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DESCRIPTION

There’s no better place to recover from heartbreak than on a Caribbean cruise, but Janice finds it hard to get her mind off her cheating ex-boyfriend. That is until she meets two of the most captivating men she’s ever known.

 

Oliver can melt her panties off with a single, penetrating gaze, and Leo’s charms set her at ease, letting the three of them get to know each other as they enjoy the beautiful ocean setting.

 

When Janice finds out that she’s not the only one who’s been fantasizing about having these two men explore her body together, things start to really heat up…

 

 


 

Naughty Vacation

 

 

CHAPTER 1

 

Janice

 

Stupid asshat Peter, I thought to myself. 

That line had played through my mind over a thousand times in the past few days and it still didn’t make my heart feel any better or do anything to fill the pit in my stomach. 

How could he? The natural follow up question that I haven’t been able to find an answer to. 

I thought we’d been happy. All our friends thought we were the perfect couple. Sure, we had our issues, but wasn’t it normal to fall into a rut sometimes? That didn’t mean he could go and cheat on me!

I still can’t believe it. My brain knows it really happened by my heart refuses to believe it. My heart still loves him, even after what he did. 

What’s more, all our friends turned out to be all his friends. I didn’t realize that I had gotten so distant from my own friends over the past two years of our relationship, or that I had replaced them all with his social group. It had felt natural, at the time. 

Most of his social group came from his job and, since we worked together, they had felt like my obvious social group too.

He hadn’t been comfortable with my friends, always saying they were too boring and he never wanted to do the things that they enjoyed, like going to see a play. He wanted to hang out and drink and get stoned, like everyone else we worked with. So that’s what we did.

But now that I have to go into work and see him there, not just knowing what he did to me, but assuming everyone else there knows as well, I can’t hang out with any of them. 

Stupid asshat Peter, I thought again. 

Now I don’t have a boyfriend and I need to find a new job too. 

Not that I will miss my current job badly. Turns out a recently graduated Fine Arts student whose inner confidence only shows up when she’s on stage doesn’t actually have a clear and obvious career path or employment offer waiting for her. So I ended up bartending in a local bar and that’s where I met Peter.

If only I could say that’s where my bad luck ends. But I have a ton of student loan debt to repay and without Peter sharing the cost of bills anymore, I probably need to find two new jobs.

Stupid, cheating, asshat.

I need a vacation from life.

Or at least a drink with Alicia. 

The one friend, who I had never let go of is, fortunately, meeting me for coffee later today, and I can’t be more excited. Alicia had been my soul sister from the day we met at high school, and we always talked about everything, all day, every day. 

Alicia would help me make sense of my world again. And that thought puts a smile on my face.

 

*****

 

It doesn’t matter if we’ve just seen each other the day before or if we’ve been out of range for months, whenever Alicia and I meet up we become those two annoying girls you see on TV. The ones who screech when they see each other and do a little hug dance in the middle of a busy area, completely uncaring of whose way they’re in or what conversations they’re interrupting. 

I squeeze her extra tight today; I really need her right now!

“Oh my god, girl, it’s good to see you,” I say.

“Fucking life, right?” Alicia is the most caring and giving and compassionate person I know, but she has a mouth on her. 

I laugh and try not to burst into tears. Of course, she knows what happened, but I dive right in and tell her every single dirty detail of stupid asshat Peter’s dick dipping.

“What did I do to make him cheat on me like that?” I whine. “I thought we were fine. I thought he loved me. I thought I was good enough for him...”

“You just stop right there. YOU are too good for him. Nobody gets forced to cheat. Cheating bastards cheat because they’re bastards who can’t appreciate what they’ve got. He was lucky to have you and you are lucky to be rid of him. You know I always hated the way he talked to you, and now you never have to hear his slimy patronizing bullshit ever again. Count your lucky stars, girl.”

God, I love Alicia. I know she’s right, but it’s still hard to believe. I sniffle and nod but don’t know what to say. 

“You know what you need?” Alicia perks up. 

“What?” 

“A vacation! Seriously, I have the best idea ever! I’m heading on a Caribbean cruise in two weeks and you have to come with me! Just me and you and all those hot guys waiting for us!”

Alicia’s practically yelling at me and my heart starts to race with excitement at the idea, but just as quickly reality sets in. 

“Oh god, Alicia, I would love to more than anything, but I can’t. I have so many bills and now that Peter’s moved out, I have to pay for everything on my own. And I have to find a new job. I can’t work at the bar with him anymore. I just can’t.”

I’m crushed, feeling like the opportunity of a lifetime was handed to me and then snatched away, but there’s no way I could afford to go on a cruise right now. 

Alicia pouts but doesn’t argue. She understands. She won the cruise ticket through her work and knows that if it wasn’t for that she never would have been able to afford to go either. 

We sit in the cafe, sad and quiet, but still glad to be each other’s company.

What am I going to do when she is out of town and enjoying the trip of her life? 

 

*****

 

I’m laying on my couch, playing hooky from work and watching Netflix with a massive bowl of popcorn. There’s some unwritten rule that proves bawling your eyes out to a romantic comedy is part of the process for recovering from a heartbreak.

When my phone rings, I’m completely confused. My phone doesn’t ring these days. Who would call me after all? Sure, it buzzes with notifications and pisses me off with the alarms, but it doesn’t ring. 

It’s Alicia’s number. Now I’m worried…we only ever text each other.

“Hello?” 

“Hey, girl…um, how’s it going?” Something sounds weird about Alicia’s voice.

“What’s wrong?” I ask immediately.

“Nothing! Well, nothing dire. Don’t freak out, ok?”

Oh my god. Now I’m freaking out. “What’s wrong?” I almost shout at her.

“Don’t be so dramatic, Janice,” Alicia tells me. Which takes some of the edge off, but I still wait silently and impatiently for her to continue. 

“Ok, so it’s no big deal but I’m sort of in the hospital. I had a little disagreement with a car on where it’s appropriate for me to ride my bike and I ended up run off the road and laying in the















