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Things were getting a bit tense at home.  Sadie’s workplace was really piling on the responsibilities—with no extra pay—and I was putting in a lot of overtime myself.  Day after day we both came home late to a messy house and had to think of something quick for dinner.  Finally I decided enough was enough.  We both needed a break.  I imagined going somewhere far away for an entire week, and Sadie readily agreed.  Then she started looking at her work calendar, and my dream week got shortened to a long weekend.
 
    
 
   “Fine,” I said.  “We will take Friday off and get a hotel room in another town.  Maybe go to a show, have some nice dinners out.  Then Monday morning we will go back to work feeling rested and recharged.”
 
    
 
   “I’ll see what I can do,” Sadie said.  Then she hugged me and kissed my cheek.  “I love you so much, Lee.  Things will get better in a few months.  They are hiring more staff.  I bet we can take a whole week off in the fall.”
 
    
 
   At work the next day, my wife texted me the final okay for Friday, so I immediately went online and booked a nice hotel room.  The rest of the week crawled by miserably, but when Friday rolled around, we both jumped out of bed early, got dressed, and hit the road.  Our destination was only a couple hundred miles away, so even with taking the scenic route and stopping for breakfast, we reached our hotel by the mid-afternoon check-in time.
 
    
 
   “You picked well!” Sadie said, as we jumped into bed and she nuzzled against my cheek.
 
    
 
   “It’s nothing fancy,” I replied, slipping my hands underneath her shirt.  “I just wanted us to spend some time together, without any distractions.”  In no time at all I had her naked, and we were both rolling around in the sheets, making out passionately.
 
    
 
   After several moments of enjoying each other’s bodies in silence, she slipped her arm around my neck and whispered in my ear, “Why don’t you put those lips to good use?  I could use it after the week I’ve had.”  She didn’t have to ask me twice!  I quickly slid down beneath the sheet and found her wet and waiting for me.  Since we had such a long weekend ahead of us, I figured I would take it slow, kissing her labia gently and then sticking my tongue against her clitoris with barely perceptible pressure.
 
    
 
   “Eat it, Lee!”  I heard Sadie’s voice above me.  “Stop your teasing!  You know what kind of week I’ve had.  I need to cum.”  So that was that.  I dove in deeper, massaging her clit with my tongue and massaging her hole with my fingers.  “Faster, Lee!  Don’t stop!” she yelled.  There’s no taste in this world that I enjoy more than my wife’s aroused pussy, so I certainly had no intention of stopping until she was satisfied.  I increased the speed and pressure to such an extent that I worried I was rubbing her raw.
 
    
 
   “That it!”  she finally said.  “Just a little more!”  Moments later she was shrieking and rubbing her wetness all over my face.  At this point I was feeling very excited, so I started to climb on top of her to take my turn.  “Not so fast, Lee,” she said.  “How about you wait until after dinner?  I want you horny and wanting me the rest of the day.  This is my mini-cation, and I want to be the center of attention the whole time.”
 
    
 
   I sighed heavily, climbed off of her, and lay down beside her.  “Very well,” I said, gazing at my beautiful, well-satisfied wife.  “You can be the center of attention the whole time.”
 
    
 
   Sadie reached down and started stroking my cock gently.  “I’m glad you agree, sweetie,” she said.  “I’ve been needing some “me” time lately, so a weekend away was a perfect idea.  And well-behaved husbands get to come along.  I feel relaxed already.  Do you know what I was thinking about while you were licking me?”
 
    
 
   “What’s that, baby?” I asked through heavy breaths while she continued stroking me.
 
    
 
   “Same thing I always think about,” she shrugged.  “My big-dick boyfriend.  I love how he comes over sometimes when you’re at work and fucks me all over the house.  You wouldn’t believe how many times he can cum,” my wife sighed and patted my raging erect cock.  “That’s why it sometimes smells like sex when you come home.  I wonder if he has any free time next week.”
 
    
 
   I realize that her last remarks require an explanation.  Years ago, after a night of heavy drinking, I let slip to Sadie that I fantasize about watching her with other men.  She laughed it off and called my fantasy “cute,” but she also made it clear—even in her drunken state—that it was not something she would consider at the time.  Ever since then, however, she has used the idea to excite and arouse me in bed.  I can usually tell when she is wanting sex, because she will start casually talking about her “boyfriend” and the things he has been doing to her body lately.
 
    
 
   So by now I was feeling very aroused indeed.  I snuggled up close to her and whispered, “Tell me more about your boyfriend.  What’s he like?”
 
    
 
   She flashed me a mischievous smile.  “Why, Lee!  You know very well what kind of men I like.  They don’t have to be body-builders, but they could maybe be in a little better shape,” she said while patting my belly.   “Most of all, I’m attracted to confidence.  I like men who are comfortable in their own skin and know what they want.  A ‘ladies first’ attitude is nice, but I also like a man who lets it be known that he intends to get his as well.”  At this point she reached down and started stroking my cock again.  “I also like men who are packing a bit more down below.  This is a nice husband dick, but, honestly, a girl wants a bit more in a boyfriend.”
 
    
 
   I reached over, grabbed her face, and kissed her passionately.  Feeling the heat rise as she continued stroking me, I began to fear I would lose myself into her hand.  Panting heavily, I broke the embrace and said, “We better get up and go to dinner, or I won’t be able to hold out much longer!”
 
    
 
   Sadie laughed and stood up to dress.  “Very well, Lee.  I am getting a little hungry, now that you mention it.  A good licking always does that to me.  Maybe if you’re good all evening, I’ll tell you more about my boyfriend when we get back to our room tonight.”
 
    
 
   Earlier we had spotted a seafood restaurant within walking distance of our hotel, and since this is Sadie’s favorite kind of food, I figured it was the obvious choice.  It was still a little early for the dinner rush, so the place was mostly empty, and we didn’t have to wait long for our food.  I was still feeling aroused from our hotel room session, so after the waiter brought the first course, I mentioned as casually as I could, “You really had me going this afternoon, babe.”
 
    
 
   “Mmm hmm,” my wife said as she sipped at her shrimp bisque.
 
    
 
   “You’re a beautiful woman,” I continued, prodding her a little.  “You could certainly attract whatever kind of boyfriend you want.  You’d have all sorts of men interested.”
 
    
 
   “Of course I could, Lee.  I notice when men look at me,” she replied nonchalantly.
 
    
 
   I didn’t want to spoil the mood, but Sadie had left me feeling very turned on back at the room, and it wasn’t going away.  I couldn’t help but come right out and ask, “Do you ever think you might want to try that for real?  I mean.  I know we talk about it a lot.”
 
    
 
   My wife finished her soup silently with a thoughtful expression on her face.  Then she pushed the bowl aside, leaned forward, and looked me directly in the eye.  “It’s been a while since you’ve asked me that,” she said.  “What was it?  Three or four years?”  I nodded.  “Do you remember what I said last time?”
 
    
 
   At this point the waiter came back with our lobster tails.  As soon as he left, I replied, “Yes, I do remember.  You said it was not something you would consider at the time.”
 
    
 
   “Well, Lee, I suppose times can change,” she said distractedly, picking at her lobster.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t sure that I heard her right at first.  I thought she would never come around to the idea!  I started to ask, “Do you mean….?”
 
    
 
   Sadie put down her fork and looked me in the eye.  “I think we are very settled in our marriage now, Lee.  Who knows.  Maybe the years of fantasizing about it have gotten to me, too.”  She took another bite, thought for a moment, and continued, “We’ve both been so busy and stressed out lately.  Maybe we could use a new form of recreation.”
 
    
 
   It was all I could do to restrain myself from jumping from my chair in delight.  No doubt my wife of many years could sense the excitement on my face, but I tried to play this as calmly as possible.  “I think a new form of recreation is a great idea,” I said.
 
    
 
   “But here’s the thing, Lee,” she said.  “I have high standards.  I was telling you the truth earlier in bed when I described the kind of boyfriend I want.  I won’t fuck just anyone for the sake of your entertainment.”
 
    
 
   “I wouldn’t expect you to!” I exclaimed.  “I want you to choose someone you are attracted to.  And someone you feel comfortable with.”
 
    
 
   “I’m glad you agree, sweetie,” she said.  “We need to be on the same page with this.  So from now on, I will keep my eye out for the right guy.  Who knows what might happen.”  I didn’t want to press my luck—or, rather, my tremendous great fortune—so I decided to let her drop the subject for now as we finished our dinner.
 
    
 
   It was still early in the evening when we walked silently hand-in-hand back to our hotel.  Needless to say, I couldn’t get our dinner conversation out of my head for even one second, and I noticed her glancing at the men we passed along the way.  Finally, she sighed and said, “The world suddenly seems different when you are searching for a boyfriend.  I think I want to get started tonight.  I am going back to the room to freshen up.  And then I am going to sit in the hotel lounge and have a couple drinks.  Alone.  Maybe I will meet someone interesting.”
 
    
 
   I was very surprised, to say the least.  I had been looking forward to finally getting some sexual release when we returned to our room.  “You want to sit in the lobby alone?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Well, I really doubt I will be alone for long, Lee.  You said yourself I am a beautiful woman.”  She glanced at me mischievously.  “Oh, will you be bored without me, baby?  I suppose that if you wanted to go to the lounge and sit at another table—a table far away—it wouldn’t hinder my search.  You can do whatever you need to do, sweetie.”  I assented silently, thinking this could be a very exciting evening.
 
    
 
   Back at the room Sadie immediately removed all of her clothes and stepped into the shower.  I sat on the bed nervously, listening to the water run, and trying not to touch my erection.  Several minutes later she reappeared, still naked, holding a razor.  “I need you to shave my pussy, Lee,” she said.  “A little hair is okay for a faithful wife.  But modern boyfriends tend to want a smooth one.”  I eagerly followed her back into the bathroom, where she sat on the side of the tub with her legs spread, and I carefully got to work.  As you can imagine, this task was new to me, but I performed the work with all due diligence, and soon I was satisfied that I had the whole area perfectly smooth.  She checked it with her fingers, smiled at me, and patted my head.  “Such a well-behaved husband,” she said.
 
    
 
   Next I watched in awe as she rubbed lotion all over her beautiful body and then started drying her hair.  With that task finished, she stepped into the room, looked at her clothes from earlier that evening, and sighed, “These wifely clothes are fine, but I think I should change into something that might catch a boyfriend’s eye.”  She then reached into her suitcase and pulled out a red lacy bra with matching panties.  I helped her fasten her bra, and then she slid on a black form-fitting dress.  I gazed at her longingly.  Sadie’s body was every bit as desirable as it was on our wedding night, all those years ago.
 
    
 
   “I’m just about ready now,” she finally said.  “Just one more thing.”  She pulled off her wedding ring and handed it to me.  “Keep that safe for me tonight.  We wouldn’t want guys getting the wrong idea—thinking I’m not available.”   She kissed my cheek and grabbed her purse to go.  “Give me a twenty-minute head start.  And then you can stay here, or get a table at the lounge, or do whatever you want to do.  Have fun tonight.  I love you.”
 
    
 
   “I love you, too!” I exclaimed as she shut the door behind her, and I settled back onto the bed for a very long twenty minutes.
 
    
 
   The lounge was dim when I entered, but I immediately spotted my beautiful wife sitting at the bar, sipping slowly at a cocktail.  I quickly settled into a corner booth—far enough not to distract her, but giving me a clear view of her if I turned my head to the left.  Sadie sat alone for the several minutes it took for the waitress to arrive and take my drink order.  Noticing me staring at my wife, the young woman smiled and said, “She’s pretty, isn’t she?”
 
    
 
   “Uh, yes, she certainly is,” I said, a little embarrassed.  “Sorry.  I’ll take a gin and tonic.”
 
    
 
   “Coming right up,” she smiled again and headed towards the bar, where an older man was now approaching Sadie.  He was presentable enough, but I could tell he wasn’t her type.  I was too far away to make out their conversation, but her body language was polite yet firm.  Moments later the gentleman smiled and walked away.
 
    
 
   I was startled by the sound of the waitress setting my drink on the table.  She laughed and said, “You should go talk to her!”
 
    
 
   “Maybe I will.  After a couple of these,” I replied, picking up the glass.
 
    
 
   “Well, don’t wait too long,” she said.  “You’re not the only one watching her, you know.”  She turned to walk away, and I fixed my gaze once again on my wife’s beautiful body.  She seemed so calm and self-possessed.  I knew that if I was single, I would be too nervous to go speak to her.
 
    
 
   Another man, about our age, was now approaching her.  This time my wife’s body language appeared to be much more welcoming.  She even gestured at the seat next to her.  I guessed he was a few inches taller than I am, and he was well-dressed and fit.  Not a body-builder, but clearly in good shape—in other words, much like the fantasy boyfriend she was describing earlier in the afternoon.  
 
    
 
   They were smiling and chatting warmly, laughing together like two old friends.  In no time at all, he had his hand on her arm, caressing it gently with his fingers, and she didn’t seem to mind a bit.  If anything she was leaning more and more in his direction.  The waitress laughed when she returned with my second drink.  “See, what did I tell you?” she said.  “Next time don’t wait.  If you like a girl, go talk to her!”
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” I muttered.  “I’ll keep that in mind.”  I knew I shouldn’t continue staring at them so obviously, so I took out my phone and pretended to scroll through my email.  From the corner of my eye I could see them, sitting even closer now, talking and touching.  By now he had his hand on her thigh, and he kept leaning over to whisper in her ear.  She responded by laughing and touching his shoulder.
 
    
 
   It seemed like hours passed while I sat alone in the booth, trying not to stare at Sadie and the handsome stranger.  It was difficult to keep my eyes on my phone—the two of them were all over each other.  Later on the waitress brought my check with the last drink.  At the bottom, she had written “Better luck next time!” and a smiley face.
 
    
 
   My anxiety turned to alarm when Sadie and the man stood up together.  He discreetly squeezed her butt, she laughed, and they started walking.  They were heading my way!  Before I knew it, the stranger was standing right beside my table with his hand extended.  “Hey buddy!” he said.  “My name’s Steve.  Sadie here has been telling me all about you.”  They slid into the seat opposite mine, and he continued, “What a beautiful, charming wife you have!  I’ve really enjoyed chatting with her.  You should know, Lee, I’m an open-minded guy.  I’ve been around, and I’ve seen situations just like yours.  As a matter of fact, a cousin of mine married her gay best friend, too.  They were getting a bit older—like we all do—and they were always hanging out together anyway, so they figured, what the hell?  Everyone should do what works best for them, I always say.”
 
    
 
   My eyes met Sadie’s in a panic, but she just flashed me another one of her mischievous smiles.  Everyone was quiet for a moment.  I swallowed the rest of my drink, and Steve broke the silence again.  “So, Sadie here has been telling me you two have an interesting arrangement.”  He grinned at her, and she smiled back at him.
 
    
 
   “Is that so?” I asked.  “It seems my wife has been very talkative tonight.”
 
    
 
   “She’s told me quite a bit!” he laughed.  “Don’t worry.  I told you I’m an open-minded guy.  We’re all friends here!  The thing is, Lee, I would like to continue to get to know your charming wife in a more private setting.  Tonight.”
 
    
 
   “I…I think that sounds perfectly fine,” I stammered, deeply embarrassed under his confident gaze.
 
    
 
   Then Steve leaned in closer.  “She also told me you like to watch.  It’s okay, Lee,” he said, trying to reassure me with a firm pat on the shoulder.  “We’re friends here.  I admit I’ve never had an audience before, but what the hell.  It’s a new town, new people.  Let’s head back to your room and see what we can get into.  Sadie?”  He looked at her, and she nodded back to him.  “Lee?”  I nodded as well, hoping I didn’t appear too pale and terrified.
 
    
 
   “I need to hit the restroom,” I said.  “Why don’t you two go get a head start?  I will meet you in just a few minutes.”
 
    
 
   “Great!” Steve said, as we stood up and he shook my hand again.   “See you there.  I’ll reserve a seat for you,” he winked and nudged me with his elbow.  Then he took Sadie’s hand and led her out of the lounge.  
 
    
 
   The waitress was smirking as I passed her on the way to the restroom.  Once inside I splashed some water on my face and patted myself dry with a paper towel.  “Well, this is it,” I thought.  “It’s what I’ve always wanted.  There had to be a first time, and he seems like a nice enough guy.”  I left the restroom quickly and tried not to make eye contact with anyone on my way out of the lounge.  Then I dashed to the elevator and punched our floor number.  It was a short ride.  I hoped that I had given them enough time to get settled, but not so much time that I was missing anything.
 
    
 
   I swiped the key card, opened the door to our room, and was greeted by the sight of my wife in bed with another man.  They were just starting to get comfortable.  Both of them had removed their shoes, but my wife was still in her dress, and he was missing only his shirt.  Sadie was lying next to him with her head on his shoulder, and her fingers were gently caressing his chest hair.  “Hi hubby,” she smiled at me as I stepped inside.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Lee!” said Steve.  “Long time no see!  Have a seat,” he gestured towards a chair they had pulled around to the foot of the bed.  “Your wife and I were just starting to get a little more intimate.  I hope you don’t mind.”
 
    
 
   They both looked at me calmly, and I realized they were waiting for my reply.  “No.  No, I don’t mind,” I responded meekly, sitting down.  With no further discussion, Steve took my wife’s face in his hands and leaned in for a deep, passionate kiss.  They tongued each other eagerly, and Sadie’s hands roamed over his chest and abdomen.  Steve was in even better shape than I imagined.  I could tell he worked out regularly.
 
    
 
   Sadie pulled her face away from his and burrowed into his chest, kissing his nipple and squeezing his flesh.  “Oh god,” she said.  “You have no idea how good it feels to touch a man again.”
 
    
 
   Steve smiled and hugged her closely to him.  “A woman like you should never be without a man.  No offense, Lee,” he said, looking in my direction.  “I know you two have a great marriage.  It’s good that you two have worked out an arrangement that takes care of all of her needs.  Because your wife here is one fine woman.”  He turned to look into her eyes again.  “Sadie,” he said.  “Let’s get a little more comfortable.”
 
    
 
   My wife needed no further prompting.  With a beaming, beautiful smile on her face, she stood, pulled her dress up over her head, and handed it to me.  Then she removed her bra and panties and gave me those as well, but her eyes were on Steve alone.  “Lee, would you fold my things carefully and put them on top of my suitcase?” she said.  “I don’t think I will be needing clothes again tonight.”  I quickly did as she requested and returned to my seat.  She stood there naked for a few more moments, letting us both admire her, and once again I felt truly in awe of my wife.
 
    
 
   Next Sadie faced her new lover on the bed and reached down to unbutton his pants.  She grabbed his underwear along with them, and he lifted his hips to help her slide them all the way down, off his legs, and onto the floor.  The dim light from the bedside lamps now reflected off his well-toned body and also revealed a large, thick, completely erect cock.  Sadie wasted no time in getting her hands around it.  “Oh my!” she said, stroking him, and putting her face just inches away.  “This is…I’m speechless.”
 
    
 
   Steve laughed softly and stroked her hair.  “Has it been a while since you had a man’s cock in your hands?”  he asked.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” said Sadie, distractedly, as she stared at her newfound treasure.  “If this is what a man’s cock looks like, maybe I’ve never had one before!”
 
    
 
   She moved her face closer and closer while she stroked him, finally planting a gentle kiss on the side of the shaft.  Steve smiled and said, “Don’t be shy.  Get as well-acquainted as you like.”  With no further introductions necessary, my wife opened wide and slid as much into her mouth as she could take.  Then she bobbed up and down a few times, slowly and sensually.  Each time she bottomed out, there was still at least an inch remaining of his thick, sturdy base.
 
    
 
   Sadie lifted her freshly-flushed face and stroked his now well-lubricated meat.  “I could play with this thing all night.  And these balls,” she said, reaching for his massive sack, “oh my god!”
 
    
 
   Steve caressed her shoulders, looked at my beautiful wife, and said, “It’s yours to play with all night if you wish.  But you haven’t seen all it can do yet.  Check this out.”  With that he flipped Sadie onto her back, straddled her legs, and stuck two fingers into her cunt.  As he moved his hand around, I could hear she was already very wet.  “That’s my kind of woman,” he said.  Now he appeared to be rubbing her clitoris, and my wife was rocking back and forth with her eyes closed.  Soon she jerked her legs, let out a whimper, and Steve removed his hand to rub the wetness all over her ass.
 
    
 
   “I need you inside me now,” she said.
 
    
 
   “As you wish, my lady!” he replied.  Then he turned his head towards me.  “Hey Lee—can you get into my pants pocket and grab a condom?”  He rubbed her pussy gently as I grabbed his trousers from the floor and fished one out.  When I handed it to him, he said, “Thanks, buddy!” and turned his full attention to my wife.  Somehow he opened the package, rolled the condom down his shaft, and plunged himself deep inside of her, all while kissing her lips passionately.
 
    
 
   “Oh my god!” she gasped.  “You feel so good inside me.  Take it, Steve.  Take my…” Her last words trailed off into a series of moans as he mounted her comfortably and started finding his stride.  In all our years of marriage, I had never heard such a loud, raspy voice escape from her throat as he held her tightly and started picking up speed.  He had her arms pinned above her head, her lips locked in an embrace, and she was meeting every thrust with a lunge of her own.
 
    
 
   I sat silently and gazed at these two perfect bodies that seemed to be meant for each other, melting into each other, becoming one in the heat of sexual passion.  They switched positions gracefully, like a pair of experienced dancers.  Next he had her on her side with one leg in the air, and before I could register what was happening, she was on top of him, looking into his eyes while Steve held her hips and pounded her ferociously from beneath.
 
    
 
   They rolled around lustfully in this manner for quite some time.  I certainly wasn’t paying attention to any clock!  I lost track of the number of times my wife came on Steve’s massive dick.  Instead of a series of discrete orgasms, it would be more accurate to say she was having one long orgasm that waxed and waned in intensity as they rode each other with all abandon.  Finally he must have decided it was his turn.  He grabbed Sadie’s legs, lifted her ass, and slammed into her three times, slowly but forcefully, while letting out a room-filling groan.
 
    
 
   Their bodies were soaked with sweat as they panted and lay on their backs next to each other.  They looked at each other and smiled, but none of us said a word.  It was a special moment.
 
    
 
   After several minutes of blissful, silent aftermath, Steve sat up a little in bed.  “Lee,” he said to me, “how are you doing, buddy?  Did you enjoy the show?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I said, after some hesitation, as I waited for my brain to return to Earth.  “Very much so.”
 
    
 
   “Good,” he said, looking me in the eye while stroking my wife’s body tenderly.  “It’s good you like to watch.  I just wonder if you’re getting enough out of this, Lee.  I want us all to be enjoying ourselves.”
 
    
 
   “I enjoyed it very much,” I said, with all sincerity.  At this point Sadie lifted her head and smiled at me, as if noticing my presence in the room for the first time.
 
    
 
   “Let me tell you something, buddy,” Steve continued.  “Remember what I said back in the bar?  I’m a very open-minded guy.”
 
    
 
   “I remember,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Back in college I had this roommate for one semester.  You remind me a lot of him.  He, too, was a man of few words, but he was smart, sensitive, helpful.”  Steve paused a moment and fixed me even more firmly in his gaze.  “Anyway, to make a long story short, this fellow was of your persuasion.  And I took a liking to him—he was a good pal.  So every night that I didn’t have a date, I fed him some of this.”  Steve reached down and started stroking his own meat.  Without taking his eyes off me, he said, “So that’s my story.  Do you have anything you would like to request, Lee?  Remember, we’re all friends here.”
 
    
 
   Sadie was draped across his torso, stroking her lover’s chest and arms absentmindedly.  At his words, she let out a sigh.  “Just try it, sweetie.  It’s so good.”
 
    
 
   I sat silently, staring at his beautiful thick cock.  That’s right—it did appear beautiful to me in that moment, bathed in the lamp light and my wife’s love juices.  Never before had I fantasized about sucking a man, but I instinctively stood from my chair and stepped close to the bed.  “So you do have something you would like to request?” said Steve.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “What is your request?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Just say it, baby,” Sadie interjected.
 
    
 
   I summoned all of my courage and replied, “I would like to put my mouth on that.”
 
    
 
   “Go for it, buddy!  All you had to do was ask.” Steve said, mirthfully.  I crawled into bed and leaned towards his crotch.  Then Sadie grabbed the base of his shaft and guided the tip into my mouth.  Steve kept his body relaxed, and my wife kissed my forehead and moved out of the way, giving me room to enjoy my treat.  “I hope you don’t mind the taste of woman,” he said.  “It was just inside your wife, and I haven’t had the chance to wash it.”
 
    
 
   I got the feeling he wasn’t expecting a reply to this last remark, so I hunkered all the way down and focused my attention on the task at hand.  I wondered where to begin at first, but then I decided just to do what came naturally.  At first I moved my head up and down with my lips tight around his shaft.  Then I removed my head to kiss at it and lick at it and stroke him.  I noticed his massive balls, and I couldn’t very well let those go without attention, so I lowered my head to suck at one, and then the other.  He had a very distinctive, enticing smell to the whole area, and the fact that he had just finished fucking my wife made it all the more intoxicating.
 
    
 
   Next I noticed how close his asshole was, and I boldly got myself a taste of that as well.  “Ha!” exclaimed Steve, patting my back.  “That’s my buddy!  You do remind me of my old roommate.  Dig in, buddy.”
 
    
 
   I spend the next several minutes in a blur of balls, butt, and cock.  When I next realized what was going on, Sadie’s face was beside mine, she had my hair in her fist, and her lover was unloading a warm sticky stream down my throat.  “Isn’t it good, baby?” she said to me, ecstatically.  “I think we both needed that!”  I swallowed hard and licked my lips.  Somehow I resisted the temptation to kiss his balls one more time before I stood up and settled back into my chair.
 
    
 
   “Ah, that’s it!” Steve exclaimed.  “Now I’m satisfied that we’re all getting what we want out of this.”  He wrapped his arms around my wife’s shoulders, looked at us both, and said, “You two are the most amazing couple I’ve ever met.  I mean that.  You know, most people search all their lives and never quite find the relationship that works best for them.  You guys have it made.  I really admire you both.”
 
    
 
   He kissed my wife, stroked her cheek, and then they started whispering back and forth in each other’s ears.  Finally Steve spoke up again.  “Lee, if you wouldn’t mind getting into my pants pockets again, you’ll find the key to my hotel room.  Sadie and I would like to spend the rest of the night in this room, alone.  You can stay in my room.  The bed is made.  Feel free to get into the bottle in the fridge.”
 
    
 
   I must have appeared hesitant, because he looked at Sadie, and then at me again.  “Is that okay, Lee?  Your wife told me earlier that you don’t always have to watch everything.  And, well, she and I are still getting to know each other.  I really like you, buddy, but a little privacy would go a long way right now.  I think you can tell that Sadie and I are pretty sweet on each other.”  At that point my wife turned her head and looked at me kindly, but firmly.
 
    
 
   “It’s fine,” I said, standing up and reaching for his pants.  “You two have fun.  Call me in the morning.”  Truthfully I was happy to step out.  I had reached such a pitch of excitement over the evening that I really needed some time alone to wind down.  One flight upstairs and down the hall a few feet, Steve’s room looked exactly like ours, except the bed was tidy, there were no clothes on the floor, and the air didn’t smell of sex and sweat.
 
    
 
   I cracked open the bottle, poured a little into a plastic cup, took my clothes off, and laid in bed.  As I settled into the sheets, a strangely peaceful feeling came over me.  We had only just met Steve, but somehow I felt confident that he would take care of my wife that night and treat her well.  I drifted off to sleep imagining their private embraces and thinking back to Sadie’s cries of pleasure.  I also must admit that my thoughts landed a time or two on the treat Steve fed to me.
 
    
 
   The next morning I woke to a text message from Sadie: “Breakfast downstairs in thirty minutes?”  I stumbled to the bathroom only to realize that I had left my razor, toothbrush, and change of clothes back in our room.  Oh well, I shrugged.  I took a quick shower anyway, brushed my teeth with my finger using some of Steve’s toothpaste, and put on the same clothes from last night.
 
    
 
   They were already in the breakfast lounge when I arrived, sitting together on the same side of the table.  Steve’s arm was around my wife’s shoulders, and she was leaning into him, smiling.  They both looked fresh and well-rested, although I doubted that they slept all through the night.  “Good morning, buddy!” Steve exclaimed when he caught sight of me.  “Have a seat.  Did you sleep well?”
 
    
 
   “I slept fine,” I said, taking a seat opposite the two lovers.  “Comfortable bed.”  Sadie looked more beautiful than ever, like a happy and satisfied woman.  Our weekend away was clearly doing her some good.  I nervously addressed her, “Did you have a good night?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, Lee!” she sighed.  “It was amazing.”
 
    
 
   We got our food and began eating in silence.  Eventually Steve spoke up.  “I want to thank you both for the amazing night.”  Sadie squeezed his arm and kissed his check, and he continued, addressing me.  “Lee, I have some good news and some bad news.  The bad news is that I have to check out this morning and go back home.  It looks like I will have to leave you two to your own devices tonight.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sure we can manage,” I said.  “We will probably stay in and rest from last night’s excitement.”
 
    
 
   “And this morning’s excitement,” Sadie sighed.
 
    
 
   Steve laughed, kissed her lips, and turned to me again.  “You won’t believe the good news, though!  I am going to be moving to your town in a few months.  My office has been trying to get me to transfer for a year now, but I just couldn’t decide.  Until last night.  Sadie and I had a long talk about it, and I’ve made up my mind.  I emailed my boss about it this morning.”
 
    
 
   “That’s great,” I said, feeling both anxious and aroused.  There was no turning back now—Sadie had taken the plunge, and it dawned on me that our lives were about to permanently change.
 
    
 
   Steve stood up and offered me his hand.  “I have to leave now, but you’re going to be seeing a lot of me soon, buddy.  Take care of her until then.”  He grabbed Sadie by the waist and held her close for a long, tender kiss.  Then we said our goodbyes, and he left to go pack and check out.
 
    
 
   Back in our room again, Sadie pulled off her clothes and collapsed into bed.  I took that as my cue to do the same.  “So sleepy,” she said, snuggling into my shoulder.  “But I had such a good time last night.  You’re the best husband ever.  A weekend away was just what I needed.  You’re a genius!  We can take it easy the rest of the day, and I’ll roar into work like a lioness Monday morning.”
 
    
 
   At that moment I was considerably less sleepy than my wife.  I couldn’t hide my erection, and she smiled at me when her hand brushed against it.  “I’ve had an exciting time, too,” I said, weakly.
 
    
 
   “Aww, you haven’t cum yet, sweetie, have you?”  she said.  “I was so busy last night that I totally forgot I hadn’t given you permission.  Here, let’s take care of you.”  She started tugging my already-dripping cock.
 
    
 
   I really needed to cum, but I admit I was expecting more than a hand-job.  “Are you too sore to have me inside of you?  Even for a quick one?” I panted.
 
    
 
   “I am sore, baby.  And tired,” she said as she continued stroking me.  “But that’s not the only issue.  I sort of promised Steve I would be faithful until I see him again in a couple months.  At that point we can work out our new arrangement.”  In spite of my longing for her, the thought of Sadie being exclusive to another man was incredibly arousing.  Within seconds I came into her hand.
 
    
 
   She held her palm up to my mouth for a cleaning, and I sucked and kissed at the mess.  Then we snuggled into each other again.  “Don’t worry, Lee,” she sighed softly as she started drifting off to sleep.  “We’ll come up with an arrangement that makes everyone happy.”
 
    
 
   “I’m sure we will,” I said.  “I love you.”
 
    
 
   “I love you, too!”  she said.  “So much.  I really mean it.  You’re the best husband ever.”  All I could hear next was the sweet sound of my wife’s sleeping breath, and I soon joined her in a deep, peaceful, well-earned nap.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   AUTHOR’S NOTE
 
    
 
    
 
   Greetings, readers!  I can barely contain my excitement about the new season of stories I have planned for all of you.  Some of you may have noticed I’ve been away for a few months.  This whole time my husband has been beside himself—distraught!—worried that I was leaving you with nothing appropriate to read.  “Be calm!” I told him.  “Stop fretting!  We published so much in the previous year.  My readers need time to digest what I’ve already given them.”
 
    
 
   “If you say so, dear,” he grumbled.  I could tell he was doing his best not to pressure me, but I would often catch him in his office, sitting in front of the computer, staring into space.  I suspect he was also rifling through my notebook when I wasn’t looking.  It was never quite in the position I left it.  He thinks I don’t notice such things, but I’ll have you know that, like any successful authoress, I pay close attention to details, no matter how small.  I can very well remember how I last placed my notebook on the table.
 
    
 
   Imagine hubby’s delight when I finally handed him the current story for typing!  He didn’t say a word—just grabbed and ran to the office.  I sincerely hope you’ve enjoyed what you’ve just read.  It reflects—to the best of my ability—the state of my current research into modern sexuality.  I don’t want to be too indiscreet about my time away from the publishing press, but I will mention it involved a research trip.  Don’t worry—my husband came along to assure my safety and comfort.
 
    
 
   My inbox has been boiling over these days, and I have done my best to respond to every one of you individually.  So many of you have the same concerns that I wish we could all have tea together some afternoon.  Just last night, my husband read me an email from a woman in Greenbelt, Maryland:
 
    
 
   Dear Ms. Wax.  Last month was my birthday.  My husband bought me an e-reader from a very famous online vendor.  When I turned it on, it was already pre-loaded with the complete collection of your works.  Hubby feigned surprise, but I began to suspect it was no accident.  Throughout the next week, he constantly pestered me, asking me which of your stories I had read last.  He was especially keen to discuss “Cuckold Time Machine.”  He even asked if I ever thought about inviting over a couple guys from our gym who are always flirting with me. After five years of monogamous marriage, I would leap at the chance for some outside fun, but is hubby’s suggestion really wise?  Signed, Undecided.
 
    
 
   Undecided reader, you are correct to be hesitant as well as intrigued.  I truly believe you are well on your way to having some exquisite fun.  However, a lady must never let her husband get ahead of her on these issues.  To put it bluntly, yours may need to be put in his place.  Men often want to skip ahead to recreation—but has he done his chores around the house?  Did he cook dinner last night?  Did he rub your feet?
 
    
 
   If the answer to these questions is no, you may need to slow him down a bit.  I’ve heard stories of stubborn husbands needing to be made to wear panties or to carry their wives’ purses about in public.  But I really don’t think yours sounds like that difficult of a case.  After all, he did buy you a whole set of books to enjoy!  You just need to send firm signals regarding who is in charge of the timing and the pace of your recreation.  And above all, you need to be firm about who is in charge of the selection of your partners in recreation.
 
    
 
   I want to thank all of you, from the bottom of my heart, for your continued support and interest in my work.  Together I hope we will continue to learn about this phenomenon we call human sexuality, as well as how we can learn to incorporate our desires into successful long-term relationships.
 
    
 
   Yours very sincerely,
 
    
 
    
 
   Ms. Scarlett Wax
 
   5 June 2016
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   ABOUT THE AUTHOR
 
    
 
    
 
   SCARLETT WAX is the year’s most exciting new voice in literary erotica.  Growing up in the southern U.S., she developed a passion for writing at an early age, but as she got older, her stories became more titillating.  Now her greatest pleasure is turning you on with her words.  She is the MILF men see at the office, the grocery store, the gym.  They try not to stare as they wonder, “Would she?  Or wouldn’t she?”  Every night her husband rubs her feet while she sits with her notebook writing her next story for you.
 
    
 
   Ms. Wax considers her reader base the most astute and adventurous in her field, and she enjoys hearing your thoughts on her work.  If you like, she can send you a message when she publishes a new story.  Feel free to contact her at msscarlettwax@gmail.com.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Also available now from Scarlett Wax!
 
    
 
    
 
   Getting Caught: My Best Friend’s Husband
 
   Leah really ought to know she isn’t any good at sneaking around.  It certainly didn’t take her neighbor (and new best friend) Aurora and her husband long to notice Leah peeking in on their very private—and quite athletic—marital encounter.  But, far from being upset, Aurora is thrilled to have an opening to confide in Leah about her sex life. Axel is dominant, endowed, and insatiable. His sex drive is so powerful and insistent it’s to the point where Aurora would welcome a break now and then.  Leah, having seen first-hand what Axel is capable of, gladly volunteers to take him off her best friend’s hands for a night.  So, everyone is happy: Aurora gets a night off, Leah gets awesome sex, and Axel gets what Axel needs. The only problem is that no one thought to consult Leah’s husband on the matter.  And as we know, she is really, really bad at sneaking around.  Has Leah ruined her own marriage? Or has she unwittingly opened a new and surprising chapter in her sexual life?
 
    
 
   Getting Caught is a 7,000+ word story that contains graphic and super hot depictions of consenting adults having amazing sex, light D/s themes, cheating, and anal.  For that reason, it is only suitable for adults who are into that sort of thing.  Enjoy!
 
    
 
    
 
   A Christmas Cuckolding
 
   Logan finds it a bit irritating when all his younger, hotter boss wants to talk about is sex.  But when Zach shows him a picture of his next conquest—and Logan finds himself staring at a photo of his own lovely wife—his emotions turn from irritation to stunned bewilderment and an odd, but growing, arousal.  Things really heat up when Zach arranges for Logan to watch their initial tryst—unaware that he is about to bang his subordinate’s wife! 
 
    
 
   You’re already on Santa’s Naughty List, so why not treat yourself to something nice, and warm up with A Christmas Cuckolding. Scarlett Wax’s latest 6,500 word story is guaranteed to get you in the mood to celebrate, but since it contains graphic (and smoking hot) descriptions of sex, cheating wives, cuckolded husbands, strap-ons, light sexual domination, and humiliation, it should only be enjoyed by boys and girls over 18 years old. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Caught On Tape 3: My Wife Was A Secret Size-Queen
 
   It’s getting cold out there, so turn up the heat with Scarlett Wax’s latest stand-alone installment in the best-selling “Caught On Tape” series!
 
    
 
   It was bad enough when Owen found out he wasn’t big enough to satisfy his wife—it was worse finding out he was literally the last man in the country to know it…
 
    
 
   Callie had always been adamant that Owen stay off porn sites, claiming that she didn’t approve and that she needed to know she was woman enough for him.  So it’s a big shock when, on his first forbidden foray into the seamier side of the internet, Owen not only discovers that his wife is a porn star, but she has made his own inadequacies part of her act!
 
    
 
   Caught On Tape 3 is a 6,000 word story containing graphic (and unbelievably hot) depictions of sexual acts, interracial cuckolding, and sexual humiliation and as such is unsuitable for those under 18, and people who are not into that sort of thing.  
 
    
 
    
 
   The Marriage Counselor: Cuckolded, Trained, and Humiliated by My Wife and the Big, Black Disciplinarian
 
   Scarlett Wax is back and better than ever in her most extreme cuckold humiliation story yet.  Lucas has a gambling problem and it’s about to cost him his marriage.  Finding that Lucas is unable to control his own behavior, Amelia gives him an ultimatum: leave, or submit to her and the Disciplinarian she has invited to stay with them indefinitely, an intimidating mountain of a man who has made a career out of subduing recalcitrant husbands. What follows is a tale of love, commitment, and the strictest of discipline.  
 
    
 
   The Marriage Counselor is a 6,500-word story that contains graphic depictions of interracial cuckolding, femdom, anal training, queening, spanking, extreme sexual humiliation and much, much more.  It is a masterpiece of heat and humor, but it is only for adults who enjoy this sort of thing.  Read it at your own risk!
 
    
 
    
 
   The Hotwife Discount: I Couldn’t Keep Her Home so I Put Her to Work
 
   Fynn loves his wife Aria for her generous nature, free spirit, and smoldering sexuality; he just wishes that she would spread that sexuality a little less freely and generously with his friends and all around the neighborhood.  But there’s no help for it—she can’t be changed and Fynn has given up on trying to keep her home.  So when a storm damages his house, Fynn sees no reason he shouldn’t capitalize on Aria’s promiscuity and save himself a few bucks in the process.  But is she up to taking four big, strong, hardworking men in one day?  Of course she is.  And Fynn has to struggle with his own sexual jealousy, and arousal, as he watches every moment on the monitor his friend so thoughtfully provided him.  
 
    
 
   The Hotwife Discount is a 6,000 word story containing graphic (and hot hot hot) depictions of sex and some very light sexual humiliation.  It is to be enjoyed by adults who are into that sort of thing only. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Replaced: Cuckolded and Used by My Wife and Her Live-In Stud
 
   Nathan and Emma’s marriage has been on the rocks lately, and after one particularly nasty fight, Nathan takes off to cool down at a hotel for a few days. When he comes home, flowers in hand, he is stunned to find his couch—and his bed—already occupied by the body-building neighbor next door!  Emma and Thad graciously offer Nathan the use of the guest bedroom in the basement, and that is only the beginning of the humiliation Nathan will have to endure as he endeavors to win his way back into his wife’s life, in whatever capacity he can.  
 
    
 
   Replaced is a 6,000 word story containing graphic (and super-hot) depictions of sex (both het and bi), cuckolding, humiliation, and light sexual domination. As such, it is only for adults who are interested in these types of delicacies.  If that is you, Dear Reader, you’ll be hard pressed to find a tastier morsel anywhere. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Package Deal: My Boyfriend and his Big, Black Business Partner
 
   Zoey is a recent high school grad living with her parents and serving time as a waitress while she works her way through the string of small town boys that always seem to be hanging around her.  When local-boy-made-good tech magnate Gavin Finnerty runs an unusual ad in the local paper looking for a wife, Zoey is decidedly unimpressed.  She has no interest in some rich “old man” eight years her senior.  So Zoey is surprised when she receives an invitation to the wunderkind’s compound.  
 
    
 
   She is even more surprised when her interview is not with Gavin, but with a handsome, athletic black man she’s never heard of, and she is instructed to remove her clothing…
 
    
 
   Package Deal is a 9200 word story containing graphic (and super hot) scenes of interracial sex, cuckolding, humiliation, and light femdom—culminating in the hottest wedding night cuckold scene Ms. Wax has written to date.  This is a work of fiction meant to be enjoyed by adults only.  
 
    
 
    
 
   Rustic Discipline: Taming the Billionaire’s Brat
 
   When Holden met Paige, she was a rootless waitress with a lot of bad habits—men being among the worst.  But Holden’s proprietary blend of love, sex, and bare-bottomed ass blisterings soon gave her the strength and discipline to achieve the potential he always saw in her.  
 
    
 
   Years later, Holden’s tycoon business partner drops his only son off at their secluded cabin.  Like Paige, Eliot has a lot of potential, but drugs, hard partying, and the excesses of the super-rich have left him sullen, irresponsible, and nearly dead.  Holden will need all his faculties (and a solid wooden paddle) to turn the billionaire’s brat into a productive citizen.  
 
    
 
   Rustic Discipline is an 8,800 word story with graphic and scalding-hot depictions of spanking, discipline and sex, including a bisexual MMF threesome, and is intended for mature audiences only. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Cuckold Time Machine: Sissified and Pounded by My Wife and Her Boyfriends
 
   Wyatt and Audrey have a good life, good marriage, and good sex.  But Wyatt can’t help wishing she would be a little more adventurous in bed—maybe invite one of her sexy girlfriends over for some kinky fun once in a while.  But Audrey is firm in her commitment to vanilla monogamy. So when Wyatt comes across a mysterious ad promising a ride in a Time Machine, he takes a chance on going back in time and opening a younger version of his wife up to new sexual experiences.  Getting to seduce his 18-year-old future wife all over again is just a nice bonus.  
 
    
 
   But when Wyatt comes “back to the future,” he is utterly unprepared for the present he has created with his newly uninhibited wife, her enormous strap-on, and her two well-built boyfriends.  He has no choice but to buckle up—and bend over—for the ride of his life!
 
    
 
   Cuckold Time Machine is a 6,800 word story containing graphic depictions of sex, humiliation, feminization, and pegging.  As such, it is not for squares or readers under 18.  This is a work of fantasy.  Ms. Wax advises her readers to practice safe sex, and not to get involved in any sexual time paradoxes when avoidable.
 
    
 
    
 
   With His Blessing 2: My Wife’s Black Boyfriend
 
   Josh and Chrissy are a loving young couple with a smoking hot fantasy life—one in which she bangs everything that moves, and then comes back and tells him about her “exploits.” The thought of Chrissy with another man is an incredible turn on, but soon the line between fantasy and reality begins to blur, and Josh is reminded to be careful what he wishes for—he may have been getting it all along!
 
    
 
   With His Blessing 2 is the latest in Scarlett Wax’s blistering new erotic hotwife romance series.  As such, it contains material unsuitable for children under 18 and anyone who doesn’t want to read red-hot depictions of healthy adult sex written in Ms. Wax’s famous and inimitable style.  If you do want to read 6,500 words of delicious, sensual, romantic fantasy, you have certainly come to the right place. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Caught On Tape 2: Humiliated and Cuckolded by Half the Town
 
   With the cost of living rising in a stagnant economy, Dan is more than happy when his wife Lacey picks up a second job as a “model” and the money starts rolling in.  But his attempt to give her a birthday surprise backfires when he stumbles across a police surveillance van parked across from her new place of business. Once inside he is confronted, in the most humiliating way possible, with a live video feed of what his wife has actually been up to.  And it only gets worse (and hotter) from there!
 
    
 
   This 8,300 word story is the second entry in Scarlett Wax’s hot new Caught On Tape series. A side-splitting—and seriously steamy—romp through the seedier underbelly of polite society, it contains very graphic descriptions of sex acts, cuckolding, and sexual humiliation, culminating in a super hot interracial gangbang, and as such is only suitable for adults 18 and over, and definitely not children or adults who aren’t into that sort of thing.  If you are into that sort of thing, though, this is exactly the sort of thing you’ll be into!
 
    
 
    
 
   Cougar Classifieds: Corrupting Kevin
 
   Jill is a successful, sexy, and sexually confident 39-year-old who knows what she wants—college boys—and knows how to get it.  It isn’t long before her newest young housemate, Kevin, discovers that there’s no such thing as free rent and finds himself paying repeatedly, and with interest. 
 
    
 
   But when Jill comes home early one day and finds Kevin with an older man, she has to make a choice: defend her territory, or join forces with a man who reminds her very much of herself. 
 
    
 
   Cougar Classifieds is 7,000 words of pure hotness, including graphic (and extremely hot) depictions of seduction, sex, and a bisexual MMF ménage. If you are under 18, or easily offended by these topics, this story is not for you. Everyone else is going to love it! 
 
    
 
    
 
   Can’t decide which one to read next?  Try her new 5-story bundle at one low price…
 
   Hot Wax: Big Bundle #1 (Wicked Wives)
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   Kindle Edition
 
    
 
    
 
   All the characters in this story are both fictional and over the age of 18.  Any resemblance to any real persons or minors is purely coincidental.  This is a work of fantasy.  Scarlett Wax demands that you practice safe sex.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Please note:  The following story is the second part of a series.  It picks up where the previous story left off.  The first part of Ladies’ Night can be found at this link.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Sadie and I spent the rest of our weekend relaxing and enjoying each other’s company.  We both knew that the events of Friday night could potentially lead to major changes in our married life, but neither of us discussed the possibilities.  I was looking forward to another chance to watch my wife with another man, but I was also a little apprehensive about what this could mean for our future.  Especially with Steve moving to our town in a few months.
 
    
 
   I drove us home Sunday afternoon, and neither of us spoke much.  Sadie reclined her seat and stretched out with a satisfied smile on her face.  The following day, we both returned to work rested and recharged.  The weekend away had just the effect I intended.  I told Sadie that I was still holding her to her promise of an entire week’s vacation later in the year.  This gave us something nice to look forward to, but in all honesty I think we were both looking forward to something naughty: Steve’s impending visit to our town.
 
    
 
   Our wild night with a stranger had an immediate impact on our sex life.  I’ve always considered Sadie to be the most beautiful woman I have ever known, but in the past few months, sex had become increasingly infrequent.  With the overtime and the stresses at work, we considered it a good evening if we had a chance to eat and watch television together before falling asleep.  I felt lucky if we had sex once a week.  But after our night with Steve, there was to be no more binge-watching shows during our precious free time together.
 
    
 
   That first Monday night back set the pattern for what was to come.  Immediately after dinner Sadie said, “Clean the dishes, Lee, and then join me in bed.  I had a hectic day, and I need to cum.”  Without another word, she stood from the table and walked to our bedroom.  I rinsed the dishes as quickly as possible and ran to join her.  She was already naked and rubbing herself, so I removed my clothes as well and laid next to her.  “Lick it, Lee,” she said.
 
    
 
   I dove down and found her already very wet.  Usually it took quite a bit of foreplay to get Sadie this lubricated.  In fact, I couldn’t recall ever being faced with such a mess down there.  Needless to say I was utterly delighted.  I licked her gently, savoring the taste, but her firm command of “Eat it!” prompted me to throw more muscle into the task.  “I’ve been horny all day, baby,” she said between groans.  “All day at work I kept thinking about last Friday night.  I’ve just never been fucked like that, Lee.”  She was writhing beneath my face and caressing my cheeks with her thighs.  “I should have found a boyfriend a long time ago!” she exclaimed.  “I’ve been missing out.”
 
    
 
   She was really grinding into my face now.  I was pretty sure she had cum already, but she quickly started up again.  My wife was taunting me, prodding me towards the finish line.  “Eat it, Lee!  Take care of my boyfriend’s pussy until he comes to really satisfy me.  I’m going to need you to make me cum every day.  Otherwise I’ll go crazy waiting for him!”  At that point she seemed to have had enough.  Her entire lower body convulsed, and I pulled my now-drenched face away so I could lay beside her.
 
    
 
   My erection throbbed against her hip.  After giving her a reasonable chance to catch her breath, I meekly mentioned the fact that I had a hectic day at work as well.  “Oh this,” Sadie sighed, touching my cock gently.  “Yes, Lee, I will let you cum today.  But you need to wait a while.  What time is it, sweetie?”
 
    
 
   I rolled over to look at my cellphone.  “It’s 7:23,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Oh my!” Sadie said, sitting up a little.  “Where did the time go?  I promised Steve I would call him at 7:30.”  This was news to me.  “I’m going to need a little privacy,” she said.  “I love you, Lee, but my boyfriend and I are in a crucial relationship-building phase right now.  Since we can’t be together in person, these phone calls are important.  You don’t want him to forget about me, do you?”
 
    
 
   “Of course not,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Aww!” Sadie smiled and hugged me.  “You like Steve, don’t you?”
 
 
   “Of course I do!”
 
    
 
   “Good,” she said, picking up her phone.  “Close the door on your way out, and I’ll let you know when I’m done.”
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I said.  “I can go hang out in the living room.”
 
    
 
   She started to dial a number, but then she paused and looked at me.  “You know, sweetie, a happy wife is one whose husband gives her some privacy when she is trying to chat with men.  And I’m thankful for that.  I really appreciate it.  But do you know what makes a wife very happy?”
 
    
 
   “What’s that?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She smiled at me sweetly and responded, “A very happy wife has a husband who gives her a little privacy, shuts the door, and does a little work around the house.  When was the last time you cleaned the bathroom?”
 
    
 
   I was a little embarrassed.  The answer was that I had never cleaned the bathroom.  I am a neat person, I pick up after myself, and I often help her straighten up the place.  But when it comes to really doing some cleaning—well, Sadie had always taken care of those tasks.  Looking back on all our years of marriage, I really don’t know why this was the case.  We both worked stressful jobs outside the home.  She had just always done the cleaning, and I had just always let her do it.
 
    
 
   Sadie paused and asked, “Do you know where the cleaning supplies are?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Okay, it’s 7:30,” she said.  “I need to make a call.  Step out and shut the door.  And, Lee, you can do whatever you want, but keep in mind that very happy wives tend to let their husbands cum.”
 
    
 
   I slipped on some old house shorts and stepped out to give her some privacy.  Immediately I could hear chatting and laughing on the other side of the door, but I couldn’t make out her words.  Very well, I thought.  Let’s look at the cleaning supplies.  The closet at the end of the hall had an assortment of sponges, brushes, rags, and spray bottles.  I carefully read the labels on a few bottles and then grabbed some, along with a bucket and a mop.
 
    
 
   No one ever taught me how to clean a bathroom, but I knew it couldn’t be so difficult.  I read the directions on the back of one of the cleaning bottles, and in very little time I had the counters and sink looking shiny.  The toilet wasn’t so bad, either, with the help of a brush and a bottle marked explicitly as toilet cleaner.  The hard part was the shower.  At first the dirt just wasn’t going away like I expected.  I paused to grab my phone and searched for better instructions.  It turns out that you just really have to scrub at it hard.  I did, and in not too long I felt satisfied with my work.
 
    
 
   Over half an hour had passed.  How long did she intend to stay on the phone?  I tiptoed up to the bedroom door and thought I heard some moaning along with the chatting.  I put my ear against the door, but I still couldn’t make out her words very clearly.  I could only hear bits and pieces of just one side of the conversation.  “Been wanting a real man…stretched me out…sissy husband…doing his chores…need you soon...claim your hole.”
 
    
 
   I looked at the mop and bucket.  She needed more time, I figured, so I filled the bucket and started working on the floors.  When I finished the bathroom, I walked back to the bedroom door, and the conversation was very faint this time, but with no sign of letting up.  We have other areas with linoleum floors—kitchen, dining room, front entryway—so I decided to mop those as well.
 
    
 
   I was rinsing out the mop-head when I again heard Sadie’s voice, addressed to me this time.  She was standing naked behind me, looking at my work.  “Oh wow, Lee!” she grinned.  “I’m speechless!  You’re looking at a very happy wife.  Finish that and come join me.”  Then she turned around and walked back to our bedroom.
 
    
 
   I finished my task as quickly as possible, ran to our room, pulled off my shorts, and jumped into bed with my beautiful wife.  Snuggling beside her and kissing her neck, I whispered, “Did you two have a good chat?”
 
 
   “Oh yes,” she sighed.  “Steve is such a good guy.  He’s funny, charming, thoughtful.  I’m so lucky to have found such a good boyfriend on my first try.”  She kissed my lips and then smiled at me.  “I’m lucky to have such a good husband, too,” she said.  “I noticed the work you’ve done this evening, and I’m very impressed.  The bathroom looks so clean!”
 
    
 
   “I’m glad you approve,” I replied.  Sadie looked resplendent lying beside me, glistening between her legs.  I reached down to sample her moisture, but she gently stopped my hand.
 
    
 
   “I’ve had enough for tonight, Lee,” she said.  “I don’t want you to make me sore.  I rubbed it quite a bit while you were gone.  Steve really gets me going.  His voice is so sexy.  And I kept thinking back to my night with him.  Oh my god!  But I haven’t forgotten about you.”  She reached down and started stroking my cock.  “Very happy wives make their husbands happy too.  I told you that already.”  Now she was tugging me so vigorously that before I realized what was happening, I unloaded into her hand, and she presented her palm for cleaning.
 
    
 
   I licked the mess slowly and then gazed into her beautiful eyes.  “I needed that,” I said.
 
    
 
   “I needed this, too,” Sadie said.  “I feel like I am just now finding out what I’ve always needed.  I have the perfect husband and the perfect boyfriend.  Between the two of you, I am a very satisfied woman.  I feel powerful—ready to tackle anything in life.  Work today was hectic, but it didn’t stress me out at all.  I kept thinking of everything I have to look forward to.  This has been a long time coming, Lee.  And you’ll see—it’s for the best.”
 
    
 
   We both fell into a deep sleep.  I had a feeling this was the start of a new life together, and I wasn’t wrong.  Over the next few months, this became our nightly routine.  First I would service her pussy, and then she would suggest a chore I could do that would make her happy.  I never knew there were so many chores one could do around the house!  But I accomplished all the tasks she assigned me, knowing the treat that was in store for me when she got off the phone with Steve.
 
    
 
   Two months later Steve announced that he planned to visit and check out our town in advance of his moving day.  Sadie arranged to take the day off, meet him at the airport, and show him around.  I really wanted to join them, but I could tell my wife wanted to spend the day alone with her boyfriend.  I couldn’t blame her.  She seemed to be on cloud nine in the days before his arrival, and she made sure I cleaned the house extra-thoroughly.  She never mentioned anything about Steve getting a hotel room—it was understood he would be staying with us.
 
    
 
   The day of his arrival I came home from work and found the two lovers naked in bed together.  Sadie’s hair was in lovely disarray, and they appeared to be on a break from something strenuous.  Her boyfriend sat up when he saw me and extended his hand.  “Hey buddy!” he said.  “It’s so good to see you!  Have a seat.  Your wife and I have been doing some catching up.”
 
    
 
   I sat at the foot of the bed and smiled at both of them.  “Did you have a good day together?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh, Lee, it was wonderful,” Sadie said while rubbing her face against her lover’s chest.  “We had a light lunch and drove around a little.  But we didn’t stay out too long.  We both wanted to get to bed.”  Steve just smiled and stroked her hair, as she continued, assuming a more serious look.  “Lee, there’s something we need to discuss.”
 
    
 
   I was a bit alarmed by her tone.  “What’s that, sweetie?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Well,” she said.  “This afternoon Steve and I stopped by the apartment complex where his workplace is going to put him up until he finds a house.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” I said.
 
    
 
   The expression on Sadie’s face became even more serious.  “It wasn’t nice, Lee.  That’s the problem.  The woman in the office was rude.  And it smelled bad in the unit she showed us.  Steve didn’t think it smelled that bad, but you know me.  I have a nose for these things.”
 
    
 
   I already had a faint idea of what she was getting at, but I wasn’t quite sure.  “Oh, that’s a shame,” was all I could think to say.
 
    
 
   “Anyway,” Sadie said.  “I was thinking he could just stay here until he finds a place.  We have all this room.”
 
    
 
   She was really putting me on the spot, and I felt nervous having to make a quick decision.  Wouldn’t our friends and family find out if my wife’s lover moved into our house, even temporarily?  What would we tell people?  On the plus side, ever since Steve entered our lives, my life had been one of constant sexual excitement, and I didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize that.  I paused for a moment, and then I made up my mind.  “Well, we do have that spare room no one ever sleeps in.  We paid for all this square-footage.  May as well use it, I suppose.”
 
    
 
   Sadie leapt up and hugged me tightly with her sweaty naked body.  “Oh thank you, thank you, thank you, hubby!” she exclaimed.  “You really don’t mind moving into the guest room for a while?”
 
    
 
   I gulped and broke eye contact anxiously.  I hadn’t realized that’s what I was suggesting.  But Sadie seemed so happy I couldn’t resist.  “No, it’s fine,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Great, buddy!” Steve spoke up at last.  “You’re a real pal.  Don’t worry—you can come hang out with us often.  Remember what I told you last time.  I want you to enjoy yourself, too.”  He smiled at me and then at Sadie, and they both seemed perfectly content, now that this issue was settled.
 
    
 
   Steve squeezed my wife’s nipple, and they both leaned in for a long passionate kiss.  After a few moments, Sadie broke away and addressed me.  “Lee, baby, Steve and I want to fuck again.  We stopped to get some groceries on our way home earlier.  And I wrote up some instructions on how to make tonight’s dinner.  It’s on the kitchen counter by the stove.”  I must have had a disappointed look on my face, so Sadie moved closer to hug me again.  “Sweetie, you know Steve is only here for the night.  I really need this time with my boyfriend.  After he moves in, we will let you watch a whole lot.  I promise.”
 
    
 
   I decided not to resist.  As always, I wanted to make sure Sadie remained a very happy wife.  “See you later, buddy!” Steve said as he mounted my wife and I turned to shut the door on my way out.  I could hear Sadie’s passionate screams as I picked up her dinner instructions.  We were having broiled salmon, baked potatoes, and asparagus.  The salmon was already in marinade, so it wasn’t going to be too difficult to make.  I started the potatoes baking and had a little free time before I needed to work on the rest of the meal.
 
    
 
   The moaning and pounding stopped for a moment, so I walked to the bedroom door, but I couldn’t make out any words of their tender conversation.  Then they started up again, so I returned to the kitchen and began working on the salmon.  Luckily, by the time dinner was ready, the noises had died down again.  This spared me a potentially awkward moment.  I knocked on the door gently and heard Steve inviting me inside.  “Dinner’s ready,” I said, peeking my head in.
 
    
 
   “Great,” Steve said, patting his belly.  “I’m starving!”
 
    
 
   “Me too!” said Sadie, and then they both stood up and walked with me, completely naked, to the dining room, where I already had the table set.
 
    
 
   “What would everyone like to drink?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “I’ll just have a beer,” Steve said.
 
    
 
   “I’ll have one, too,” said my wife.  “We better have water as well, Steve.  We’re pretty dehydrated.”
 
    
 
   The three of us sat down and enjoyed a good meal together.  We mostly made small talk, and I tried not to stare at their beautiful, glistening, naked bodies.  But I think Steve caught me admiring his arms.  “I hope you don’t mind our dinner attire,” he laughed.  “I know it’s not very formal.  But I’ve always kept a naked house.  It’s how I feel most comfortable.  My girlfriend feels the same way.”  He reached down and pinched Sadie’s butt, and she giggled and smacked his thigh.
 
    
 
   Believe it or not, they surprised me by offering to do the dishes afterwards while I finished my drink.  “You did a great job on dinner, buddy,” Steve said.  “We insist.”  I sat at the table and nursed my beer, watching both of their butts move as they faced the sink.  They looked so natural together—it was a truly a sight to behold.
 
    
 
   When they finished, they started walking back to the bedroom, and I wasn’t disinvited, so I tagged along.  They climbed into bed and started cuddling sweetly, but Steve soon noticed me staring again.  “You must be wanting your dessert,” he smiled at me and pointed his dick in my direction.  “Go for it, buddy.”
 
    
 
   Without thinking much about it, I crawled into bed with them and put Steve’s cock in my mouth.  I started sucking on him vigorously, but he placed his hand firmly on my head to slow me down.  “Easy, buddy!” he said.  “I’m not ready to cum again just yet.  And we’re still digesting that awesome dinner you cooked for us.  Just take it slow and enjoy it.”
 
    
 
   I quickly understood what my wife’s lover wanted—a gentle yet passionate worshipping with my mouth.  The two of them held each other and kissed slowly while I got to work.  I took the time to savor his taste and his scent, licking up and down his shaft, sucking at his balls, and tonguing his asshole.  I could feel Steve’s firm hand on my shoulder, and Sadie’s foot was caressing my back.  It was thrilling whenever I heard him let out a moan—I knew then for certain that I was making him feel good.
 
    
 
   I could hear them kissing passionately now, and Steve was growing more and more excited in my mouth.  “I want you, baby, but I’m so sore,” Sadie said softly.
 
    
 
   They whispered back and forth, and then Steve addressed me.  “Lee, you’ve done a super job on my cock.  Would you mind preparing your wife’s asshole now for me?”  This was more than a little surprising.  Anal sex had always been a “no go” zone for Sadie, but one look at her face now told me she was in perfect agreement with her boyfriend.  She flipped around, put a pillow under her crotch, and presented her ass to me.
 
    
 
   I had never prepared an asshole for sex before, but I was determined to do my best.  I gently parted her checks and stuck my face in as far as it would go.  The taste of my wife’s ass is subtler than that of her boyfriend, but it is no less pleasant.  She immediately signaled her approval with deep moaning sighs as I licked away and stuck my tongue in the hole.  After several minutes of oral attention, she turned her head and said, “Would you lube me up for him, sweetie?”  I grabbed the lubricant off the bedside table, put some on my fingers, and started working them into her hole.  I made sure to get some up in there, and I also spread more around in the general area.  “I think that’s enough now,” she said.  “Thank you, baby.  You’re such a good husband.  I’m all ready for him now.”
 
    
 
   I moved out of the way and Steve stood up to take my place.  “Would you like me to get you a condom?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Oh, didn’t we tell you?” he said.
 
    
 
   “We haven’t been using them today,” Sadie explained.  “Steve and I have decided we trust each other to be faithful.”
 
    
 
   Her boyfriend was right behind her, rubbing her lower back, getting ready to take the plunge.  “Bareback sex is okay between two consenting adults in a stable relationship,” he said as he positioned the tip of his cock at her hole.  “I think you can tell that your wife and I are very serious about each other, and I intend to treat her right.  Besides—we might even want to start a family one day.”  At those words, he slid his meat deep into her ass, and Sadie let out a low guttural moan.  “That’s it, baby,” he said to her sweetly.  “Just relax and let me take it.  I won’t hurt you.”
 
    
 
   The look of discomfort on her face turned into acceptance, and then into something like pleasure as she relaxed and leaned into her boyfriend’s gentle thrusts.  “Oh god,” she said.  “I’ve never felt anything like this before.”  Steve was moving very slowly, watching her reactions, and I felt relieved to know Sadie had found such an attentive lover.  Moments later, she turned her head and told him, “You can fuck it for real now.  I think I’m used to it.  Take my ass—it’s yours.”
 
    
 
   My wife closed her eyes, and Steve grabbed her hips and started fucking her a little faster.  She didn’t speak another word, instead encouraging him with a series of loud cries and sighs.  She moaned with approval when he started slamming into her rapidly.  She moaned with approval again when he grabbed a fistful of her hair and used it as a fuck handle.  Each time Steve bottomed out in my wife’s tender hole, she grunted with abandon.
 
    
 
   Without removing himself from her ass, he somehow managed to grab her by the waist and flip them both around.  Now he was on his back, and Sadie was face-up, moving her hips, and riding his dick.  He pressed up on her thighs to he could insert the maximum length.  My wife’s face was only a few feet away from mine, but we never made eye contact.  I watched her eyes close and her face contort—she had truly surrendered herself to being taken by a powerful man.
 
    
 
   Steve worked Sadie’s hole without mercy for what seemed like half an hour.  She didn’t pause to complain, or indeed make any comment at all.  The bedroom filled with the sound of her moans and the smell of their excited bodies.  Eventually Steve squeezed her tightly, grunted, and Sadie grunted as well.  They fell back on the bed together, breathing deeply, and I watched her snuggle into him while Steve kissed her sweaty forehead.
 
    
 
   Nobody said much for several more minutes.  Finally Sadie yawned, stretched her arms, and said, “Lee, would you mind going to your room for the night?  Steve and I would like to rest and be alone for a while.  I’ll come tuck you in shortly.”
 
    
 
   “That fine, babe,” I said, standing up to go.  “You two should get some rest.  That looked exhausting.”

“Oh, it was amazing, Lee,” she said.  “I’ve had the night of my life.  Now run along to bed.  I’ll be there in five minutes.”
 
    
 
   “Goodnight, buddy!” Steve said with a grin.
 
    
 
   I quickly brushed my teeth and walked to the guest bedroom, which I had prepared the day before, knowing I would probably be sleeping there.  Then I took off all my clothes and got between the sheets.  My erection would not die down as I thought over all I had just witnessed.  I really hoped Sadie would lend me a hand when she arrived.
 
    
 
   Sadie appeared in the doorway minutes later, still completely naked, sipping from a bottle of water.  She sat on the bed, took my hand, and said, “I’m so tired, Lee.  Steve really wore me out.  Thank you for being so well-behaved tonight.  Dinner was amazing.”  She started to rub my thigh but stopped when she brushed against my erection.  “Sweetie, do you mind jerking yourself off tonight?” she asked.  “I know, I know.  You’ve more than earned it.  But Steve and I just have this one night together, and I need to be getting back to our room.”
 
    
 
   “It’s okay,” I sighed, admittedly a little disappointed, but I wanted to reassure her.  “It’s ladies’ night.  Go have fun.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you so much!” she smiled and kissed my cheek.  “I am such a lucky woman to have such a good, understanding husband.  I won’t forget about this.  I owe you a jerk.  Make that two.  Some night soon you can have a tug without even doing a chore first.  I love you, Lee.  Sleep tight.”
 
    
 
   “I love you, too, Sadie,” I replied with a quick kiss on the lips.  She turned to go, shutting the door and turning the light off as she left.  I lay there in the darkness for quite some time after jerking myself off.  It was a little scary to realize that the recent change in our lives was going to be permanent.  There was no way I could back out now—Sadie seemed like such a fulfilled woman, and I was happy as well.  Never before had I lived a life of such sexual excitement.  I rolled onto my side and fell asleep, resolved to enjoy myself and take each day as it came.
 
    
 
   The next morning I woke to find them both showered, dressed, and sitting on the couch together.  “Hey guys,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Hey buddy!” said Steve.  “Did you sleep well?  Your wife and I slept great!  Your bed sure is comfortable.”
 
    
 
   “I did sleep well,” I told him.  “Let me grab a quick shower.  Then would you like me to cook you two some breakfast?”
 
 
   “Nah, buddy,” he said, smiling.  “You worked so hard on dinner last night.  I thought we could all go out to breakfast on the way to the airport.  It’ll be my treat.”
 
    
 
   “It’s sweet of you to offer, Lee,” Sadie said.
 
    
 
   “Very well,” I replied.  “I’ll be ready soon.”  I showered quickly, dressed, and returned to find them kissing each other deeply.
 
    
 
   Sadie moved her hand to stroke his cock through his pants, and Steve just laughed.  “I don’t think we have time for another round,” he said.
 
    
 
   “I know,” she responded.  “But I thought maybe I could taste it just one more time.”
 
    
 
   “You need to be fair, my dear,” said Steve.  “Remember, your husband is here.  He may want a treat, too.”
 
    
 
   “Fine, I’ll share,” Sadie pouted.  “Just let me taste it.  Please.”
 
    
 
   Steve smiled at her, and then he stood, walked to the middle of the room, unbuckled his belt, and dropped his pants to the floor.  My wife and I both gazed with desire at his thick, beautiful dick.  “Both of you, come get some,” he said.  “But we only have a few minutes.  We still need to eat and catch a plane.”
 
    
 
   Sadie and I both knelt at opposite sides of his crotch, and she was the first to reach for the prize.  She lifted it slightly and dipped it in her mouth.  Then we both leaned in to kiss and lick the shaft.  I took his balls in my hand, and we traded cock and balls back and forth, each of us savoring her lover’s taste.  “Go around back, Lee,” my wife suddenly whispered, so I moved to face Steve’s ass while Sadie popped his cock into her mouth.  I buried my face between his cheeks and tongued his hole while listening to the sound of my wife slurping on her boyfriend’s dick.
 
    
 
   It got quiet for a moment, and then I felt a tap on my shoulder.  Sadie wanted to change positions.  So I moved around to the front and sucked on Steve while my wife tongued his behind.  “God, I love eating this man’s asshole,” I heard her say.
 
    
 
   Steve’s laughter rang out from above.  “I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again,” he told us.  “You two are the coolest couple I’ve ever met!”  He then started moaning, and I was proud that he seemed to be enjoying my sucking.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you dare finish him off!” I heard Sadie say.  “Wait for me.”  She moved around to join me, and once again we were passing his dick back and forth.  She would put it in her mouth, and then I would do the same.  We both kept a hand at the bottom of his shaft, working it together gracefully.
 
    
 
   Finally Steve said, “I’m going to cum!”  I thought Sadie would snatch it all, and she did capture the first spurt, but she soon handed it over and let me have my share.  Then we finished the last few drops and kissed each other, using a little tongue.  “You guys are awesome!” Steve said.  “Better get up now.  Let’s go have breakfast.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t think much of it when Sadie suggested we stop at our regular diner down the road.  But then they walked in holding hands, slid into the booth next to each other, and I felt a little embarrassed as I sat down opposite them.  Moments later our usual waitress arrived to take our order.  She had a rather amused look on her face.  “You two have brought a special guest, I see,” she remarked.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Sally,” my wife said.  “This is Steve.”
 
    
 
   “Nice to meet you, Steve,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Nice to meet you!” he smiled at her.  “This is going to be all on one check.”  We took turns ordering, and I felt the waitress smirking as we briefly made eye contact.  She turned to walk towards the kitchen, and my wife snuggled into her lover silently.
 
    
 
   “Well, I, for one, had a great time,” Steve said.  “You guys are the best.  It’s been such a pleasure getting to know you both.  This next month will be over before we know it, and I will be back again to get even more acquainted, I hope.”
 
    
 
   “I hope so, too,” Sadie said.  “Move here as soon as you can.  We’ll have the place all ready.”
 
    
 
   I scanned the dinner silently, hoping I wouldn’t see anyone else we knew.  But my worst fear came true when I caught the eye of my co-worker Jake, sitting with his girlfriend at a corner table.  My face went red when he stood up and approached me.  I’ve never really liked Jake.  His casual arrogance has always been a bit too much to deal with on a daily basis, although we usually manage to keep our hostilities beneath the surface.  “Hey there, Lee,” he was saying now.  “Hey Sadie.”
 
    
 
   “Hi Jake,” I muttered.  “This is Steve.”
 
    
 
   My wife’s boyfriend smiled and extended his hand to my co-worker.  “Pleased to meet you,” he said.
 
    
 
   Jake fixed me with a quizzical grin, but I didn’t want to engage him, so I said as little as possible.  I am sure I seemed embarrassed, but Sadie and Steve remained totally calm.  I felt relieved when he excused himself to return to his table.  “I better get back to my girlfriend before she gets restless over there.  You never know what women will do when they start feeling bored,” he smirked.
 
    
 
   Left to ourselves again, the three of us sat making casual small talk until Sally arrived with our food.  We dug into our plates, famished, and the waitress kept returning a lot more than usual to refill our coffees and make conversation.  “You all must have worked up an appetite!” she smiled.  Then she finally confided to Sadie, “I want you to know I think you guys are great.  I wish my husband was like that.”
 
    
 
   “What can I say?” Sadie laughed.  “I got lucky I guess.  I do feel like I have the best husband in the world.”
 
    
 
   “I could really use some luck these days,” Sally sighed.  “But Ray would never.  Oh well.  That’s life, I guess.  Will you folks be wanting any dessert?”
 
    
 
   “Nah, just the check,” said Steve.  “I need to catch a plane.  Thanks, though, Sally!  You’ll be seeing more of me next month.”
 
    
 
   “I sure hope so,” she said with a wink.  “You folks have fun!”
 
    
 
   Sadie suggested that I drive to the airport so the two of them could sit together in the back seat and say their goodbyes.  In the rearview mirror I could see them kissing tenderly.  Gentle smooches turned into passionate tongue kisses.  “I’ll be back before you know it,” I heard Steve say.
 
    
 
   “Please come as soon as you can.  I’ll be faithful, waiting here for you,” said Sadie.
 
    
 
   “The wait will be worth it,” he said.  “For all of us.  I promise.”  At these last words I felt a firm squeeze on my shoulder.  We arrived now at the airport, so I pulled into the drop-off lane and Sadie stepped out with Steve to give him a proper hug and kiss goodbye.  Then my wife and I drove home to spend the rest of our day together.
 
    
 
   That night Sadie didn’t ask me to do any chores.  At her suggestion, I poured myself a drink and relaxed on the couch while she chatted with Steve in our bedroom.  When she got off the phone, my wife called me in to join her, and I removed my clothes to cuddle in beside her.  “Steve’s plane landed on time,” she said.  “No incidents.  He said he had a great time with us.”
 
    
 
   “That’s great,” I said.
 
    
 
   Sadie reached over and put her hand around my cock, giving it a gentle squeeze.  “You were on perfect husband behavior the whole time,” she said.  “Don’t think I didn’t notice.  Even when I’m entertaining my boyfriend, I always keep an eye on my husband.  And I couldn’t be more pleased.  How did I get so lucky?  You’re the perfect husband.”
 
    
 
   “I don’t know,” I said.  “I don’t think I’m perfect.  We’re just right for each other is all.”
 
    
 
   “I think so, too,” Sadie said with a kiss.  “I told you I owed you one, and I didn’t forget.  Would you like me to jerk you off, sweetie?”  I nodded, and she got to work with her wrist, deftly twisting and tugging until, seconds later, I came into her hand.  As always, I cleaned her up, and we soon drifted off to sleep, both of us looking forward to seeing Steve again.  It was exciting to know that next time he would be moving here to stay.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   AUTHOR’S NOTE
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Greeting, readers!  I hope you have enjoyed the further adventures of our happy couple, Sadie and Lee.  I normally don’t write sequels, preferring to present to you each week a new example of how healthy people have managed to adapt their desires to the modern world.  But sometimes I realize it may be interesting to watch a situation like this one develop over time.
 
    
 
   An authoress also faces the issue of popular demand.  The morning after I published the first part of this tale, my husband woke me up to read me a dozen or so emails asking what the characters were going to do next.  “But I haven’t even had my coffee yet!” I told him.  “What’s all this?”
 
    
 
   “It’s brewing, Scarlett,” he said in his sweet husbandly manner.  After he brought me a cup, he waited until I took a few sips and then looked at me meaningfully.  “So,” he asked, “what does happen next?”  I won’t bore you readers with transcripts of my marital conversations.  To make a long story short, I was finally convinced.  A sequel there would be!
 
    
 
   My favorite stories have always involved characters who look beyond various trappings to find real meaning in their lives.  Perhaps your authoress is a true Romantic at heart!  I believe that close attention to one’s desires and those of one’s partner(s) can go a long way towards helping people reach an arrangement that pleases everyone.
 
    
 
   As I mentioned, the first part of Ladies’ Night generated a lot of email.  Just this afternoon, I received a note from a woman located “outside the outside of Houston:”
 
    
 
   Dear Ms. Wax.  My husband and my boyfriend can’t stop talking about your latest story.  While I was lying in bed between them last night, they just about gave me whiplash from their chattering back and forth.  They are both convinced that Steve will move into Sadie and Lee’s house.  My boyfriend seems to think they will all sleep together.  But my husband thinks that Lee and Steve will have separate rooms, and Sadie will move between them as she sees fit.  What do you think about sleeping arrangements?  Signed, Girl in the Middle.
 
    
 
   I must confess I am agnostic regarding this matter.  I believe that with good communication everyone will find out what works best for them in the bedroom.  Sometimes great sexual partners don’t make great sleeping partners, and vice versa.  I myself find it difficult to sleep next to anyone but my husband, but then again he is the perfect sleep-mate.  He never snores, and he turns over when I tell him to.
 
    
 
   Until next time, be careful in this heat, and be kind to each other.  Examine what people tell you, critically but politely.  If we can all get through our days with minimal conflict, we can return home to our bedmates that much sooner!
 
    
 
    
 
   Ms. Scarlett Wax
 
   13 June 2016
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   Also available now from Scarlett Wax!
 
    
 
    
 
   Ladies’ Night: A Hotwife Fantasy Come True
 
   Lee and Sadie have a good, solid marriage, but work and stress are taking their toll.  Desperate for a chance to reconnect, they book a hotel room for a long weekend away, and a chance to finally concentrate on each other. But Lee isn’t the only man Sadie is looking to connect with—she has a sudden urge to make one of their long-time fantasies come true by finding and seducing another man. Before his new reality has a chance to sink in, Lee finds himself in a corner booth at the hotel bar watching his wife pick out a new lover. Lee is about to get more than he bargained for in what is to be the strangest (and hottest!) night of his life. 
 
    
 
   Ladies’ Night is a 6500+ word story containing graphic depictions of super-hot sex, very light humiliation, and minor bisexual themes. As such, it is only suitable for adults who enjoy this sort of treat. And, as fans of Ms. Wax already know, be sure not to skip the Author’s Note; Scarlett always has an extra treat or two to share with her readers!
 
    
 
    
 
   Getting Caught: My Best Friend’s Husband
 
   Leah really ought to know she isn’t any good at sneaking around.  It certainly didn’t take her neighbor (and new best friend) Aurora and her husband long to notice Leah peeking in on their very private—and quite athletic—marital encounter.  But, far from being upset, Aurora is thrilled to have an opening to confide in Leah about her sex life. Axel is dominant, endowed, and insatiable. His sex drive is so powerful and insistent it’s to the point where Aurora would welcome a break now and then.  Leah, having seen first-hand what Axel is capable of, gladly volunteers to take him off her best friend’s hands for a night.  So, everyone is happy: Aurora gets a night off, Leah gets awesome sex, and Axel gets what Axel needs. The only problem is that no one thought to consult Leah’s husband on the matter.  And as we know, she is really, really bad at sneaking around.  Has Leah ruined her own marriage? Or has she unwittingly opened a new and surprising chapter in her sexual life?
 
    
 
   Getting Caught is a 7,000+ word story that contains graphic and super hot depictions of consenting adults having amazing sex, light D/s themes, cheating, and anal.  For that reason, it is only suitable for adults who are into that sort of thing.  Enjoy!
 
    
 
    
 
   A Christmas Cuckolding
 
   Logan finds it a bit irritating when all his younger, hotter boss wants to talk about is sex.  But when Zach shows him a picture of his next conquest—and Logan finds himself staring at a photo of his own lovely wife—his emotions turn from irritation to stunned bewilderment and an odd, but growing, arousal.  Things really heat up when Zach arranges for Logan to watch their initial tryst—unaware that he is about to bang his subordinate’s wife! 
 
    
 
   You’re already on Santa’s Naughty List, so why not treat yourself to something nice, and warm up with A Christmas Cuckolding. Scarlett Wax’s latest 6,500 word story is guaranteed to get you in the mood to celebrate, but since it contains graphic (and smoking hot) descriptions of sex, cheating wives, cuckolded husbands, strap-ons, light sexual domination, and humiliation, it should only be enjoyed by boys and girls over 18 years old. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Caught On Tape 3: My Wife Was A Secret Size-Queen
 
   It’s getting cold out there, so turn up the heat with Scarlett Wax’s latest stand-alone installment in the best-selling “Caught On Tape” series!
 
    
 
   It was bad enough when Owen found out he wasn’t big enough to satisfy his wife—it was worse finding out he was literally the last man in the country to know it…
 
    
 
   Callie had always been adamant that Owen stay off porn sites, claiming that she didn’t approve and that she needed to know she was woman enough for him.  So it’s a big shock when, on his first forbidden foray into the seamier side of the internet, Owen not only discovers that his wife is a porn star, but she has made his own inadequacies part of her act!
 
    
 
   Caught On Tape 3 is a 6,000 word story containing graphic (and unbelievably hot) depictions of sexual acts, interracial cuckolding, and sexual humiliation and as such is unsuitable for those under 18, and people who are not into that sort of thing.  
 
    
 
    
 
   The Marriage Counselor: Cuckolded, Trained, and Humiliated by My Wife and the Big, Black Disciplinarian
 
   Scarlett Wax is back and better than ever in her most extreme cuckold humiliation story yet.  Lucas has a gambling problem and it’s about to cost him his marriage.  Finding that Lucas is unable to control his own behavior, Amelia gives him an ultimatum: leave, or submit to her and the Disciplinarian she has invited to stay with them indefinitely, an intimidating mountain of a man who has made a career out of subduing recalcitrant husbands. What follows is a tale of love, commitment, and the strictest of discipline.  
 
    
 
   The Marriage Counselor is a 6,500-word story that contains graphic depictions of interracial cuckolding, femdom, anal training, queening, spanking, extreme sexual humiliation and much, much more.  It is a masterpiece of heat and humor, but it is only for adults who enjoy this sort of thing.  Read it at your own risk!
 
    
 
    
 
   The Hotwife Discount: I Couldn’t Keep Her Home so I Put Her to Work
 
   Fynn loves his wife Aria for her generous nature, free spirit, and smoldering sexuality; he just wishes that she would spread that sexuality a little less freely and generously with his friends and all around the neighborhood.  But there’s no help for it—she can’t be changed and Fynn has given up on trying to keep her home.  So when a storm damages his house, Fynn sees no reason he shouldn’t capitalize on Aria’s promiscuity and save himself a few bucks in the process.  But is she up to taking four big, strong, hardworking men in one day?  Of course she is.  And Fynn has to struggle with his own sexual jealousy, and arousal, as he watches every moment on the monitor his friend so thoughtfully provided him.  
 
    
 
   The Hotwife Discount is a 6,000 word story containing graphic (and hot hot hot) depictions of sex and some very light sexual humiliation.  It is to be enjoyed by adults who are into that sort of thing only. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Replaced: Cuckolded and Used by My Wife and Her Live-In Stud
 
   Nathan and Emma’s marriage has been on the rocks lately, and after one particularly nasty fight, Nathan takes off to cool down at a hotel for a few days. When he comes home, flowers in hand, he is stunned to find his couch—and his bed—already occupied by the body-building neighbor next door!  Emma and Thad graciously offer Nathan the use of the guest bedroom in the basement, and that is only the beginning of the humiliation Nathan will have to endure as he endeavors to win his way back into his wife’s life, in whatever capacity he can.  
 
    
 
   Replaced is a 6,000 word story containing graphic (and super-hot) depictions of sex (both het and bi), cuckolding, humiliation, and light sexual domination. As such, it is only for adults who are interested in these types of delicacies.  If that is you, Dear Reader, you’ll be hard pressed to find a tastier morsel anywhere. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Package Deal: My Boyfriend and his Big, Black Business Partner
 
   Zoey is a recent high school grad living with her parents and serving time as a waitress while she works her way through the string of small town boys that always seem to be hanging around her.  When local-boy-made-good tech magnate Gavin Finnerty runs an unusual ad in the local paper looking for a wife, Zoey is decidedly unimpressed.  She has no interest in some rich “old man” eight years her senior.  So Zoey is surprised when she receives an invitation to the wunderkind’s compound.  
 
    
 
   She is even more surprised when her interview is not with Gavin, but with a handsome, athletic black man she’s never heard of, and she is instructed to remove her clothing…
 
    
 
   Package Deal is a 9200 word story containing graphic (and super hot) scenes of interracial sex, cuckolding, humiliation, and light femdom—culminating in the hottest wedding night cuckold scene Ms. Wax has written to date.  This is a work of fiction meant to be enjoyed by adults only.  
 
    
 
    
 
   Rustic Discipline: Taming the Billionaire’s Brat
 
   When Holden met Paige, she was a rootless waitress with a lot of bad habits—men being among the worst.  But Holden’s proprietary blend of love, sex, and bare-bottomed ass blisterings soon gave her the strength and discipline to achieve the potential he always saw in her.  
 
    
 
   Years later, Holden’s tycoon business partner drops his only son off at their secluded cabin.  Like Paige, Eliot has a lot of potential, but drugs, hard partying, and the excesses of the super-rich have left him sullen, irresponsible, and nearly dead.  Holden will need all his faculties (and a solid wooden paddle) to turn the billionaire’s brat into a productive citizen.  
 
    
 
   Rustic Discipline is an 8,800 word story with graphic and scalding-hot depictions of spanking, discipline and sex, including a bisexual MMF threesome, and is intended for mature audiences only. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Cuckold Time Machine: Sissified and Pounded by My Wife and Her Boyfriends
 
   Wyatt and Audrey have a good life, good marriage, and good sex.  But Wyatt can’t help wishing she would be a little more adventurous in bed—maybe invite one of her sexy girlfriends over for some kinky fun once in a while.  But Audrey is firm in her commitment to vanilla monogamy. So when Wyatt comes across a mysterious ad promising a ride in a Time Machine, he takes a chance on going back in time and opening a younger version of his wife up to new sexual experiences.  Getting to seduce his 18-year-old future wife all over again is just a nice bonus.  
 
    
 
   But when Wyatt comes “back to the future,” he is utterly unprepared for the present he has created with his newly uninhibited wife, her enormous strap-on, and her two well-built boyfriends.  He has no choice but to buckle up—and bend over—for the ride of his life!
 
    
 
   Cuckold Time Machine is a 6,800 word story containing graphic depictions of sex, humiliation, feminization, and pegging.  As such, it is not for squares or readers under 18.  This is a work of fantasy.  Ms. Wax advises her readers to practice safe sex, and not to get involved in any sexual time paradoxes when avoidable.
 
    
 
    
 
   With His Blessing 2: My Wife’s Black Boyfriend
 
   Josh and Chrissy are a loving young couple with a smoking hot fantasy life—one in which she bangs everything that moves, and then comes back and tells him about her “exploits.” The thought of Chrissy with another man is an incredible turn on, but soon the line between fantasy and reality begins to blur, and Josh is reminded to be careful what he wishes for—he may have been getting it all along!
 
    
 
   With His Blessing 2 is the latest in Scarlett Wax’s blistering new erotic hotwife romance series.  As such, it contains material unsuitable for children under 18 and anyone who doesn’t want to read red-hot depictions of healthy adult sex written in Ms. Wax’s famous and inimitable style.  If you do want to read 6,500 words of delicious, sensual, romantic fantasy, you have certainly come to the right place. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Caught On Tape 2: Humiliated and Cuckolded by Half the Town
 
   With the cost of living rising in a stagnant economy, Dan is more than happy when his wife Lacey picks up a second job as a “model” and the money starts rolling in.  But his attempt to give her a birthday surprise backfires when he stumbles across a police surveillance van parked across from her new place of business. Once inside he is confronted, in the most humiliating way possible, with a live video feed of what his wife has actually been up to.  And it only gets worse (and hotter) from there!
 
    
 
   This 8,300 word story is the second entry in Scarlett Wax’s hot new Caught On Tape series. A side-splitting—and seriously steamy—romp through the seedier underbelly of polite society, it contains very graphic descriptions of sex acts, cuckolding, and sexual humiliation, culminating in a super hot interracial gangbang, and as such is only suitable for adults 18 and over, and definitely not children or adults who aren’t into that sort of thing.  If you are into that sort of thing, though, this is exactly the sort of thing you’ll be into!
 
    
 
    
 
   Can’t decide which one to read next?  Try her new 5-story bundle, available at one low price…
 
   Hot Wax: Big Bundle #1 (Wicked Wives)
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   All the characters in this story are both fictional and over the age of 18.  Any resemblance to any real persons or minors is purely coincidental.  This is a work of fantasy.  Scarlett Wax demands that you practice safe sex.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Please note:  The following story is the third and final part of a series.  It picks up where part two left off.  You can find the previous stories at the following links:
 
    
 
   Ladies’ Night: A Hotwife Fantasy Come True
 
   Ladies’ Night 2: My Wife’s New Boyfriend
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   During the month after Steve’s visit, Sadie and I settled back into our normal marital routine.  We both worked weekdays at our stressful jobs, and after we got home I would pleasure her orally until she was satisfied.  Then I would leave the bedroom to give her a little private time to talk with her boyfriend on the phone while I did the housework she assigned.  Right before bedtime she would invite me back in and jerk me off if she was in a good mood.
 
    
 
   In those days Sadie was always in a good mood.  Why wouldn’t she be?  Her boyfriend would be arriving with a moving truck in less than a month, and I was accomplishing my household tasks thoroughly.  I felt I was getting better at cooking and cleaning with each day that passed.  I don’t like to brag, but by the time Steve moved in, I considered myself to be quite the expert.
 
    
 
   My wife and I still slept together during those final few weeks alone, but we both knew that change was imminent.  We started preparing the guest room to be mine, moving my clothes into the closet there, and making sure the bed had acceptable pillows and sheets.  Sadie gave me a big hug when she saw that I put a framed photo from our wedding day on my bedside table.  “You are so sweet!” she said.  “I love that picture, too.”  Then she squeezed me even tighter and looked me in the eye.  “You know, Lee, that Steve and I aren’t planning on excluding you from our lives.  I know we must seem to be really wrapped up in each other, and it’s true that we are both very excited about our budding relationship.  But you are still my husband, and I love you very much.  Thank you for agreeing to move into the spare bedroom.  You’ll see it’s for the best.  It will give us much more flexibility when it comes to sleeping arrangements.”
 
    
 
   “I’m all for flexibility,” I said, kissing her forehead.  “I think all this change and variety has been good for us.  You seem like a happier woman now.  And I am happy, too.”
 
    
 
   “I knew you’d understand,” she smiled, nuzzling into my shoulder.  “You’re the best husband a woman could have.  I’m such a lucky girl.”
 
    
 
   On Saturday nights she had longer conversations with her boyfriend on the phone.  Instead of assigning me extra housework, she asked me to lie in my bed and prepare for the times she would want to spend alone with Steve in their room.  “Go ahead and tug yourself thinking of me,” she said.  “But don’t cum.  It would be a nice touch if you wanted to gaze at our wedding photo while you think of me in bed with a man.  Just imagine how smooth our lives might have been if I hadn’t waited so long to find a boyfriend.  If I had known Steve all those years ago, he might have been the first to pull up my wedding dress!”  Needless to say, this image was more than enough to fantasize about while I lay in bed alone, hand on my cock, gazing at our picture—and wondering what my wife was discussing with her boyfriend in the other room.
 
    
 
   The morning Steve was due to arrive, Sadie made me lick her pussy even before I had my coffee.  “I need to cum, Lee,” she said.  “Or I’ll never get through this hectic day.”
 
    
 
   “As you wish, my love,” I said as I put my face between her legs and starting probing her with my tongue.
 
    
 
   “That’s it, Lee,” said Sadie.  “You know the spot.  I really ought to be saving this for Steve, but I need it now in order to relax.  You know I hate having the house in disarray while movers traipse through the place.  And anyway, it’s not like Steve won’t have me instantly horny again the minute he walks in.  God, what a sexy man!”
 
    
 
   I could tell that Sadie needed me to get right to business, so I started licking her clitoris just the way she likes.  Moments later she was grabbing my hair and groaning, until finally she jerked her legs, took a deep breath, and smiled down at me tenderly.  “Thanks, sweetie.  I needed that.”
 
    
 
   Around nine o’clock a large truck pulled up to the curb outside our house, followed by Steve in his white pickup.  Our neighbors on all sides were already looking out their windows or stepping onto their porches when Steve and Sadie ran to embrace each other on the lawn.  I walked outside, too, and the neighbor to the right of me smiled.  “You folks aren’t moving out, are you?” he said.
 
    
 
   “No, we’re not,” I replied, feeling a little embarrassed.  “We have a friend who will be staying with us for a while.”
 
    
 
   “Ah, I see,” said the neighbor, watching Steve and my wife kiss and talk excitedly.  “Tell him I said welcome to the community.  You all can come around for a beer later on if you get thirsty.”  He walked back inside, and I opened our garage door to give the movers a better path into the house.
 
    
 
   From this point onward Sadie and Steve jointly directed the proceedings.  We had rented a storage unit together, and they had worked out in detail which pieces of our furniture were going to the unit, and which of Steve’s were going into the house.  For instance, they had decided our bed was better, but Steve had a better dining room table, so ours was being carted outside.  I took a supporting role, making sure everyone had everything they needed, including cold drinks.
 
    
 
   The movers were friendly, stout young lads.  “You must be the husband,” one of them said, and they both chuckled.  “Steve told us all about you.”  I didn’t mind their kidding around, but Steve took a protective stance and frowned whenever he caught them staring at Sadie.
 
    
 
   A couple hours later Steve’s belongings were in our house, and it was time to move the remainder to storage.  “Hey buddy,” he said to me.  “How about we let your wife rest here, and you and I can go check out the storage unit.”  We followed the movers down the road, and within twenty minutes we had a medium-sized unit filled with our excess possessions.
 
    
 
   Steve tipped the movers and smiled at me as they drove away.  “So happy to have that over with,” he said.  “And it’s still early in the afternoon.”  He started his pickup truck, but then he sat for a moment, thinking silently, making no attempt to put his truck into gear.  Finally he turned to me and spoke again.  “Lee, there’s something on my mind that we need to discuss.”
 
    
 
   “What’s that?” I asked calmly.  The moving day had been going so well, and Steve had been so good to my wife and I so far, that I didn’t suspect he had anything too serious on his mind.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know how else to put this, Lee,” he said.  “But ever since my visit last month, I’ve been suspecting that you aren’t really gay.”  Now he had my full attention—I was beginning to feel apprehensive.  I had almost forgotten that Sadie had first hooked up with Steve under the pretense that I was her gay best friend.  I paused for a moment, trying not to appear nervous, and he continued, “I’ve noticed the way you look at my girlfriend, Lee.  Can you look me in the eye and honestly tell me you are not at all physically attracted to her?”
 
    
 
   Now he was really putting me on the spot.  After a moment’s pause, I decided just to be honest.  “You’re right, Steve,” I said.  “I can’t honestly tell you that.”

“Just what I suspected,” he said to me kindly.  “I think you might be a little confused, buddy.  But that’s fine.  I am here to help you find yourself.”  He placed a firm hand on my shoulder and smiled.  “Lee, I don’t think you’re gay.  Now, I’m not saying you don’t enjoy cock.  You worked mine with too much pleasure for that to be the case.  But it seems to me that’s not your essential orientation.  I’ve thought about this problem for weeks, and I finally came up the answer.  I think you might be a sissy.”
 
    
 
   “A sissy?” I asked, having no idea at that point what he meant.
 
    
 
   “Yes, a sissy,” he said.  “I think you are attracted to anyone—male or female—who will guide you and put you in your place.  You are most comfortable when you are serving.  Is that correct?”
 
    
 
   Steve’s words somehow rang true.  As strange as it seems now, I had not up to that point questioned my sexuality.  But he was right—I had been feeling for a while now that I was truly finding myself while serving my wife and her lover.  Over the last few months, I had reached a level of sexual fulfillment that I had never known before.  I looked my wife’s boyfriend in the eye and said, “I think you might be correct.”
 
    
 
   “I knew it, Lee,” Steve said.  “And I want you to know that I’m your friend.  I’m here to help you become the best sissy you can be.  I got you a present.  Reach behind your seat and grab that box.”  I did as he asked, and pulled out a gift-wrapped package topped with a big pink bow.  “Go ahead.  Open it!” he smiled proudly.  I again did what he requested, and inside the box I found a stack of what looked like women’s panties.  “What do you think?” he asked.  “I ordered them special.  They are panties, but tailored for men’s comfort so guys like you can wear them.”
 
    
 
   “They look great,” I said.  “Thanks, Steve.”  I tried to accept his gift as calmly as possible, but inside I was dying to run home and try them on.
 
    
 
   “I hope they fit, buddy,” he smiled.  “And I am glad we are making some progress.  Since we’re all such good friends, and you might not be gay, I think I am going to set you up on a sex date with my girlfriend and see how you like it.  Maybe even tomorrow!  Tonight, of course, your wife and I are going to want some alone time together in our bed.”  Having said that, he started his truck and drove back to the house.  The whole way home my mind tried to process all of this new information.  Would I finally be allowed to have sex with my wife for the first time in months?  Was I really a sissy?  What should be my proper role in the household be?
 
    
 
   Back at home Sadie was already working on unpacking.  She was in the bedroom, hanging Steve’s clothes in what used to be my closet.  As soon as we walked in, she smiled at us both, and her boyfriend approached her for a deep kiss.  I noticed that there was now a cot in the room, just a few feet from the bed.  Noting my interest, Steve walked up behind me and squeezed my shoulder.  “What do you think, buddy?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Is that for me?” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Of course is!” he said.  “Don’t get the wrong idea—we’re not going to make you sleep in a cot every night.  Your wife and I just figured there would be times when you are hanging out with us, watching, until late into the night.  This way maybe sometimes you can just crash at our place.”
 
    
 
   “It gives us some flexibility,” Sadie suggested.  I felt a rush of joy at finding out they had been thinking of me.  To be honest, I had been a little worried at the idea of spending absolutely every night alone in what used to be the spare bedroom.  With this sweet, simple gesture, Sadie and Steve had demonstrated that they fully intended to include me in their lives.
 
    
 
   The next couple hours we spent straightening up and trying to unpack the most important items.  I helped Steve move around some of the furniture, and Sadie was hard at work opening boxes and unpacking what she could.  Catching me alone for a moment, she leaned over and whispered in my ear, “God, I’m so wet for him.  I just knew your licking wouldn’t last all day.”
 
    
 
   I sometimes wonder if an alpha man can instinctually sense what his woman needs.  Moments after she had confided to me her predicament, Steve walked into the room, stepped behind my wife, and put his arms around her.  While kissing her neck, he slipped his hand up her skirt, and paused when his fingers reached their destination.  “What’s all this, young lady?” he asked in a playfully stern tone.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Sir,” Sadie moaned.  “It’s just that I’ve been watching you work all day.  And I haven’t gotten to fuck you yet.”
 
    
 
   “Well, we can fix that right away!” her boyfriend exclaimed.  Steve roughly stacked a few boxes until they were about waist-height, and then he grabbed my wife, bent her over them, and pulled up her skirt.  As his fingers rudely explored her hole, I could see her glistening in anticipation.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me.  Please, fuck me!” she cried.  Hearing this, her lover dropped his pants, positioned himself right behind her, and plunged his thick naked cock all the way in.  “Aahhh!” she loudly moaned.  “I’ve been needing this for a month.”
 
    
 
   Steve grabbed a fistful of her hair, with the clear intention of giving her a good fucking, but as soon as he began thrusting, the boxes started to slip.  “Lee, buddy,” he said, turning his head in my direction.  “Would you come over and brace these boxes?  I’m trying to fuck your wife, and they’re giving me troubles.”
 
    
 
   Both of them seemed to want to get to business, so I tried to make it quick.  I took up a stance on the other side of the boxes from Steve, grabbing the stack with my arms, and pressing my shoulder into them.  Steve thrusted again, and I felt the weight crash into me, but I did my best to hold it steady.  As he picked up speed, I could hear him slapping her ass, and both of them were grunting wildly.  Sadie at first braced her palms on my shoulders, but as she became more and more agitated, she lifted my shirt and dug her nails into my back.
 
    
 
   “He’s fucking me so good!” my wife screamed in my ear.  Next I heard the tell-tale sign of her orgasm, as she whimpered and slapped my sides with her palms.  Steve kept on going for a while, but soon enough, sensing his mission was accomplished, he slowed down, grunted, and unleashed his nut.  At that point he stepped away, but Sadie remained in position.  “Clean me up, hubby,” she said softly.  “I don’t want to get cum all over the boxes.”
 
    
 
   Happy for any treat on offer, I moved around behind my wife, kissed her thighs, and put my mouth up to her hole.  Moments later I felt his sweet, spicy load trickle down my tongue, and some of both of their juices spilled onto my cheek.  I stayed in this position for a few minutes, swallowing hard, until I was satisfied that I had cleaned most of it.  As far as I could tell, she didn’t trail any mess around afterwards.
 
    
 
   Just then we heard a knock on the front door.  Sadie stood and straightened her skirt while Steve stepped towards the entryway.  Standing outside were Bill and Tracy, our neighbors from across the road.  He was holding a six-pack of beer, and she was clutching a plate of cookies.  “Why, I don’t believe we’ve met!” Tracy said to Steve.
 
    
 
   “I’m Steve,” said my wife’s boyfriend, extending his hand to both of them.  “That was my moving truck you saw earlier.  It’s so nice to meet you two.  Would you like to step inside?”
 
    
 
   The neighbor couple crossed the threshold and looked around at all the boxes.  “You’ve got your work cut out for you,” said Bill.  “I always did hate moving.  All the packing, unpacking, lifting furniture.  I figured these might help.  Want a beer?”
 
    
 
   “I’d love one,” said Steve.  Sadie and I had stepped forward by this point, so we each took a beer from him as well.  My wife accepted the plate of cookies from Tracy and put them on the kitchen counter.  After that we all stood around for several moments, sipping our bottles, and making small talk.  Bill started telling Steve about all the attractions of our town, places to visit, things to see.  Our neighbors were obviously fishing for our story, but everyone in my household played it cool.
 
    
 
   “So, what brings you to town?” Bill finally came out and asked Steve.
 
    
 
   My wife’s lover took another sip of his beer and replied, “Work has been bugging me to accept a transfer to the office here for quite some time, and I finally accepted.”  The neighbors had both been making curious glances at me since the moment they stepped inside, so I was secretly hoping Steve would leave his explanation at that.  But without missing a beat, he continued, “Plus I’ve gotten to know Sadie here quite well over the past few months.”  With that he put his arm around her waist and leaned down to kiss her cheek.  “Oh, and Lee’s been a real pal as well,” he thought to add.  “So I guess I finally had enough reasons to make the move down here.”
 
    
 
   I thought Sadie would be embarrassed at this public airing of our personal affairs, but she just grinned, apparently proud to be seen being embraced by her boyfriend.  I, on the other hand, worried my face was turning red as I caught Tracy and Bill’s puzzled glances.  Just then my wife spoke up, “We’re so happy to have Steve living here.  Both Lee and I.”  she took Steve’s hand and smiled at our neighbors again.  “You should come hang out with us sometime, once we get everything settled.  As you can see, it’s a bit of a disaster at the moment.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, we don’t mean to interrupt your unpacking,” Tracy said.  “We just wanted to stop by and welcome our new neighbor.  We’d love to hang out sometime.  Just give us a shout.”  They both walked back towards the door, then Tracy turned again and said, “You two look like such a happy couple.  And Lee…” she paused, clearly unsure of how to continue.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry.  We keep him busy,” Sadie smiled.  With that settled, our nosy neighbors walked back outside, leaving the three of us to continue our work.  We actually accomplished more than I thought we would on that first day.  The three of us were quite a team, and the most important tasks were finished before we took a break for the night and ordered dinner.  When we finished eating, I offered to clear the table and rinse the dishes, so Steve led Sadie off to their bedroom for their evening recreation.
 
    
 
   After loading the dishwasher and wiping down the counter, I stepped towards the hallway and found that the lovers had left their door open.  Steve was on his side and Sadie was in front of him, leisurely taking his cock while he lifted her leg in the air.  I tried to keep my distance, standing several feet away, but Steve noticing me staring and waved me inside.  “Come in, buddy,” he said, continuing to slowly thrust in and out of my wife’s pussy.  “Please don’t be shy.  I don’t want us to be just like roommates, Lee.  That’s not what this is about.”  He gave Sadie two hard lunges, which made her gasp loudly, and then he continued, “Obviously my girlfriend and I are going to want some time alone here and there.  But whenever we leave this door open, I want you to feel free to come on in and hang out on your cot.”
 
    
 
   I did just as he suggested, and Steve turned his attention back to my wife, pumping into her more vigorously now.  She cried and sighed, and both of their fine bodies were already glistening from the exertion.  From my seat I had a very good view of Steve’s ass clenching as he thrusted in and out, and I could tell that his cock—much bigger than mine—was really stretching her hole.  As Sadie was about to cum, her boyfriend grabbed her tightly, bit her neck, shoved his dick as far as it would go, and held it there while she moaned and writhed helplessly.
 
    
 
   No sooner had she caught her breath than Sadie demanded, “Stretch my other hole!”
 
    
 
   “Haven’t you had enough?” Steve laughed.  “It’s been such a busy day.”
 
    
 
   “It’s an important day,” she said.  “It’s our first night living together, and I want you to take all my holes.  I sucked it, and you’ve fucked my pussy twice.  Now I need you in my ass.”
 
    
 
   Steve sighed with mock reluctance and turned towards me.  “Is she always like this?” he asked.  “Your wife sure has a way of getting what she wants.  Would you mind preparing her ass for me, buddy?”  He didn’t have to ask twice.  I was very turned on after the day we’d had, and I was happy to help out in any way I could.  Just like I did during Steve’s previous visit, I stepped behind my beautiful wife, spread her cheeks, and put my tongue against her hole.  We had worked all day, and she hadn’t showered since the morning, so the taste was stronger this time, but no less delightful.  I sucked, kissed, and licked with abandon, until she finally reached down to hand me the bottle of lubricant.  I used a liberal amount, knowing full well what this delicate entrance was about to withstand.
 
    
 
   “Thanks, baby,” she said to me with a smile.  And then, to her lover, “I’m ready for you to take my hole.”  Steve quickly positioned himself behind her and guided his cock all the way inside with one slow but steady motion.  “Ahhh!” Sadie cried.  “I needed this so bad.  My ass has been feeling empty without you.  Don’t leave that slutty hole until you get your nut.”
 
    
 
   “What a naughty little slut!” he said, giving her ass a very hard slap.  “Just relax and hold still until I get my nut.  It won’t be long, I promise.”  He started fucking at her fast and steady, but my wife withstood it with ease.  She groaned continuously, but I could tell she was enjoying every inch of it.
 
    
 
   “I never let anyone fuck that ass but you,” she moaned, and as far as I knew, her words were true.  “I’ve been saving it for you all these years.”
 
    
 
   “I’m glad, because it’s my ass now,” Steve said with authority.  “It’s already my favorite place to cum.”
 
 
   “Cum in it now,” Sadie demanded.  “Use it like you own it.  Right in front of my sissy husband.”  Listening to this, I had to wonder to what extent they had discussed my being a “sissy” between themselves before Steve ever mentioned the concept to me.
 
    
 
   “I’ll cum when I’m good and ready,” Steve sternly replied, taking a fistful of her hair with one hand and squeezing the fat around her hips with the other.  “I might cum soon, but I’ll butt-fuck you all night if I have to.”
 
    
 
   “Please don’t butt-fuck me all night, Sir,” she whimpered.  “I’ve been such a willing slut for you.”
 
    
 
   “We’ll see about that,” Steve said, yanking her head back a little further.  He started slamming into her hard and steady, giving her ass a firm slap with every few thrusts.  His threats soon proved idle, however—moments later, he slowed down, grunted, and withdrew himself.
 
    
 
   Steve held my wife in his arms afterwards for a few moments, and then he turned to me and said, “Lee, would you mind going back to your room for the night?  We’ve loved having you—don’t get me wrong.  But I like to have a tender moment alone with a woman after I’ve taught her a lesson.”
 
    
 
   “Mmm,” Sadie smiled and caressed his neck.  “You sure did teach me a lesson.  I’ll behave for you from now on.”  They were kissing each other deeply as I stood up, left the room, and closed the door behind me.  I was exhausted and ready to sleep anyway, so I quickly brushed my teeth and jumped into bed.  I also took the liberty to jerk myself off before I fell asleep—she didn’t expressly forbid me to, after all.  Somehow I figured they wouldn’t mind after the special day we’d had.
 
    
 
   The next morning we all got back to work.  By mid-afternoon almost everything was unpacked, and the furniture was arranged the way Sadie wanted it.  Steve broke down the boxes, and I offered to take them to the recycling center in order to give the two lovers some time to relax alone together.  I expected to return to the sounds of the headboard hitting the wall, but instead I found them both showered and dressed to go out.  Steve noticed me looking surprised.  “We just had time for a quick one, buddy,” he said, patting my back.  “You ought to get ready, too.  We’re supposed to be at Sullivan’s by seven.”
 
    
 
   I looked at them both, still confused, so Sadie informed her boyfriend, “Lee doesn’t use social media, babe.  I always have to make joint posts for both of us.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I see,” laughed Steve.  “Well, Sadie made a post this morning about how I have just moved to town, and she invited everyone to join us for a meet-and-greet down at the bar.”
 
    
 
   “Everyone?” I asked quietly.
 
    
 
   “Everyone who wants to join us,” Sadie said while fastening her earrings.  “Friends and family members have been dying to meet Steve, so I figured this might be easier than inviting everyone we know to the house one by one.”
 
    
 
   “I guess that makes sense,” I said as the full import of our recent life change finally hit me.  Of course everyone was going to find out about Steve eventually!  How could we keep it a secret with him living here?  Now I understood why Sadie was so relaxed about touching him in front of our neighbors.  We had to get it out in the open one day.  Might as well do it all at once.
 
    
 
   I showered quickly and dressed in my bedroom.  At a quarter till seven we got in the car and I drove them to Sullivan’s so they could kiss in the back seat.  “Don’t drink too much tonight,” Sadie warned me as we stepped towards the bar.  “Remember you have to drive us home.”
 
    
 
   When we walked through the door, my wife immediately spotted Todd and Katie sitting at a corner table.  Among the couples around town our age, we probably had socialized with them the most over the past year.  Todd and I have quite a few interests in common, as do Katie and Sadie.  “Am I always the first one to arrive when someone yells ‘drinks!’?” Todd laughed as we approached.
 
    
 
   “It’s how you keep your physique, dear,” Katie smiled while patting his belly.  “So this is the mysterious Steve you’ve been telling me so much about?”
 
    
 
   “In the flesh,” Steve replied warmly, shaking both of their hands.  “Sadie has told me a lot about you as well.”
 
    
 
   “All good things, I hope!” said Todd.  “Have a seat.  Maybe we should group a couple tables together.  I know several people responded that they would be here.”
 
    
 
   “Before everyone gets here, I want you guys to know how happy we are for you,” Katie said.
 
    
 
   “Here’s our shots!” Todd exclaimed as the waitress arrived with a tray bearing one for each of us.  “To Steve, Sadie, and Lee!” he shouted as we lifted our glasses and downed them in one gulp.
 
    
 
   Sadie nuzzled close to Steve, who promptly put his arm around her shoulders.  Katie grinned again and said, “Why, aren’t you two adorable.  What a lucky girl!  I never did convince Todd that we needed a boyfriend.  He thinks we’d be better off with a girlfriend instead.  Can you imagine?” she asked with an exaggerated eye roll.
 
    
 
   “How about you, Lee?” Todd asked after a big sip of his beer.  “Are they keeping you awake at night?”
 
    
 
   I was about to answer when my wife’s sister, Tee, ran up to give us all a hug.  “So glad you could make it!” Sadie said.
 
    
 
   “I can’t stay long,” said Tee, “but I just had to stop by and finally meet him.”  She hugged Steve and winked at my wife.  “You certainly picked a fine one this time.  And you look well, Lee,” she said, giving the back of my neck a sisterly squeeze.  “You look happy.  I mean it.  You really must be settling into your new role.  How exciting for all of you!”
 
    
 
   Within an hour Sullivan’s was filled with people we knew.  We saw first cousins, second cousins, couples we play cards with, and several people I don’t think I had seen since high school.  Around nine o-clock I felt a firm hand on my shoulder and turned to see my older brother Chad.  “Hey, Lee,” he said.  “I saw Sadie’s post and thought I would stop by.  I got to hand it to you.  You always did kind of do your own thing.  I respect that.  You must be Steve,” he said, turning to shake the other’s hand.  “I’m Chad.  I kept this guy out of trouble when we were kids.  I hope you are doing the same for him now.”
 
    
 
   “I’m doing my best to keep an eye on him,” my wife’s boyfriend said.  Soon Chad, Steve, Todd, and some of the guys we went to school with were deep into a heated conversation about football, so my ears drifted over to the ladies’ conversation.  In sharp contrast to the loud men, the women’s voices tended to trail off into whispers at delicate moments.
 
    
 
   “That much bigger?” I could have sworn I heard Katie say.  Whenever Sadie started talking, she certainly had her friends’ attention.  I could tell by the mixture of shock and delight on all of their faces.  Several smirks were directed at me along with smiles and kindly winks.
 
    
 
   At the end of the night everyone was pretty drunk, except for me, of course.  Sadie had long ago told the waitress to stop putting gin in my tonic water.  We made many attempts to excuse ourselves and leave, but several of the guys insisted they would block us in until Sadie and Steve stood up and kissed.  The two of them resisted for a while, but eventually they both downed a final shot, stood from the table, grabbed each other, and launched into a deep, passionate tongue kiss.  Cheers exploded all around us.  After they finished, most people started to tab out and leave.
 
    
 
   Tee had stayed much longer than she expected, so she hugged Sadie goodbye and grabbed her purse.  “I guess you’ve outdone your sister once again,” she said.  “I mean, I’ve often had two guys, but they didn’t know about each other.  Anyway, I better run.  The one at home keeps texting and driving me crazy.  It was nice meeting you, Steve.”
 
    
 
   We finally made it to the car, and I drove us all home.  “You were such a good boy tonight,” Sadie said.  “We have a surprise planned for you tonight.”  It had been an embarrassing but oddly arousing evening, so I was anxious to find out what my housemates had in mind.
 
    
 
   When we arrived home, Sadie headed to their bedroom, while Steve took me aside.  “Remember what I promised you yesterday, buddy?”  I honestly didn’t know what he was referring to, so I just looked at him blankly.  “You know!  I said I was going to set you up on a sex date with my girlfriend.  Well, we discussed it, and she said she is willing tonight.  If you’re willing, that is.  You definitely don’t have to.”
 
    
 
   “I’m willing!” I blurted out.
 
    
 
   “Of course you are!” said Steve.  “That’s my sissy.  I want you to go to your room, pick out a nice pair of panties, and wait for her.  I will send her along soon.”  I did what he asked as quickly as I could.  Tearing through my underwear drawer, I pulled out a pair of purple lacy panties and slipped them onto my naked body.  Then I sat on the bedspread waiting for my beautiful bride.
 
    
 
   Several minutes of anticipation passed until she finally entered the room, freshly showered and wearing her bathrobe.  “Cute panties,” she said, caressing my hair, and sitting down beside me.
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” I said, a little embarrassed.  “They were a gift from Steve.”
 
    
 
   “Oh?” my wife replied.  “Steve got me a gift, too.”  Having said that, she stood up again, untied her bathrobe, and let it fall to the floor, revealing a strap-on fastened across her waist.  “What do you think?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “I don’t understand,” I muttered, although that wasn’t quite true.
 
    
 
   Sadie pulled a bottle of lubricant from the pocket of her robe and set it down beside me.  Then she gently pushed me onto my back and straddled me.  “Sex between us is going to be a little different from now on,” she said.  “But there’s no reason it can’t be just as tender.  You’re still my husband, Lee, and I love you very much.  I don’t want to lose a sexual connection with you.”  She squirted some lubricant onto the dildo and smeared it up and down the shaft.  Then she leaned down and gave me a sweet, loving kiss on the lips.  “Are you ready, baby?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll always be ready for you,” I said.  With no further discussion, she kneeled in front of me, pushed my thighs into the air, and put a pillow under my butt.  Then she positioned herself on top of me, looked me sweetly in the eyes, and started guiding the tip of the dildo into me.  I think I mentioned before that before we met Steve, my wife and I had never played anally—well, that goes both ways.  So I had no idea quite what to expect as the hard rubber began penetrating my hole.
 
    
 
   It was very uncomfortable at first, but Sadie moved as gently as possible.  “It’s okay, baby,” she whispered.  “I’m not going to hurt you.”  Her voice was so reassuring that I relaxed my muscles as much as I could and surrendered my ass to the love of my life.
 
    
 
   She took my gift and used it thoroughly.  At first it felt like my hole was on fire, but after a few minutes of her steady thrusts, it became oddly pleasurable somehow.  When it seemed my hole had been stretched to her satisfaction, she kissed me again and then reached down and grabbed my cock.  “I’ve heard that’s it’s polite to jerk a sissy off while you fuck him.  What do you think, Lee?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, please,” I said, slightly embarrassed by my spontaneous reply.  “I mean.  That feels good.”
 
    
 
   “Good,” she said.  “Hold still.”  Then she expertly jerked my cock up and down while still thrusting into me rhythmically.  I became overwhelmed by sensations, and moments later I felt myself unloading into her hand.  My wife then smiled, withdrew herself from my behind, and offered her palm for cleaning.
 
    
 
   “What a day!” she sighed as she cuddled into bed beside me.  “I’m beat.  Are you ready to turn off the light and go to sleep?”
 
    
 
   “But aren’t you going back to your room to sleep with Steve?” I asked, genuinely surprised.
 
    
 
   “Not tonight,” she said.  “I’m on a date with my husband!  I don’t have to sleep with Steve every single night.  Flexibility, Lee, remember?”
 
    
 
   “I approve of flexibility,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “I do, too,” said Sadie.  “It’s essential to a happy life, I think.  Sometimes I will sleep in here, sometimes in there.  And sometimes you can sleep on the cot in our bedroom.”  She then kissed me goodnight and said, “I love you, Lee.  Thank you for making me the world’s happiest wife.”
 
    
 
   “I love you, too,” I responded, and my wife soon fell asleep with one arm around my shoulder and the other down the back of my panties.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   My story has already run much longer than I anticipated, so I will conclude by answering the question I know must be on your mind.  Steve never moved out.  For a few months, we all kept up the pretense that he was looking for his own place, but none of us really wanted him to leave.  We all hit it off so well, and we quickly became a settled household.
 
    
 
   The key to maintaining a happy home has been flexibility, like Sadie always said.  Our sleeping arrangements change from night to night, and my wife and I have sex regularly in our passionate new way.  Most importantly, the three of us truly enjoy each other’s company.  Sadie often tells us that other women around town confide to her that they are secretly envious.  We never set out to be the talk of the town, or to unsettle other people’s assumptions.  Sometimes you just have to look outside the box to find happiness.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   AUTHOR’S NOTE
 
    
 
    
 
   Greetings, readers!  It seems we have finally reached the conclusion of the tale of Lee, Sadie, and her boyfriend Steve.  After I penned the previous portion, I was once again tempted to put these characters aside and leave their fates to my readers’ imaginations.  And once again, my husband intervened.  “But Scarlett!” he complained when I told him the plot of the next story I had been planning to write.  “What happens next to Lee?”
 
    
 
   It’s telling that a male reader would be mostly concerned about Lee’s fate.  I’m sure my readers of the fairer sex have been equally concerned about Sadie’s.  It’s the job of an authoress to relate the actions of male and female characters impartially.  This whole notion of “Men’s Lit” and “Women’s Lit” never made any sense to me!  Anyway, I eventually told my husband that I would write a third and final part of this tale—emphasis on “final”—only on one condition.  He had to agree to go an entire year without interfering with whatever I planned to write next.  The story you’ve just read is proof of his assent to our bargain.
 
    
 
   I have been proud to present to you another story wherein flexible attitudes and open minds become the keys to unlocking happiness for a whole group of characters.  Really, there’s so much rigidity and negativity in human affairs these days.  If you feel yourselves stuck in a rut, just imagine what might happen if you and your partner pause for a moment to do a little creative thinking.  You might discover that your desires align perfectly well after all!
 
    
 
   From the bottom of my heart, I would like to thank those of you who have taken time out of your day to send me your comments.  Some of you write me just to insist that your husband is nothing like the one in the story you’ve just read—and I appreciate that insight.  Others just like to vent about their domestic lives, and I want you to know I read your emails as well.  Just last week I received a note from a woman in Norman, Oklahoma:
 
    
 
   Dear Ms. Wax.  My husband and I have been together for nearly three decades.  Recently our youngest child left home.  Hubby and I started reading your stories together last year, and they have helped us both decide what hobby we would like to pursue in our golden years.  His favorite story by far is “Cougar Classifieds,” and it has given him lots of ideas, since we live in a college town.  I’m pretty open-minded, but I have tended to prefer men closer to my own age.  What are your thoughts on age differences?
 
    
 
   Thank you so much for your note.  I never like to suggest that there is a “right” age bracket for lovers, husbands, or friends.  Since you are open-minded, you can feel free to consider any young man your husband brings home and give the lad a fair hearing.  You certainly don’t have to wind up in bed with him just because you are having a friendly conversation over coffee and cake.  However, as I have pointed out many times before, husbands aren’t always the best at picking lovers for their wives, even though they always mean well.  By all means be polite to your husband’s candidates.  But if you want a truly satisfying situation, you ought to be proactive and choose for yourself.
 
    
 
   Until next time, keep an eye on the world around you and choose your reading material carefully.  Please use crosswalks—they exist for your safety.  And don’t stare too hard at the table for three across from you.  Glance, if you must, at their smiling faces—they aren’t the least bit embarrassed!  All three of them know that within an hour they will be back at home for the night with clean sheets and a fresh program for the evening’s entertainment.
 
    
 
   Sincerely yours, in pen and in heart,
 
    
 
    
 
   Ms. Scarlett Wax
 
   20 June 2016
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   ABOUT THE AUTHOR
 
    
 
    
 
   SCARLETT WAX is the year’s most exciting new voice in literary erotica.  Growing up in the southern U.S., she developed a passion for writing at an early age, but as she got older, her stories became more titillating.  Now her greatest pleasure is turning you on with her words.  She is the MILF men see at the office, the grocery store, the gym.  They try not to stare as they wonder, “Would she?  Or wouldn’t she?”  Every night her husband rubs her feet while she sits with her notebook writing her next story for you.
 
    
 
   Ms. Wax considers her reader base the most astute and adventurous in her field, and she enjoys hearing your thoughts on her work.  If you like, she can send you a message when she publishes a new story.  Feel free to contact her at msscarlettwax@gmail.com.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Also available now from Scarlett Wax!
 
    
 
    
 
   Getting Caught: My Best Friend’s Husband
 
   Leah really ought to know she isn’t any good at sneaking around.  It certainly didn’t take her neighbor (and new best friend) Aurora and her husband long to notice Leah peeking in on their very private—and quite athletic—marital encounter.  But, far from being upset, Aurora is thrilled to have an opening to confide in Leah about her sex life. Axel is dominant, endowed, and insatiable. His sex drive is so powerful and insistent it’s to the point where Aurora would welcome a break now and then.  Leah, having seen first-hand what Axel is capable of, gladly volunteers to take him off her best friend’s hands for a night.  So, everyone is happy: Aurora gets a night off, Leah gets awesome sex, and Axel gets what Axel needs. The only problem is that no one thought to consult Leah’s husband on the matter.  And as we know, she is really, really bad at sneaking around.  Has Leah ruined her own marriage? Or has she unwittingly opened a new and surprising chapter in her sexual life?
 
    
 
   Getting Caught is a 7,000+ word story that contains graphic and super hot depictions of consenting adults having amazing sex, light D/s themes, cheating, and anal.  For that reason, it is only suitable for adults who are into that sort of thing.  Enjoy!
 
    
 
    
 
   A Christmas Cuckolding
 
   Logan finds it a bit irritating when all his younger, hotter boss wants to talk about is sex.  But when Zach shows him a picture of his next conquest—and Logan finds himself staring at a photo of his own lovely wife—his emotions turn from irritation to stunned bewilderment and an odd, but growing, arousal.  Things really heat up when Zach arranges for Logan to watch their initial tryst—unaware that he is about to bang his subordinate’s wife! 
 
    
 
   You’re already on Santa’s Naughty List, so why not treat yourself to something nice, and warm up with A Christmas Cuckolding. Scarlett Wax’s latest 6,500 word story is guaranteed to get you in the mood to celebrate, but since it contains graphic (and smoking hot) descriptions of sex, cheating wives, cuckolded husbands, strap-ons, light sexual domination, and humiliation, it should only be enjoyed by boys and girls over 18 years old. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Caught On Tape 3: My Wife Was A Secret Size-Queen
 
   It’s getting cold out there, so turn up the heat with Scarlett Wax’s latest stand-alone installment in the best-selling “Caught On Tape” series!
 
    
 
   It was bad enough when Owen found out he wasn’t big enough to satisfy his wife—it was worse finding out he was literally the last man in the country to know it…
 
    
 
   Callie had always been adamant that Owen stay off porn sites, claiming that she didn’t approve and that she needed to know she was woman enough for him.  So it’s a big shock when, on his first forbidden foray into the seamier side of the internet, Owen not only discovers that his wife is a porn star, but she has made his own inadequacies part of her act!
 
    
 
   Caught On Tape 3 is a 6,000 word story containing graphic (and unbelievably hot) depictions of sexual acts, interracial cuckolding, and sexual humiliation and as such is unsuitable for those under 18, and people who are not into that sort of thing.  
 
    
 
    
 
   The Marriage Counselor: Cuckolded, Trained, and Humiliated by My Wife and the Big, Black Disciplinarian
 
   Scarlett Wax is back and better than ever in her most extreme cuckold humiliation story yet.  Lucas has a gambling problem and it’s about to cost him his marriage.  Finding that Lucas is unable to control his own behavior, Amelia gives him an ultimatum: leave, or submit to her and the Disciplinarian she has invited to stay with them indefinitely, an intimidating mountain of a man who has made a career out of subduing recalcitrant husbands. What follows is a tale of love, commitment, and the strictest of discipline.  
 
    
 
   The Marriage Counselor is a 6,500-word story that contains graphic depictions of interracial cuckolding, femdom, anal training, queening, spanking, extreme sexual humiliation and much, much more.  It is a masterpiece of heat and humor, but it is only for adults who enjoy this sort of thing.  Read it at your own risk!
 
    
 
    
 
   The Hotwife Discount: I Couldn’t Keep Her Home so I Put Her to Work
 
   Fynn loves his wife Aria for her generous nature, free spirit, and smoldering sexuality; he just wishes that she would spread that sexuality a little less freely and generously with his friends and all around the neighborhood.  But there’s no help for it—she can’t be changed and Fynn has given up on trying to keep her home.  So when a storm damages his house, Fynn sees no reason he shouldn’t capitalize on Aria’s promiscuity and save himself a few bucks in the process.  But is she up to taking four big, strong, hardworking men in one day?  Of course she is.  And Fynn has to struggle with his own sexual jealousy, and arousal, as he watches every moment on the monitor his friend so thoughtfully provided him.  
 
    
 
   The Hotwife Discount is a 6,000 word story containing graphic (and hot hot hot) depictions of sex and some very light sexual humiliation.  It is to be enjoyed by adults who are into that sort of thing only. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Replaced: Cuckolded and Used by My Wife and Her Live-In Stud
 
   Nathan and Emma’s marriage has been on the rocks lately, and after one particularly nasty fight, Nathan takes off to cool down at a hotel for a few days. When he comes home, flowers in hand, he is stunned to find his couch—and his bed—already occupied by the body-building neighbor next door!  Emma and Thad graciously offer Nathan the use of the guest bedroom in the basement, and that is only the beginning of the humiliation Nathan will have to endure as he endeavors to win his way back into his wife’s life, in whatever capacity he can.  
 
    
 
   Replaced is a 6,000 word story containing graphic (and super-hot) depictions of sex (both het and bi), cuckolding, humiliation, and light sexual domination. As such, it is only for adults who are interested in these types of delicacies.  If that is you, Dear Reader, you’ll be hard pressed to find a tastier morsel anywhere. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Package Deal: My Boyfriend and his Big, Black Business Partner
 
   Zoey is a recent high school grad living with her parents and serving time as a waitress while she works her way through the string of small town boys that always seem to be hanging around her.  When local-boy-made-good tech magnate Gavin Finnerty runs an unusual ad in the local paper looking for a wife, Zoey is decidedly unimpressed.  She has no interest in some rich “old man” eight years her senior.  So Zoey is surprised when she receives an invitation to the wunderkind’s compound.  
 
    
 
   She is even more surprised when her interview is not with Gavin, but with a handsome, athletic black man she’s never heard of, and she is instructed to remove her clothing…
 
    
 
   Package Deal is a 9200 word story containing graphic (and super hot) scenes of interracial sex, cuckolding, humiliation, and light femdom—culminating in the hottest wedding night cuckold scene Ms. Wax has written to date.  This is a work of fiction meant to be enjoyed by adults only.  
 
    
 
    
 
   Rustic Discipline: Taming the Billionaire’s Brat
 
   When Holden met Paige, she was a rootless waitress with a lot of bad habits—men being among the worst.  But Holden’s proprietary blend of love, sex, and bare-bottomed ass blisterings soon gave her the strength and discipline to achieve the potential he always saw in her.  
 
    
 
   Years later, Holden’s tycoon business partner drops his only son off at their secluded cabin.  Like Paige, Eliot has a lot of potential, but drugs, hard partying, and the excesses of the super-rich have left him sullen, irresponsible, and nearly dead.  Holden will need all his faculties (and a solid wooden paddle) to turn the billionaire’s brat into a productive citizen.  
 
    
 
   Rustic Discipline is an 8,800 word story with graphic and scalding-hot depictions of spanking, discipline and sex, including a bisexual MMF threesome, and is intended for mature audiences only. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Cuckold Time Machine: Sissified and Pounded by My Wife and Her Boyfriends
 
   Wyatt and Audrey have a good life, good marriage, and good sex.  But Wyatt can’t help wishing she would be a little more adventurous in bed—maybe invite one of her sexy girlfriends over for some kinky fun once in a while.  But Audrey is firm in her commitment to vanilla monogamy. So when Wyatt comes across a mysterious ad promising a ride in a Time Machine, he takes a chance on going back in time and opening a younger version of his wife up to new sexual experiences.  Getting to seduce his 18-year-old future wife all over again is just a nice bonus.  
 
    
 
   But when Wyatt comes “back to the future,” he is utterly unprepared for the present he has created with his newly uninhibited wife, her enormous strap-on, and her two well-built boyfriends.  He has no choice but to buckle up—and bend over—for the ride of his life!
 
    
 
   Cuckold Time Machine is a 6,800 word story containing graphic depictions of sex, humiliation, feminization, and pegging.  As such, it is not for squares or readers under 18.  This is a work of fantasy.  Ms. Wax advises her readers to practice safe sex, and not to get involved in any sexual time paradoxes when avoidable.
 
    
 
    
 
   With His Blessing 2: My Wife’s Black Boyfriend
 
   Josh and Chrissy are a loving young couple with a smoking hot fantasy life—one in which she bangs everything that moves, and then comes back and tells him about her “exploits.” The thought of Chrissy with another man is an incredible turn on, but soon the line between fantasy and reality begins to blur, and Josh is reminded to be careful what he wishes for—he may have been getting it all along!
 
    
 
   With His Blessing 2 is the latest in Scarlett Wax’s blistering new erotic hotwife romance series.  As such, it contains material unsuitable for children under 18 and anyone who doesn’t want to read red-hot depictions of healthy adult sex written in Ms. Wax’s famous and inimitable style.  If you do want to read 6,500 words of delicious, sensual, romantic fantasy, you have certainly come to the right place. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Caught On Tape 2: Humiliated and Cuckolded by Half the Town
 
   With the cost of living rising in a stagnant economy, Dan is more than happy when his wife Lacey picks up a second job as a “model” and the money starts rolling in.  But his attempt to give her a birthday surprise backfires when he stumbles across a police surveillance van parked across from her new place of business. Once inside he is confronted, in the most humiliating way possible, with a live video feed of what his wife has actually been up to.  And it only gets worse (and hotter) from there!
 
    
 
   This 8,300 word story is the second entry in Scarlett Wax’s hot new Caught On Tape series. A side-splitting—and seriously steamy—romp through the seedier underbelly of polite society, it contains very graphic descriptions of sex acts, cuckolding, and sexual humiliation, culminating in a super hot interracial gangbang, and as such is only suitable for adults 18 and over, and definitely not children or adults who aren’t into that sort of thing.  If you are into that sort of thing, though, this is exactly the sort of thing you’ll be into!
 
    
 
    
 
   Cougar Classifieds: Corrupting Kevin
 
   Jill is a successful, sexy, and sexually confident 39-year-old who knows what she wants—college boys—and knows how to get it.  It isn’t long before her newest young housemate, Kevin, discovers that there’s no such thing as free rent and finds himself paying repeatedly, and with interest. 
 
    
 
   But when Jill comes home early one day and finds Kevin with an older man, she has to make a choice: defend her territory, or join forces with a man who reminds her very much of herself. 
 
    
 
   Cougar Classifieds is 7,000 words of pure hotness, including graphic (and extremely hot) depictions of seduction, sex, and a bisexual MMF ménage. If you are under 18, or easily offended by these topics, this story is not for you. Everyone else is going to love it! 
 
    
 
    
 
   Can’t decide which one to read next?  Try her new 5-story bundle, available at one low price…
 
   Hot Wax: Big Bundle #1 (Wicked Wives)
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