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in·cor·ri·gi·ble (adjective): (of a person or their tendencies) not able to be corrected, improved, or reformed. "Savannah is an incorrigible slut."


Prologue

♂ ♀ ♂

EVERYONE said she would never change. But Dan Smith believed in her. He believed she could and would change.

For a time, Dan Smith was right.

But in the end he would turn out to be seriously mistaken in his assessment of her character. Generally speaking, it pays to go against the crowd. But in this case, everyone else would turn out to be correct. Because Savannah Harper, who would eventually become Savannah Smith, was simply incorrigible.

Given enough time, she was bound to regress to the mean. And her mean was some of the most devious and depraved sexual behavior people from her neck of the woods could imagine.

It all started in her sophomore year of college when she was nineteen years old. Savannah was pretty. Classically beautiful in every sense. She grew up in the bible belt, rural Oklahoma.

She was from a wealthy, well-to-do family - well, as wealthy and well-to-do as you could be in those parts - and she was a “good girl.”

Until she wasn’t.

Her father had wanted her to attend a local, religious college that was more in line with their family values, but she didn’t want that.

She wanted something different.

So, she moved to the “big city,” Athens, Georgia, and went to college there. Her family cut her off financially and refused to pay for it.

But Savannah was savvy and resourceful and soon she was finding ways to make ends meet.

At first, it was a simple loan and a job at the campus eatery. That took care of her freshman year.

But she’d always had a wandering eye and she was used to some of the finer things in life. So, she took up camming on the web. Showing her flesh and performing lewd acts on herself for a virtual audience.

Then came stripping. In a real, brick and mortar club. She made good money and was safe. It was a high-end gentleman’s club and she never fell into drugs or prostitution. Nothing like that.

But she did get hooked on one thing: sex. Sex and the undeniable thrill that came with constantly experimenting and pushing the boundaries.

One night, at a fraternity party, she took on the entire starting five of the school’s basketball team. It was salacious enough in and of itself, but Savannah had fucked multiple men at one time before. She’d fucked black men and white men and all kinds of men. This time, she wanted an audience. So, she had sex with all five of them on the main floor of the house while the party raged on around them. She did it to raucous cheers and encouragement from curious onlookers.

Eventually, more guys joined in. And some girls. And eventually, Savannah Smith found herself the focal point of an all-out orgy that she herself had started.

She loved every minute of it. She was a self-professed nymphomaniac and an unapologetic sex addict. She took pride in it.

But needless to say, word got out. News of her exploits traveled far and wide and eventually reached home.

Everyone in her small, Oklahoma town seemed to know every single detail of her sexual history over night.

Savannah didn’t care. But her family did. Especially her father. But he’d already cut her off financially and so there was not much else he could do.

Things cooled down for a time and Savannah finished her studies, graduated, and moved back home.

All was quiet for a few months. Then, without warning Savannah went on a bit of a sexual rampage throughout town and the surrounding area. She seduced every boy from her high school class she could find. She did not discriminate but she had developed a bit of a thing for well-hung, athletic black men and so that portion of the population was well-represented in her escapades.

Again, word got out. Again she did not care.

And then she met Dan Smith.

A handsome, strapping man with a jaw of stone and the shoulders of a Greek god. He was tall, handsome, and kind.

Something happened to Savannah that she did not think was possible. No, it wasn’t love. But it was something like it. She couldn’t put her finger on it, or explain it, but it seemed close enough and so she gave it her best shot.

They started dating. A long courtship ensued. Dan Smith proposed.

Savannah Harper hesitated for a brief moment and then…she said yes.

They were married the following year.

Dan’s best man, Hank, advised him against it from the beginning. Yes, Dan knew of her past. Most, if not all, of the gory details. But he believed in redemption. He believed in forgiveness. He believed people could change.

Hank did not.

“Once a slut, always a slut,” he said to Dan.

And as Dan would find out, he was right.

But still, Dan pressed on and they bought a house together. A house in Florida. Away from the messy history of their hometown and they started fresh.

Dan and Savannah Smith were happily married and everything was surprisingly normal.

For a time.
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I KNEW who my wife was when I married her. I didn’t live under a rock and so I’d heard all the scandalous details of her past. Everyone in our town had and everyone in our town had their own opinion of Savannah. While they varied in degree, none of them could be considered positive. Even in the most charitable light.

But for me? Well, I never really cared. I knew I was supposed to care. I knew I was supposed to be ashamed and embarrassed and want nothing to do with a damaged can like her. But for some reason, I was drawn to her.

There was something about her and her past that drew me in like a magnet. I could never really articulate why. At least not at first.

Then one night, everything changed and it all became clear.

After we’d gotten married, we moved to Florida. There were more than a few reasons, not the least of which was we both had a serious desire to put our hometown and all the demons and ghosts that went along with it firmly in our rearview mirror. The other major reason was the beach and a new job for me.

For the first year, everything was going well. Actually, more than well. It was perfect. We were living in bliss.

Working during the day, hitting the beach at night and on the weekend, church on Sundays.

Savannah and I were really clicking.

We were in a groove.

We were even trying to conceive.

I can’t explain it, but it was like she’d completely shed that past of hers and was now the woman her family (and to a lesser degree our socio-economic circle) always intended her to be.

Her parents even visited us a few times and well, you can imagine their shock when they saw their little girl all grown up. From a slut who didn’t know how to say no to a homemaker and devout member of the local congregation.

It was quite a transformation.

I thought her father might weep for joy the first time they visited and we invited them to come to church with us that Sunday morning.

Yes. It was all going well. Until it wasn’t.

If I had been paying closer attention, perhaps I would have noticed the uneasiness that was bubbling just beneath the surface or the slight-but-growing distance that formed between us, gradually and then suddenly, after our first year-plus in Florida.

I can remember the day clear as crystal.

It was a Friday in November.

A friend of Savannah’s from her college sorority back in Athens, I think her name was Allie, was in town to visit.

I didn’t think much of it at first. Savannah told me she’d be meeting her downtown at a bar for some drinks and to reminisce. I didn’t see the harm in it.

But I guess seeing Allie and talking to her of days past stirred something in Savannah and all at once those ghosts came rushing back and this time, they were here to stay.

Savannah reverted right back to her sinful ways.

And the worst part?

I didn’t do anything to stop it.

In fact, I’m somewhat ashamed to say, I welcomed it.
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SHE CAME HOME that night from the bar in a strange mood. She wasn’t drunk or even a little tipsy, she had to drive after all. But there was a fiendish, nervous energy about her, like she was aching and yearning for something that she couldn’t take for herself. Someone had to give it to her.

Without saying a word, she walked up to me and pulled me close and kissed me hard. It was wet and sloppy and aggressive.

Needless to say, I liked it.

We were married and there was nothing whatsoever wrong with sex, especially since we’d both agreed it was time to start trying to grow our family.

So still at that point, I thought not much of it.

“Let’s go upstairs,” she whispered.

“Ok,” I said. “Let’s”

She took me by the hand and led me upstairs. By that point, I was feeling the blood rush into my manhood and I was nearly at full-mast.

By the time she ripped my shirt off and pushed me down onto the bed, I most certainly was.

I’d never seen this side of her before, but I’m only human. I couldn’t resist her. Didn’t want to.

She pounced on top of me and then began doing such lewd things to my body, kissing my neck, sucking on my nipples, and reaching into my trousers to stroke my member.

Sex for us up to that point had been pretty vanilla. We loved each other tenderly but it was mostly very business-like. Silent, efficient, and usually pretty quick. Always missionary.

This was new. This was different.

But again, I thought not much of it and just rolled with the punches. I figured she’d had a glass or two of wine and was just feeling a little loose.

Nothing wrong with it.

Without taking her dress off, she mounted me and grabbed my hardness firmly in her tiny hand and squeezed.

I let out a soft whimper and she looked down at me and smiled. Had I been thinking straight, I might have been scared. It was a grin that would make the devil himself blush, but I was too hot and bothered to give one god damn about it. It only turned me on more.

“You like that?” she whispered.

“Yes. Yes, I do,” I said, panting and gasping for air.

“How about this?” she said as she pressed my engorged head against her mound and slowly lowered her wet slit down on me until I was all the way inside her. “Do you like this?”

I gulped and gritted my teeth.

“Yes,” I moaned.

Then she seemed to leave the room. Not physically of course, but mentally. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back. She seemed to be searching for something. A memory perhaps? Something she’d buried somewhere long ago but had nonetheless always intended to return to so she could dig it up once more and treasure it.

As I studied her face, she seemed to find it just then, whatever it was she was looking for. And she began to ride me. Eyes still shut tight, hands pressed down firmly into my pectorals. Her knuckles turned a sickly shade of white.

It was slow at first, like she was trying to find her footing or more likely a rhythm of some kind.  But soon she was bucking and writhing her hips ever faster until I could take it no more.

“Oh my,” I grunted, trying my best to hold it all in for as many moments longer as I possibly could. But my resistance was futile to her seductive and silky movements. My orgasm bubbled up and then finally over as I felt myself exploding inside her. Unleashing a torrent of my seed into her womb where I hoped and prayed it would soon take.

As she felt my warmth spreading inside her, she opened her eyes and looked down at me. If there was anything in her cloudy eyes beside disinterest, it was disappointment.

But before I could say one word, she climbed off of me and headed for the bathroom. She shut the door and locked it. After a moment, the shower turned on and she stayed in there for what seemed like hours.

Eventually, I fell asleep waiting for her to emerge.

A couple of weeks later, she got her period.

After that, we started fighting a lot.

Then one night, she ran away.


3

I REMEMBER it was a Wednesday. Savannah hadn’t spoken to me all day. We’d gotten into an argument over something silly the night before. I don’t recall what it was about, only that we made the fatal mistake of going to bed angry. We never made up. I slept on the couch and she upstairs and it was as if the break was finally complete. Though I wouldn’t fully find that out until the early hours of the following morning.

When I got home from work that day, Savannah was in the kitchen. It was nearly six o’clock and time for dinner. I had hoped that perhaps, things would be better when I got home. That perhaps she would soften a little and we would be able to reconcile over a nice home-cooked meal and hit restart.

Except she wasn’t in the kitchen cooking. She was in there waiting. Waiting for me. Arms folded. Lips pursed.

I almost dropped my bag in surprise when I rounded the corner. I was staring at a completely different woman, one who hardly even resembled the wife I knew and loved.

She looked like the Savannah I envisioned in my head when, in my weaker moments, I allowed my mind to wander into that dark place and imagine some of the things she did before we met. Lately, I had been allowing myself to go there quite often and I was ashamed at how long I enjoyed staying in that dark place. I was ashamed at how it made me want to touch myself over and over again.

She had lots of makeup on. She wore a tight, body-hugging black dress that barely covered her crotch and large high-heels. These were things that I was not even aware she owned. But clearly, she had stashed them away somewhere, not unlike that memory in her brain, with every intention of someday brushing them off and putting them to good use.

“Savannah?” I asked. It was all I could think to say.

She didn’t respond. She only stood up and walked over to me. Then past me and towards the front door.

“Where are you going?” I called after her.

She stopped with her hand on the door knob and looked back over her shoulder at me. That same wicked smile from several weeks ago spread across her lips and this time I wasn’t distracted enough to ignore it.

It struck fear deep into my heart. But also…something else.

An excitement and tingling in my loins.

“Out,” she said, opening the door and turning away from me. “Don’t wait up.”

Then she was out the door and gone, closing it behind her without a care in the world.

What did she mean? Out?

Out where?

I think deep down a part of me knew where but I couldn’t allow myself to believe it. I convinced myself that her friend must be back in town and she was just going out to blow off some steam.

She would be back in a few hours and all would be right with the world.

Maybe she would even come back all hot and bothered once more and we could enjoy each other’s bodies as we had that night and maybe, just maybe, I could try once more to plant my seed inside her and hope it would take.

She was fertile after all.

I poured myself a scotch and turned on the basketball game and tried to put it out of my mind.

. . .

IT WAS LATE when I awoke with a start, almost ten o’clock. I’d dozed off during the second half of the game, half a glass of scotch still in front of me on the coffee table. I wasn’t a big drinker.

I checked my phone to see if I had any messages from Savannah. I figured she might be heading home soon if not already on her way.

But when I unlocked my phone, my heart sank a little. No notifications. No new messages. No missed calls. Nothing at all from Savannah.

I picked up the scotch and downed the last of it in two big gulps. I felt its burning warmth slide down my throat, lighting a fire in my belly. But it was only a temporary reprieve from the pit that was growing inside my stomach.

Something was off. Something wasn’t right.

I flipped around and caught some sports highlights and the local eleven o’clock news. Before I knew it, it was past midnight and I was struggling to keep it together. I didn’t want to be overbearing, but now I was truly worried.

Where the hell was she and why hadn’t she called?

I picked up my phone and called her number. Three rings. Silence. Then, voicemail.

I tried again a few minutes later. This time, one and a half rings. She’d ignored the call. I was sure of it.

What the heck?

I was furious, worried, and a little sick. But what could I do? It was all out of my hands. So, I poured myself another tall glass of scotch and tried to distract myself with mindless television.

Eventually, around two in the morning, I finished the scotch and fell sound asleep for about an hour.

At around three, I heard a car engine approaching. It idled at the curb. I heard a car door slam shut followed by laughter.

I jumped out of my seat and rushed to the window. With my thumb and index finger, I pried two blinds apart and peaked through the crack. There was a black SUV in the driveway, a large black man was driving it. Another black man sat in the passenger seat.

And there was Savannah, pulling her dress down as she sauntered down the driveway towards our front door. She was walking barefoot, her heels dangling from the fingers of her right hand. Her hair was a mess but in a sexy way, in a way that, like everything else about her body language, said: I’ve just been fucked and it was so, so good.

She had a look on her face, one of pure satisfaction. I knew right then and there what was going on, but I still couldn’t let my mind go there. Reality was far more intense than fantasy and I was having trouble keeping hold of the reins as my emotions swirled inside me.

As she approached the front door she seemed to feel me staring as she looked right at the window and through the crack in the blinds and into my very soul.

Or perhaps I was only imagining that. But that devilish grin spread across her lips and that pit in my stomach seemed to grow ten sizes.

I let go of the blinds as I heard her key in the door. I turned and faced the foyer as the door swung open and then shut behind her.

It was dark in the hallway but I could see her smeared mascara and lipstick plainly and all at once I felt my body surge with the strangest feeling I’d ever felt.

My cock was hard as stone and I stood there dumbly as she turned and looked at me. She didn’t seem surprised in the least to see me standing there.

“Hey,” she said without a trace of emotion.

“Where have you been?” I asked, hoping against hope she wouldn’t come any closer lest she get a good look at the raging boner in my pants. How would I explain that?

“Out,” she said with a sly grin.

“Who were those two guys who dropped you off?”

It was now her sly grin that seemed to grow ten sizes.

“Just some guys I met at the club,” she said.

“The club? Who did you go there with?”

“No one,” she said.

She said it as if it was the most obvious answer in the world.

“So, you just…”

“Yes,” she said.

“Did you?”

She bit her bottom lip.

“Yes,” she whispered. But it was more of a hiss, like steam releasing from some pressurized valve, her relief and satisfaction were palpable.

“Yes, what?” I said.

She paused for a moment. I stood there with my pulse thrumming in my ears. My face felt hot and flush with both anger and lust. I clenched my fists and tried to control my breathing.

Finally, she broke the silence.

“I let them fuck me,” she said.

I thought my cock was going to explode in my pants. I opened my mouth to speak but no words came.

She took a step toward me and there was nowhere to hide. Nor did I want to.

I wasn’t sure what was happening, but it was all out in the open now - or soon would be.
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SAVANNAH WAS standing right next to me. I could smell liquor on her breath. Or was that me? My head was spinning. I didn’t even recall her walking over to me. It was like I blacked out for those few seconds and now…there she was.

“You did what?” I asked finally after several moments of shocked silence.

“You heard me,” she said, staring right into my eyes.

“How could you?” I said, doing my best to be mad. But it was difficult.

She shrugged.

“It was easy really,” she whispered. “A few weeks ago I realized this life just isn’t for me. I thought I could do it. I really did. I just need it. I need more and I need it all the fucking time. And I’m sorry if this hurts you but…”

She stopped, cutting her empty words and half-hearted apology short and looked down and there it was. Busted.

I had nowhere to hide it. My raging boner was practically poking her in the tummy.

Savannah gasped and reached out to touch it. I recoiled away just before her fingers could grasp it.

“But it looks like it’s doing something else to you,” she said, giggling and raising an eyebrow.

I backed a few paces away but Savannah only followed me and closed the gap until my backside was pressed up against the arm of the couch.

“Who were they?” I asked again.

“Just some guys I thought were hot.”

“That’s all?”

“Well, that and I thought they could give me what I needed…what you can’t.”

“And what’s that?”

She raised her eyebrows at me and paused before delivering the blow.

“Big. Black. Cock.”

My dick lurched in my pants and she saw it. I swallowed hard.

Nowhere to run. Nowhere to hide.

That phrase was suddenly playing on a loop inside my mangled mind.

She arched her eyebrows higher and studied me.

“Does that…does that turn you on?” she asked in a disbelieving tone.

I didn’t respond.

“Does it? Does it make you hard knowing that I’m such a fucking whore?”

I stayed absolutely still, refusing to answer.

“It does, doesn’t it? You like it, huh? Choir boy Dan Smith likes knowing he married the town slut. That’s it, isn’t it?” she looked down at my cock and reached out for it. This time, I did not move. But still, I did not speak.

I felt her tiny hand grasp it from outside my pants, pulling the fabric tightly around the shaft.

“Look at me, Dan,” she said, beginning to tug on my cock.

I met her gaze and studied her mascara-smeared face. She was getting off on this. Her eyes were alive with a devious energy I’d never seen before.

The problem was, I was certain mine looked exactly the same.

“Why are you so hard?” she asked, searching my eyes for the answer. “Do you like thinking about me cheating on you?”

I gritted my teeth and remained silent. It was taking all the energy I had not to scream at the top of my lungs YES! YES! FUCKINGYES!

But I didn’t need to answer her. She knew. It was written all over me.

“Good,” she whispered, “because you did marry a slut Dan. I can’t help it. And this?”

She looked down at me cock and gave it a squeeze.

“This tiny, little thing? Well, it’s never going to be enough for me.”

Her words hurt. A lot. But they hurt so damn good. Hearing her confirm my worst and darkest suspicions, ones I’d harbored in the back of my mind unspoken and unacknowledged, was for some reason a delicious turn on.

Then she made me an offer I simply could not refuse.

“Do you wanna hear what they did to me? Do you want to hear what I let them do to me with their big, black cocks?” she whispered.

I gulped and nodded.

“Yes,” I said softly through my still gritted teeth. “Fucking yes.”

She smiled.

“Mmm,” she said. “Thought so.”
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SHE LAID ME DOWN on the couch and got between my legs. I was so dizzy with excitement I feared I might faint. She began slowly stroking my cock while she regaled me with the vivid, lewd, and deviant details of the night she’d just had.

“You know,” she whispered, “I never even got their names.”

Gulp. What?

“You didn’t?”

She shook her head no and smiled, blowing on my cock with her mouth and teasing me with her tongue.

“After you weren’t able to satisfy me or get me pregnant a few weeks ago…I don’t know, it stirred something inside me, you know? Something I just couldn’t ignore and I had to get the hell away from this place.”

She said it while looking around our house. It stung like hell but I was too turned on to care. I just wanted to hear more. I wanted to hear every goddamn thing about what she’d just done. No matter how much it hurt or changed my perception of her or us or what the future might hold.

Savannah looked back at me and smiled. She began stroking my cock faster, looking down on it with pity.

I thought about how it must look, how it must pale in comparison to all the cocks she’d fucked and sucked in her life. I thought especially of how wimpy and pathetic it must have looked compared to the two big, fat cocks she’d just had mere hours ago.

All of these thoughts, though hurtful and emasculating, only served to turn me on more. Sure, it must say something about my own psychology and self-esteem, but such deep thoughts and explorations are best saved for other times. That moment with her on the couch between my legs, Savannah with the smell of two other men on her breath, that was not the time for such reflection.

“Tell me about the club,” I whispered.

“Allie told me about it,” she said with a grin.

I knew it.

“When we met for drinks, we were swapping college stories, mostly sexual conquests…her and I had threesome once with…oh never mind. I’ll tell you about that another time. Where was I? Oh yes, she mentioned she’d picked up a hot guy there the other night and I guess I kept it in the back of my brain.”

“Is that why you were so…worked up when you got home that night?”

She nodded.

“I thought maybe I could bring something out of you, make you more…I don’t know, alpha? More dominant and masculine but you just couldn’t rise to the occasion like I needed you to and I knew after that you never would.”

More hurt. More bruised ego.

And it only got me harder and harder.

“So…that’s why.”

“That’s why.”

“And what happened once you got there?” I asked, ignoring the pain and focusing in on the intense pleasure her act of betrayal was bringing me.

“I sat down at the bar and ordered a drink. Then I saw them.”

“The two guys?”

She nodded and leaned closer to lick and tease my cock with her hot tongue. She took me into her mouth for a brief moment, moaned like a whore, then spit me back out and continued her tale.

“They were so hot, I just had to – I went out on the dance floor and flirted with them a little bit. Well, basically I just started dancing with them. Both of them. It was so hot and raw and I just wanted to let go…of everything that was holding me back.”

She spat on my cock and got it wetter as she stroked it.

“I was grinding up on them and I could feel their big, hard cocks everytime my ass pressed up against them. Then one of them slipped a hand up my skirt and started fingering me while I twerked my ass into the other guy. After five minutes I was so wet and turned on I couldn’t take it.”

“So what did you do?” I asked eagerly.

“I whispered to them, ‘Let’s fuck somewhere.’ And they both agreed. They lived nearby and were all too happy to take me back to their place and use me like a little whore. Which is exactly what I wanted.”

Gulp. It was getting difficult not to cum at this point. My cock was harder than I’d ever felt it and seemed like it could explode at any second.

“What happened next?”

“Well,” she said with a wicked smile. She flicked her tongue out once more and licked at my shaft. “We got back to their place and I was basically naked before the door even closed behind us. We didn’t even make it to a bedroom. We just started going at it right there in the living room. The first guy ripped my dress up over my head and started gripping up my tits while his friend went and turned on some music. When he came back, he was naked, gripping his cock in his hand and stroking it as he walked towards me. It was so fucking big, I started drooling.”

“Then I got down on my knees between them and sucked them off, going back and forth between them and pleasing their big, beautiful black cocks like a good little slut.”

“Fuck baby,” I whispered. She bit her lip and smiled.

“They took turns face fucking me for a while, making me take them all the way down my throat until I was gagging ang gasping for air. Then they stood me up and basically threw me down on the couch so they could fuck my brains right out of my body.”

“Slow down, slow down,” I whispered. But she would not relent. She only stroked harder and faster. I imagined her milky white body laying on a couch, her arms over her head as she spread her legs for two big, black cocks as they advanced towards her, ready to ravish and defile her body.

“I took the first cock slowly. It’d been so long since I had a big dick like that…my tiny little pussy wasn’t ready…at first. But then it opened up. Slowly but surely he stretched me out and then it was like old times. That feeling of being so full of dick, of being used like a slut for some random guys to just fuck the shit our of my pussy and use it for a place to cum…mmmmm,” she moaned. She was fingering herself now and I could hear her wetness as she sloshed around inside herself.

“I came within a few minutes and then they switched. Back and forth they went, pounding away at my pink pussy…” she stopped, biting her bottom lip.

“Then, I took both of them inside me.”

I shook my head, not quite understanding.

“You mean…like one in your pussy and one in your –”

She shook her head no.

“No. Both in my pussy. Both big, black cocks in my pussy at the same time.”

Holy shit.

“Baby, it felt so…incredible. Something I’d never done before. I was so fucking full. It was so raw and sexy and dirty…”

Her body began to tense and shake and I could tell she was close to bringing herself to orgasm.

“Oh my god,” was all I could muster. I was close to an orgasm as well and could barely see straight.

“And then…” she began, “and then we all came at the same time. First they began to bust inside me and as I felt their warm seed spilling into my belly, I erupted in the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had.”

She stopped stroking and looked up at me, smiling. Then she began stroking me harder and faster than ever before.

I couldn’t believe my ears. Not only had she fucked them raw, with no condoms, but she’d let both of them cum inside her simultaneously. And she was fertile. She was fertile.

“But you're fertile,” I said with dawning horror. She only bit her bottom lip and stared at me as my orgasm began to rise up my shaft and towards the tip. Eruption was mere seconds away.

“I can still feel their cum inside me,” she said with a wink.

And that was that. I let out a loud, guttural scream and unleashed a torrent of semen up into the air and all over her hand as it jerked and milked every last drop I had out of my balls.

Savannah squealed with delight and licked up what she could like a greedy slut.

“Fuck baby, that was so hot. I think I’m going to like this new arrangement. I think we both are.”

“New arrangement?”

She looked at me like I was the dumbest man on the planet.

“Yeah. This wasn’t a one time thing.”

“It wasn’t?”

“No. I’m going to keep fucking whoever I want and you’re going to get to hear all about it.”

I swallowed hard.

“What about,” I looked down between her legs. “Do you think it’s going to take?”

She put a hand on her belly and looked up at me.

I knew what she was going to say before she even opened her mouth.

But before I had time to be worried or ashamed or enraged, my cock was hard all over again.

I guess she was right. I was going to like this new arrangement.

THE END


Additional Works by F. Rey Noel

Complete Works Here

	The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books): 


These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

	Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3): 


Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

	Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story: 


Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

	A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story: 


Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

	Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance: 


It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?


About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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