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Chapter One

It was the annual company outing to Jamaica. There were things Rebecca loved about working at a young startup company for too little pay and there were things she hated about it. But the annual company trip was something she definitely loved.

Each year since she’d started three years ago, the company had booked an all expenses paid, week long trip to a tropical all-inclusive destination for all of their employees, all twenty of them.

And, as if that weren’t enough, spouses were welcome to tag along as well and the company was willing to foot the bill.

That meant Rebecca’s husband, Tim was able to come with her...in theory. Tim was always busy with work and had thus far been unable to make his schedule work with her company outing. This year, it appeared, would not be any different. Tim had a conference in Austin that overlapped perfectly with her trip to Jamaica.

And so she found herself packing for just herself for the third consecutive year.

As she packed, her mind wandered off in this direction and in that one, playing future simulations of how the trip might go and combing back through the seabed of memory to replay highlights from the previous one.

Suddenly she felt a tingle go through her body as she remembered something that happened last year.

It was the second night there and the team had been hitting it pretty hard at the bar after spending all day on the beach together.

Her co-worker, Jackson, was feeding her shots. To be fair, he was feeding everyone shots, but he seemed particularly keen on getting her drunk that night.

She’d always kind of had a thing for Jackson. Nothing major. Just a work crush, harmless flirtation kind of thing. Nothing she would ever act on.

Or, so she thought.

Jackson was ruggedly handsome. Stereotypically so. His torso was the perfect V-shape, carved from a slab of granite. His jawline chiseled and etched in stone. His bright blue eyes could appear icy and inviting at the exact same time and his long, dirty blonde hair was always in a sexy little man-bun that Rebecca found both adorable and a bit of a turn on.

As she was staring at him that night, she realized he was the perfect summer hookup, the guy you’d hope to snag when you went away to the beach for a week or a month or the whole summer. The surfer guy you’d fall in love with, hard and fast, and then when the season was over you’d simply go your separate ways.

Well, that night, Jackson walked her back to her room. She was drunk, but not drunk drunk. She had her wits about her. She knew what was going on. But her inhibitions must have been lowered just the right amount because she’d done something she never thought, not in a million years, she’d be capable of.

She invited Jackson into her room for a nightcap. Just Jackson. No one else. Her best work friend Katie and her second best work friend Dawn were not in there waiting to keep the party going.

No, the room was empty and she’d said those words, out loud and ran her finger down his chest, tracing a perfect line between his rock hard pecs. She felt his rippled muscles through his tight shirt and she remembered getting wet as hell.

“I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” Jackson had said.

“What?” she asked. Genuinely shocked. She was inhabiting two different headspaces at once. A delicate act. “Just a harmless drink, Jackson.”

But that wasn’t what it was and she knew it.

“Maybe next time,” Jackson said, opening her door and helping her inside.

She remembered the door clicking shut behind her as all the adrenaline faded from her body. She crashed on the bed and sobbed herself to sleep that night. She’d wanted him to come in and have a drink. She wanted him all alone in her room. And she was afraid and ashamed of what that meant.

And suppose he’d said yes. What then?

It was a thought she didn’t often contemplate but it cropped up every now and then and it made her feel extremely guilty...but also, something else. Something like perhaps maybe it would happen again and maybe even hoped it happened again, just to find out. Just to see what would happen...

“All set?”

The question startled her. Tim was standing in the doorway. He pressed his arms onto the door frame and leaned forward. She loved it when he did that. He’d just finished his morning workout and had a nice pump in his already large and toned muscles.

She felt a pang of guilt and then longing. She wished like hell Tim could join her.

Liar.

It was a small whisper but it came from somewhere deep down inside her and echoed in her head.

She cleared her throat.

“Yep, I think so. Are you sure you don’t mind driving me to the airport? I can just call a cab.”

“Nonsense, of course I don’t mind. And do you think I’m gonna miss the airport goodbye with my lovely wife? Not a chance,” Tim said and he flashed his brilliant, million dollar smile.

Her heart melted. She loved him. She would never do anything to jeopardize that. Last time was a fluke...a mistake...an empty gesture. She didn’t mean it and even if Jackson had come in, it would have just been for a drink, nothing more.

Liar.


Chapter Two

It was a long flight. Two layovers plus a screaming baby on each and every leg of the journey. But she’d made it in one piece and for that, she was grateful.

And thirsty.

Thankfully Katie and Dawn had flown in the day before and already had the lay of the land. They practically greeted her in the lobby with a drink before she even had time to approach the concierge and check in.

After she checked in and sipped a frozen tropical drink in the lobby with her gal pals, she quickly went upstairs, unpacked her things, and texted Tim to let him know she’d made it safely and was able to check in with no issues.

Then she slipped into her bikini and pulled on a cover up over top. Hair in a messy bun, sunglasses perched on her nose and a beer in hand, she went down to meet back up with Katie and Dawn.

When she arrived in the lobby, her stomach dropped.

There he was.

Jackson.

Yes, yes. Fine. She saw him every single day at work and no, things hadn’t been weird since that one fateful night last year.

He’d been a perfect gentleman about it and never said a word, but now there he was, decidedly not in work clothes. In fact he was shirtless, tan, and even more jacked than she’d remembered.

And now here they were, back in paradise. Back where it all went down. Soon the drinks would be flowing and Rebecca would still be alone and probably horny and...

She scolded herself for momentarily allowing her mind to wander and explore the dirty, dirty thoughts that lived in the deep recesses of her brain.

Her married brain, she reminded herself.

“Rebecca!” Dawn called out from across the lobby. “Just in time for shots girl!”

Katie gave a whoop and Jackson just smiled and shrugged his shoulders.

Rebecca vowed not to make things weird and just bury her emotions.

They would have some good clean fun. They would drink and laugh and hang out as friends and coworkers and nothing more.

She was a good girl who loved her husband and would never give in to impure thoughts that would cause her to stray from the monogamous path upon which she had vowed to walk until death do us part.

Nothing untoward would happen. She simply wouldn’t allow herself to go there.  

Liar.


Chapter Three

Tim could hardly believe it.

The conference had been cancelled. He didn’t know why and he didn’t care, the only thing he knew was that he was dying to get to the beach and to see his wife.

He couldn’t put his finger on it, but she’d been distant recently. She felt far away, like they were drifting apart.

After he got off the phone with his boss and requested the rest of the week off, he fired up his laptop and looked to find a last minute deal on airfare.

Destination: Jamaica.

A romantic surprise like this could be just what they needed. And in a tropical paradise no less.

Tim’s mind began to wonder to that time in Cabo when Rebecca had done that thing with her tongue.

An excited chill went down his spine. There was nothing like vacation sex. And now, he was well on his way to getting some.

In just a few short hours after he booked his flight, he was high in the air. Cruising at over thirty-thousand feet, well on his way to Jamaica.

In a few more hours after that, his plane would be touching down and he would be a mere thirty minute ride away from the resort at which his unsuspecting wife was staying.

Rebecca would be so surprised and most importantly happy to see him that it might just be the greatest surprise in the history of surprises.

Or so he imagined.


Chapter Four

Rebecca was experiencing a strange sense of deja vu. She was in the same place, with the same people, drinking the same drinks, and feeling a little tipsy.

And she was beginning to experience the same urges whenever she locked eyes with Jackson at the bar.

They’d been drinking since noon at this point and while she’d been pacing herself quite well, her inhibitions were lowering by the minute and she was yearning for some kind of physical contact.

It had been several months since she and Tim had done the deed and while she didn’t hold it against him - it was her fault as much as it was his - she had needs. And there was Jackson, someone she was sure would be able to fill those needs.

He could fill them in a big way she imagined.

“I’m going to go freshen up and take a shower,” Katie said abruptly, breaking Rebecca from her daydream and yanking her mind back into the present moment.

“Yeah, me too,” said Dawn.

The two of them gathered their belongings and made for the elevator on the other side of the lobby.

Then, it was just Rebecca and Jackson.

She hadn’t noticed, but suddenly it was apparent that the only reason it hadn’t been awkward between them was because Katie and Dawn were there to take the pressure off. Now that it was just the two of them, well...awkward didn’t seem like a strong enough word.

“So, one more round?” Jackson asked, breaking the silence.

Rebecca fumbled with her phone and wouldn’t allow herself to meet Jackson’s eyes.

“Umm, you know what? I think I need some fresh air actually,” she said, turning around to look out the lobby towards the beach and ocean beyond.

The sun was beginning to set and it looked like heaven.

“I’m up for a walk,” Jackson said, leaving a tip on the bar. “We can watch the sunset.”

“Oh, umm, ok yeah. Sure. Walk sounds good,” Rebecca said.

. . .

They walked for several minutes in a heavy silence. Nothing but the sound of the wind and the waves crashing on the shore.

Rebecca was trying to keep her cool but inside, her stomach was doing somersaults.

“Little weird being back here, isn’t it?” Jackson finally said.

Rebecca let out a nervous chuckle.

“Why do you say that?”

Jackson shrugged and raised his eyebrows.

“You don’t remember?”

While she was embarrassed, she also felt relieved. This was it. They could finally clear the air and move on.

“You mean when I invited you into my room for a drink...and nothing more.”

Liar.

Ouch. Why did she have to hedge with that last part. She could see how it landed.

But she could also tell that Jackson wasn’t buying it. Why would he? He could see right through the lie because he was there when it happened. Who was she trying to kid?

“Right, just one drink. Whatever you want to call it. Do you remember what I said?”

Boy, did she ever. Maybe next time. She’d thought about those words every day for the last year and what would have happened if he said something different.

“Maybe next time,” Jackson said, answering his own question. “You know, I’ve thought about those words every day since? Thought about you know, what would have happened if…”

His voice trailed off.

“If what?” Rebecca asked, prompting him to finish. Her heart was in her throat. Chest thumping. Butterflies fluttering in her stomach.

“If I’d said something different…or nothing at all.”

“Nothing at all?”

“What if I’d just done this,” Jackson stopped, grabbed her shoulders and pressed his body firmly against hers and she was putty in his hands.

It was happening. She was kissing him, an electric tingle went down her spine and settled between her legs.

She didn’t want it to be happening but it felt so good. She was kissing another man who wasn’t her husband and she wished it wasn’t true. But there she was.

Liar.


Chapter Five

Tim had arrived right about the time Katie and Dawn had broken off to go freshen up and right before his wife and her work crush, Jackson had decided to go for a little stroll on the beach.

He’d asked the front desk person for the room his wife was staying in and despite what he was expecting it was rather easy information to get.

When he was on the fifth floor, just outside the door to his wife’s suite, he bumped into Katie and Dawn. They informed him Rebecca was downstairs at the bar with a man named Jackson.

Tim thought nothing much of it and returned down to the lobby to find and surprise his wife.

Only, much to his dismay, Tim was the one who found himself surprised when he exited the elevator just in time to see his wife walking out of the lobby and towards the beach with this Jackson character who Tim had to admit, was a very handsome, well-built gentleman.

They weren’t holding hands or anything, but they were a little close. Something about the way they were walking together told Tim he should be suspicious. Mad, jealous even.

But the odd thing was, Tim wasn’t either of those things.

He was curious.

And above all, he was surprised to find, he was more than a little turned on by the whole thing.

He was sure that Rebecca hadn’t spotted him coming or going from the lobby otherwise she would have said something, right?

So, unsure of why or what he hoped to learn or see, Tim decided to follow his wife and this strange man at a safe distance as they walked along the beach simply to...well, see where it led him.

Tim crept out the lobby and onto the beach and before he knew it, he was following his wife and another man as they took a romantic walk on the beach at sunset in a tropical paradise.

There goes my surprise, Tim thought to himself.

But then a smile came to his lips and he thought that perhaps, just maybe, a different kind of surprise could be had.

He just hoped the hunch he had was right and that when the time came, he would actually be able to pull the trigger.

. . .

They’d been walking for a good while and it was now twilight. He could tell Rebecca and Jackson were talking but he could not, of course, hear what they were saying at such a distance and with the noises of the sea bombarding his ears.

Then his stomach dropped as the two of them stopped walking and Jackson turned to face his wife.

Soon, they were kissing and the moment Tim had anticipated was occurring right before his eyes and to his dismay he felt like he was going to be sick.

He went blind with jealousy and a tinge of rage at the sight of another man grabbing his wife and kissing her. Or, had she kissed him? Jackson had certainly done the grabbing, but it was Rebecca who went in for the kill, wasn’t it?

She wanted him.

Suddenly Tim’s jealousy and rage gave way to desire and lust.

His dick was hard and he found himself almost cheering his wife on as her hand crept down this other man’s chest and into his swim trunks as she grabbed a handful of his cock and began to tug.


Chapter Six

“Rebecca!”

The words echoed in her head. It was her husband’s voice. Tim. The man she loved. The man she shared a bed with, had children with. The man she’d pledged to be faithful to and to spend the rest of her life with.

How could she do this to him?

Incredible guilt washed over her. But it didn’t seem to be strong enough to break the lip lock and tongue lashing she was engaged in with Jackson.

It was like she could not override her own instincts, no matter how sound her rationale or logic was.

Her mind could not break the spell under which her body and loins had fallen.

If Tim could see her now, what would he say? What would he think? He’d be heartbroken. And rightly so.

“Rebecca! What are you doing?!”

He sounded so far away and yet so close. Like he was standing right next to her.

It was then that Jackson broke off the kiss as abruptly as he’d started it - or did she start it, she couldn’t recall - and then she finally opened her eyes that had been shut tight during the entirety of the embrace.

Her stomach dropped to her knees and she thought she might be sick.

It was nearly dark now as the sun had dropped below the horizon but she could see him clear as daybreak.

Tim.

Her husband.

He was there.

Standing right next to them.

Mouth agape.

Eyes darting this way and that.

Back and forth between her and Jackson.

For a moment she worried he might cock back his fist and hit Jackson square on his chiseled jaw of stone and she pitied what that would do to Tim’s fragile hand.

But then the anger from Tim’s face vanished, a blank look was in his eyes.

“Rebecca...what are you doing?”

“Nothing, it was nothing...I just…”
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“Listen, it was my fault man. If you want to blame anyone, blame me. She didn’t -” Jackson was trying to defend Rebecca and fall on the sword.

“Save it,” Tim said, holding up a hand. “I saw everything.”

“What are you doing here?” Rebecca asked at last, the shock finally wearing off. But her tone was cold and accusatory. As if it was Tim who was in the wrong. She felt awful about how it sounded.

“Funny, I’m asking myself the same thing right about now. Conference was cancelled, last minute. Mark called and told me right about after you landed….figured I’d surprise you.”

An awkward pause hung in the ocean air.

“Surprise,” Tim said in a low and sarcastic tone.

Rebecca shook her head. What a sweet, sweet man. And here she was, cheating on him with her buff, dreamy, physically perfect coworker.

“Look, I’m sorry. Can we just go back to the room? We can talk about this and…”

“Go back to the room?” Tim asked incredulously. “Oh no, I wouldn’t want to interrupt. You guys were just getting started. Keep going. Don’t stop on my count.”

Rebecca noticed a sudden darkness flicker in Tim’s eyes.

“Tim,” she began to protest.

“Hey man, listen I just...I’ll go and leave you guys here to talk it out.”

Tim grabbed Jackson by the arm and stopped him from leaving. It was a firm grip but nothing violent. Not yet at least.

“No please. Stay. I insist.”

“Tim,” Rebecca pleaded again. His eyes darted towards her.

She couldn’t quite figure out what it was but she found his sudden change in demeanor both terrifying and strangely erotic.

Rebecca could feel herself getting wet again and while her mind hadn’t quite caught up to what was about to happen, it seemed her body had. It was like a subconscious energy field had been picked up and gone to work on her insides.

“You want to be a slut behind my back? Fine. But you better be ready to be a slut right the fuck in front of me too then.”

Tim was nearly growling. She could see in his pants he was getting hard.

“What are you saying?” she asked. “You...want me to do this?”

“That’s right,” Tim said, taking a step closer. “I want to see you get down on your knees, like the filthy girl that you are, and suck his cock right in front of me.”

“Tim?”

Jackson wasn’t sure what to do, but he was frozen in place and his cock was still rock hard.

“Look at him, he’s ready to go. Do it!”

Rebecca gave in to the darkness and erotic vibrations that were suddenly so thick in the air you could slice them with a knife.

She dropped to her knees in the sand and pulled out Jackson’s big, meaty cock and took it in her hand. She looked over at her husband who was watching her with an intensity she’d never seen before and she loved how it made her feel.

“Is this what you want to see?” she asked.

Tim nodded once and placed his hand on his cock.

Rebecca opened her mouth and began to suck.


Chapter Seven

Rebecca loved feeling Jackson’s pole growing in her mouth, ever more blood rushing into to fill the shaft.

But what she loved more than anything was her husband staring at her. The feel of his eyes raking over her body. The encouragement he gave her. Commanding her to do this filthy, lewd act right in front of him, on a public beach, just after sunset...with another man.

“You like sucking on his cock, baby?”

“Mmmhmm,” Rebecca managed to get out with her mouth full of dick. She seemed to be losing herself in the moment. Her apprehension was gone and her body language indicated she was incredibly turned on and even thrilled by the whole thing.

Jackson, on the other hand, looked incredibly confused throughout the beginnings of this ordeal. He looked uncomfortable and like he might tuck tail and run at any moment but also like he was getting the best blow job of his life and so why look a gift horse in the mouth.

Tim almost felt sorry for him.

Almost.

But Tim had no intention of showing sympathy for the man who was about to bed his wife. No, Jackson was now a sex object to be shared between he and Rebecca for their own purposes.

He was going to enjoy this. And he would make sure Rebecca did too.

“You want another cock to suck, honey?”

“Mmmhmm,” Rebecca said, still sucking on Jackson with great enthusiasm.

Tim dropped his trunks and stepped up to the other side of his wife and offered his penis to her.

She took her mouth off Jackson’s dick and replaced it with her hand while she transferred her wet, greddy lips to her husband’s cock, which while a decent bit smaller than Jackson’s was a little girthier.

Rebecca began to suck Tim’s cock while jerking off Jackson and then things really began heating up.

She’d never been with two men before but it had always been a fantasy of hers. That it was at her husband’s insistence had added a whole new level of spiciness to the recipe that Rebecca simply found irresistible. She finally let go and gave into the moment.

Who knew what would happen after? Would they fight? Get divorced? She didn’t care.

If she was going out, she was going out guns blazing and getting the best sexual experience of her life would be one hell of a way to end a marriage.

At least she’d get something for her troubles.

So she went to work like a good slut servicing the two rock hard poles that stood on either side of her in the sand on a deserted beach in Jamaica. The people she worked with everyday just a mile or so away, one of them, mere inches from her face.

She took a break from sucking and began jerking both cocks at the same time.

Then she looked up.

“Which one of you boys wants to fuck me first?”


Chapter Eight

Tim locked eyes with Jackson and gave him a slight nod to indicate that it would be Jackson who would take the first turn on his wife.

“You want to watch him fuck me?” Rebecca said as she dropped from her knees down to all fours in the sand.

Tim grunted in agreement as Jackson knelt down behind Rebecca and prepared to insert himself into her wet, dripping slit.

“Are you sure about this?” Rebecca looked up in a moment of weakness and hesitation. But before Tim could answer Jackson thrust himself inside her and she was lost.

“Oh fuck,” she said, clawing her fingers into the damp ground, clutching fistfuls of white sand between her knuckles.

“Suck,” Tim said, getting down on the ground in front of her head and shoving his cock towards her face.

They were spit roasting her now, like a proper slut, Tim thought.

He looked down and marveled at his wife’s pretty face and jawline, he caught a glimpse of her spit glistening on his shaft as he began to fuck her face, slowly and deeply in rhythm with Jackson’s thrusts from the other end.

Soon, Rebecca was cumming hard and moaning loudly with Tim’s cock firmly down her throat.

“That’s it, fuck her good. She deserves it. She’s a good little slut. Isn’t that right, baby?”

“Mmmhmm,” Rebecca moaned as her body quaked from the intensity of the pleasure Jackson was delivering to her.

“You like having his dick inside you?” Tim asked, grabbing a fistful of hair and gently pulling her head up to him so that she was looking right into his eyes.

“Mmmhmm,” she said again.

“No, no. I want to hear you say it. Say I love having his cock inside me.”

“I love having his cock inside me...it’s so fucking big.”

Tim couldn’t take it any longer. He was so worked up and turned on that he had to have a turn.

He wanted to feel his wife’s stretched out and used pussy. Defiled by another man right in front of him. At his insistence, yes, but defiled nonetheless. And he loved how that made him feel.

Tim and Jackson switched places and Rebecca began to suck on Jackson once again as Tim slid in to fill the space he’d left behind.

And it was quite a large space.

Rebecca was usually pretty tight around his thick cock but Jackson had gone farther and deeper than he could ever dream of and Tim noticed a difference in the feel of his wife’s pussy and he loved it.

“Oh yeah, fuck me baby. Fuck me!” Rebecca said, turning around to offer Tim encouragement.

“Keep sucking his dick,” Tim spat back.

And Rebecca obeyed.

Within another few minutes Rebecca was cumming for a second time.

When her orgasm was over, she got back up onto her knees and began to beg for their cum while she fingered her worn out cunt.

Tim and Jackson were only too happy to oblige her request and almost in unison began to spray her pretty face with hot white seed which she greedily accepted into her mouth and all over her chin.

When it was over, Tim looked up and hardly recognized himself. It was as if he’d awoken from a dream.

He looked at Jackson and said, “I think you better go.”

And Jackson silently obeyed and left them there on that deserted beach well past sunset.

Tim looked down at his wife in the sand, she was still cleaning the cum off her face by scooping it up with her finger and pushing it into her eager little mouth.

Before he had time to get upset or mad or question his sanity, he was hard again and Rebecca was reaching up to stroke his rod which in that moment felt like it was made of pure steel.

Within a few moments, Tim was fucking her again in the sand and depositing another hot load of his seed, this time, deep inside her womb.

Rebecca enjoyed the second round but if she was being honest, she was thinking about Jackson the entire time. She would never admit it, maybe not even to herself, but part of her wished Jackson had dumped his seed inside her too.

In any case, her and Tim found a way to salvage that weekend and in turn their relationship. They both agreed it was a one time thing and something they’d never do again. They would be honest and forthright with each other and communicate better.

Which was fine with Rebecca, she’d had her fun. Experienced her fantasy. She got a taste and that was enough. She didn’t need anything more than Tim. What she had...what they had together...that was enough for her.

Liar.

THE END


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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