedroom door open, and I almost fall over. There is Kevin. That's right, the original Kevin who started off this mad sexual journey. Kevin's monster tool was ten inches into Sheila, and he was sweating and pumping away, and she, her legs over his shoulders, head thrown back, eyes rolling in her head, is talking dirty, in mid-cum. 

“Sheila, what the fucking Christ is going on here!” It was almost a shout.

I surprised them, and they stopped mid-thrust. Kevin pulled out of her. She rolled over on her side, put her head on her hand and looked at me puzzled. 

“Mattie, what the fuck are you doing home?” 

“That's not the question. The question is, 'Why are you fucking Kevin?' We had an agreement.” 

After the first time Kevin reduced her to orgiastic rubble, we talked. I was worried that if she kept fucking this guy, she'd fall in love and that would be the end of us. So, she promised no more Kevin, and here she was—even though it was almost impossible to cheat on me—she was cheating on me. Eve and the apple. I expected her to be repentant. Apologize. Feel guilty. 

“I'm fucking Kevin, because I want to, Mattie,” she said not giving a damn. 

“But we agreed, no more Kevin.” 

“We did, but I decided to cheat on you. I missed cheating on you. I like having a secret lover, and nobody fucks me like Kevin.” 

“You missed cheating on me. You cheated on me before?” Now I am really confused.

“All the time, Mattie. Right from the beginning. You know that German couple we met by the pool on our honeymoon? I fucked him while you and his wife were asleep. What did you think I did all those summer days when teachers had off. Sorry honey, that's just who I am.” 

I was stunned. Why was she being so cruel? “Jesus, Sheila.” 

“If it weren't for you asking me to fuck Kevin, I would still be cheating. You know that cute teacher that did me in the closet. That wasn't the first time? He's been doing me all year.” 

I was stunned. “So, I've been deceived the whole marriage?” 

“I’m afraid so!” 

“I don't know what to say.” 

“Look, Mattie, all those guys I've fucked. None of them ever got me off like my Kevin here. I absolutely love fucking him. He overwhelms me every time. He's the best lover I've ever had far and away, and I'm not giving him up.” 

Now Kevin had yet to say a word, and his cock was still hard as he knelt between her legs. 

“Listen, dude, sorry. I thought you knew. I thought it was okay with you. That's what she said.” 

“Shut the fuck up, Kevin! “I yelled. “This is unacceptable Sheila! Totally unacceptable! How long have you two been getting together?” 

She looked at Kevin. “What, like four months or so now, right baby?” He nodded. 

Sheila sat on the side of the bed her emerald eyes boring into mine. “Okay, Mattie, here's how it is. We can get divorce, break up our family, liquidate our assets, traumatize the kids, and never see each other except on weekends when you pick up the boys, or... 

“Or what?” I bark. 

“You can shut the fuck up, sit down and watch us fuck and be humiliated. Why else would you let scores of men have sex with me?” 

I was feeling faint. She was so cruel as she destroyed me with the tale of her transgressions and misdeeds. Sadistically enjoying it. 

“I thought you loved me?” Tears were welling up in my eyes. 

“I do love you, you idiot! I've always loved you. I always will, but sex is something separate. The question is do you love me enough to let me screw Kevin? Because we are going to keep doing it as long as he wants me. Why should I give him up? So, what's the answer, sit your ass down and watch...or go?” 

What could I do? I loved the hell out of this woman. I couldn't live without her. I sat the fuck down, and watched.
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As Kevin and Sheila went at each other Matt sat for a while, eyeballs glazed, in total shock until  he pulled my self together and wandered down to the “The Shack,” his regular gin joint, which was only a few blocks away. He downed two boiler-makers in a row to get a quick buzz on and just pondered what the fuck happened. Where did Sheila’s cruelty come from? Was she, like, a split personality? A woman suffering from some sociopathic affliction? She was so perfect a wife and mate for so many years, and he was the one who insisted on fulfilling his hotwife fantasy. Had she gone mad? Was she a hidden cruel, sadist all along. 

Finally, Mike, the barkeep, was shutting down. He helped Matt to the door, and he stumbled home—crashed on the couch into a troubled sleep.

He woke up to the smell of bacon and the voices and sounds of the shuffle and business of the kids getting ready for school. Sheila was in the kitchen cooking and hurrying them along. She had their lunches packed and she hustled them out the door in time to catch the school bus. Just like a normal day, and nothing had happened.

I dragged myself out of bed. I was suffering from a massive headache. Sheila came to me with a glass of water and a couple Advil. She handed them to me with a smile 

“Good morning,” She handed me the pills. I glared at her as I took them. “Oh, don’t be a baby,” she said. Matt almost went through the roof.

“What the fuck is going on here! Last night you talked to me like I was the dirt on your shoes. Like I was some worthless scumbag. You tell me all the nasty things you did behind my back, playing me for the fool, while I thought you were my loving wife. I thought we had this honest relationship going, but all the time you’re a fucking whore who can’t keeping keep a cock out of her mouth or pussy. You tell me to shut up or fuck off. And now you act like nothing happened? I mean how was it possible for you to cheat on my when you were already fucking other people. I’m stupefied. What the fuck?” I screamed.

“Okay, okay, calm down. I deserved that.”

“You think!”

“Listen, baby, you have to understand, I didn’t mean any of that shit I said last night. I was a bit drunk and right in the middle of an awesome fuck, and you charged in like some bull in a China shop. You pissed me off.”

“So all those guys you fucked all summer, wasn’t true?”

“Well, I fucked a couple, but not like I said.”

“And you buddy the school teach... true?”

“Um, that was true.”

“So why didn’t you just tell me. I mean you know I was okay with you slutting around?”

“Mattie, sometime you just want something private for yourself.”

“And you have been fucking, Kevin.”

“That’s true. But that’s something we have to talk about later.”

“How much later?”

Sheila put her hands behind my neck and pulled me to her. “I’m sorry, baby,” she said. Then she gave me a soft, sensual kiss and my heart weakened and my dick stiffened. We made out 

passionately for a few minutes. Then she dropped to her knees, pulled down my boxers and slid me into her mouth and went to work. She let me cum in her mouth and swallowed it right down. I mean what the fuck. What could I possibly do to keep angry with this woman?

She got up, wipe a few drops from her lips, gave me a big self-satisfied smile, and a big wet kiss. She looked at the clock. “Whoops, got to get to work. You too. To be continued tonight.”

CHAPTER 2

Sheila didn’t waste time. That night, after the kids were in bed and the Netflix menu was blinking mindlessly on the TV, she padded into the den where I nursed a beer and a wound that seemed bottomless. She sat across from me, eyes direct, lips in an amused line, elegant as ever in her “don’t fuck with me” yoga pants, and crossed her bare feet on the ottoman between us.

“I’ve been thinking, Mattie,” she started, and I braced for violence. “You’re not the only one who gets a say in the structure of our marriage. We both get to shape this, and frankly, I’m sick of playing by rules we keep breaking.”

I didn’t answer, because what could I say?

She leaned forward, elbows on knees, voice low but relentless. “Let’s stop pretending this is about cheating or some dirty secret affair. What if we were just honest? With each other, with ourselves. You wanted a hotwife, and—spoiler—I love the gig. So make it official. Not open, not swinging, not some sleazy Craigslist sideline. I want Kevin as my boyfriend. Or, rather, our boyfriend.”

I must have looked like a cartoon hit with a frying pan.

She kept going, reading my shock as fuel. “You heard me. I want to try poly. Me, you, and Kevin. No sneaking around. No drama. Just everyone fucking and loving who they want. And,” she added, as if tossing the clincher into a poker pot, “I want you to be a part of it. Not just standing in the corner and jacking off like a sad little cuck. You’re in it, Mattie. If you want.”

I pulled at the beer and stalled. “You mean...like a three-way? Or a throuple?”

She grinned. “Don’t pretend you don’t know the lingo. Yes. You, me, him. We can take turns, or together, or whatever. The only rule is: it’s us three. No other women. No other men unless we both want


































































































































































Chapter 5  The Lunch Hour Shift
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CHAPTER 12: The Party Line
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	Power Dynamics: Sheila may find excitement in the clear power dynamics at play. In a dominant-submissive relationship, the dominant partner holds all the power, and this can be thrilling for a submissive who enjoys relinquishing control. The dominance of her partner allows her to explore her own limits and desires in a safe, albeit intense, environment.

	Honesty and Authenticity: Sheila might feel that this form of interaction is more honest and authentic than the superficial games she played before. There is a raw, unfiltered aspect to BDSM and domination that can be liberating. It strips away the pretenses and social norms, allowing her to connect with her partner on a more primal level.

	Sensory and Emotional Intensity: The experiences she had, including torture and rape, are intensely sensory and emotional. For some, this intensity can be exhilarating and addictive. The heightened state of arousal and the release of endorphins during and after such experiences can create a sense of euphoria and excitement.

	Exploration of Boundaries: Engaging in these acts allows Sheila to explore her personal boundaries and limits. The act of pushing and testing these boundaries can be empowering. It gives her a sense of control over her own body and emotions, even as she submits to her partner.

	Catharsis and Release: Submission can provide a cathartic release of emotions and tensions. For Sheila, the act of being "used" might offer a sense of emotional and psychological release, allowing her to let go of inhibitions and societal expectations.

	Identity and Self-Discovery: Exploring her submissive side can be a journey of self-discovery. It allows Sheila to understand her desires and preferences better, which can be incredibly empowering. Knowing and embracing one's true self, even if it involves unconventional preferences, can be deeply satisfying.

	Trust and Intimacy: There is a deep level of trust required in such relationships. The fact that she trusts her dominant partner implicitly can create a strong emotional bond, enhancing the overall experience and making it exciting.

	Escape from Superficiality: By embracing her submission, Sheila escapes the superficiality of societal norms and expectations. She finds freedom in the raw, unfiltered nature of her experiences, which can be incredibly liberating and exciting.
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