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Prologue

The Ibiza sun was a physical weight, a blanket of pure gold pressing Tiffany into the soft sand. She lay on her stomach, her cheek resting on her folded arms, oversized sunglasses hiding her eyes. The beach was a tapestry of sound, the shush of the surf, the distant thump of house music from a beach bar, the chatter of dozens of languages, the shrieks of children playing at the water’s edge. It should have been soothing. It was anything but.

Her body, oiled and gleaming, was a map of recent history. The white bikini she wore was an act of sheer audacity. The triangles of fabric were so small they seemed to defy physics, each one barely containing the full, heavy curve of a 36D breast, the dark nipples perilously close to peeking out with every deep breath. The bottom was a mere sliver of white, a narrow patch that did little more than bisect the smooth, hairless expanse of her pussy lips. It was for the look. It was for the seen. She knew every man who walked past, every lifeguard scanning the shore, every waiter carrying trays of drinks, their eyes would catch, linger, and burn.

Next to her, Ben sighed contentedly, shifting on his towel. “This is the life, eh Tiff?” he murmured, his voice drowsy with sun and satisfaction. “Perfect.”

“Mmm,” she agreed, the sound non-committal.

Perfect. Her mind, however, was a riot of comparison, a relentless replay that the hot sun couldn’t burn away.

It started with the windsurfing. Antonio standing behind her on the board, his tanned, muscular chest pressed against her back, his strong hands covering hers on the boom. “Like this, Tiffany. Feel the wind. Don’t fight it, let it fill you.” His voice in her ear, a low, confident rumble that vibrated through her more than the ocean ever could. His hips had moved against her backside, a subtle, suggestive rhythm under the guise of instruction. He hadn’t been teaching her to sail; he’d been teaching her about his proximity, his control. The way he looked at her afterward, stripping her down with dark eyes that held no boyish admiration, only pure, hungry appraisal.

Then the DJ booth. The apex of it all. The moment she’d felt truly powerful. Standing above the throbbing mass of people, the lights painting her sheer dress, knowing hundreds of eyes were looking up. At her. Antonio’s hands on the mixer, then on her hips, his touch a brand. The thrilling, public violation of his fingers slipping under her dress, the world narrowing to his expert touch and the dizzying knowledge that she was on display. She’d come up there, with the music screaming and the crowd unknowingly cheering for her climax. It was the most alive she’d ever felt.

Then… the staff room. The cold linoleum on her knees. The breathtaking, terrifying size of him springing free. The stretch. Oh God, the stretch. It had been a revelation and a ruination all at once. The burning, perfect fullness of a thick, hard cock that made Ben’s seem… slender. Tentative. The shocking, wet heat of his release flooding into her, a primal claim that no condom-clad finish could ever hope to match. The humiliation of being used and left, slick and dripping, warred with the addictive, soul-deep satisfaction of having been taken by a real man.

She shifted on the towel, the rough fabric grazing her nipples, sending a sharp spark of sensation straight to her core. She was growing wet right now, thinking about it. Her pussy, shaved bare for bikinis like this one, felt swollen, sensitive, empty. The memory of Antonio’s girth was a phantom limb, an ache for a fullness that was absent.

Last night with Ben… it had been nice. He’d been loving, attentive. His mouth on her had felt good. But it was a polite, practiced good. A please-and-thank-you good. When he’d entered her, she’d felt the familiar shape of him, the safe, modest length and girth. But after being stretched so exquisitely, it felt like being filled with a ghost. The condom, that essential, responsible barrier, had felt like a layer of cling film, dulling every sensation. She’d faked a second, small climax for his benefit, a gentle pulsing that was a pathetic echo of the body-shaking convulsions Antonio had wrung from her. Ben had collapsed afterward, whispering love, completely sated. She’d stared at the ceiling, feeling the last cool trickle of another man’s cum finally dry on her inner thigh.

The contrast was a chasm inside her. Ben was safety. Comfort. A loving, devoted boyfriend who had worked overtime for a year to give her this holiday. He represented home, stability, a future of predictable affection. His touch was a soft question. His slender, pale dick was a polite request.

Antonio… Antonio was the embodiment of the Ibiza sun: hot, dangerous, blinding. He was excitement, raw confidence, and a dominance that didn’t ask, it took. He represented a world where she wasn’t just a beautiful girlfriend, but a prize. A conquest. His big, black cock was a command. A demand her body was now hopelessly rewired to crave.

“Getting a bit hot,” Ben said, sitting up and stretching. The movement made the muscles in his toned chest ripple. He was handsome. He really was. “Fancy a paddle? Cool the feet down.”

Tiffany lifted her head. “Yeah,” she said, her voice slightly thick. “Let’s.”

She pushed herself up, a slow, deliberate unfolding. She felt the eyes before she was fully upright. A group of guys to their left fell silent, their conversation dying as they watched her rise. She shook out her hair, a cascade of blonde over her oiled shoulders, and didn’t look at them. But she felt their gaze like a physical touch, tracing the deep cleft of her cleavage, the narrow cinch of her waist, the way the string of the thong bikini bottom slipped between the full, round cheeks of her ass. She felt their eyes on her bare, full, luscious ass cheeks as she walked, the tiny strip of fabric doing little more than emphasizing the soft, smooth curves that seemed to draw every pair of eyes on the beach. 

She didn’t need to look back to know they were still watching, their stares lingering on the sway of her hips, the way her skin glistened under the sun, the tantalizing glimpse of her the camel-toe of her shaved pussy as the bikini shifted with each step. It wasn’t just attention, it was adoration, and she revelled in it, letting it fuel the confidence that had been simmering inside her all day. This was where she belonged, this was who she was, and she wasn’t going to let anyone, or anything, dim her light.

Ben stood, oblivious, holding out a hand. She took it, his fingers warm and familiar.

They walked the short distance to the shoreline, the sand hot underfoot. With every step, the triangles of her bikini top strained. The tiny patch between her legs felt absurd, a mere token. She was essentially naked, and the knowledge was a potent drug.

As they reached the wet, compact sand where the waves lazily licked the shore, Tiffany stopped, letting the cool foam wash over her ankles. She tilted her face up to the sun, a pose of casual bliss.

And all along the beach, the male attention turned like sunflowers to a sudden light. Heads swivelled. Conversations paused. Sunglasses were adjusted for a better look. The woman in the microscopic white bikini, a vision of tanned, curvaceous perfection, standing in the surf with her nice, ordinary boyfriend.

Ben squeezed her hand. “This is paradise, babe.”

Tiffany smiled, the perfect girlfriend smile. “It really is.”

But inside, her blood was singing a different tune. The looks from the strangers were a balm, an affirmation. The memory of Antonio was a throbbing, insistent ache between her legs. The safe, loving man beside her felt like a placeholder. The holiday had changed her. It had peeled back a layer she hadn’t known was there, revealing a hungry, attention-craving, sensation-devouring core. She didn’t want it to end. She wanted more.


Chapter One

The air in their hotel room was still warm, thick with the day’s sun and the distant, muffled bass from the pool bar below. They’d had a quiet dinner, a shared bottle of wine, and now Ben’s hand was tracing idle circles on her bare thigh as they lay propped against the headboard. Tiffany felt the familiar pressure of his arousal against her hip, a persistent, gentle nudge.

She wasn’t in the mood. Her body felt heavy, satiated in a deep, unsettling way that had nothing to do with Ben. The memory of Antonio was a fresh brand, a physical imprint that made her own skin feel foreign. But then she looked at Ben’s face, soft with affection and holiday contentment. She saw the pride in his eyes when he looked at her, the unspoken ‘look what I can give you’. Guilt, cold and slick, coiled in her stomach. After what she’d done, the least she could do was give him this.

“You’re quiet,” Ben murmured, his fingers trailing higher up her thigh.

“Just relaxed,” she lied, forcing a smile. She shifted, turning towards him. “It’s been a perfect day.”

His eyes lit up. He leaned in and kissed her, a soft, wine-sweet kiss that tasted of familiarity and safety. She kissed him back, letting her hand come to rest on his chest. His heart thumped steadily under her palm. A good heart, she thought, and the guilt twisted tighter.

“I want you, Tiff,” he breathed against her lips, his voice husky. His hands grew more purposeful, sliding the thin strap of her sundress off her shoulder. “You’re just so fucking incredible.”

She didn’t stop him. She let him undress her, her body passive as he peeled the dress away, as he unclipped her simple bra and let her full, heavy breasts spill free. The cool air pebbled her nipples, and Ben groaned, his mouth latching onto one immediately. His suck was warm, gentle, loving. It felt like being cherished. It felt like absolutely nothing compared to the sharp, possessive bite of Antonio’s teeth.

She closed her eyes, arching her back slightly to give him better access, playing the part. His hands skimmed down her ribs, over the dramatic curve of her waist, and hooked into the lace of her panties. He drew them down her legs, his breath catching as he always did when she was fully revealed.

“God, you’re perfect,” he whispered, his gaze devouring her naked form, the tan skin, the lush curves, the smooth, hairless mound he loved. He didn’t know it was bare for other eyes, for tiny bikinis and a different kind of admiration.

He shed his own clothes quickly, his fit, toned body eager. His erection sprang free, already hard and leaking. It was a nice dick. Slender, straight, pale. Perfectly adequate. A week ago, the sight of it would have made her wet. Now, she felt a strange, hollow ache. She forced another smile, reaching for him. “Come here.”

But he had other ideas. He kissed his way down her body, his lips worshipping every inch. He settled between her thighs, his hands spreading her open. She was already slightly slick, her body’s residual excitement from her earlier memories, but it wasn’t for him. He didn’t seem to notice. He lowered his mouth to her.

His tongue was broad, soft, and terribly polite. It lapped at her, tracing slow, careful circles around her clit before dipping shallowly into her entrance. He was trying so hard, his movements full of devoted concentration. It was pleasant. A slow, building warmth began to spread through her lower belly. Her body, trained by his touch, began to respond. She moaned, a genuine sound escaping her lips as he found a rhythm, his tongue flicking faster. He was good at this. He knew what she liked.

No, a treacherous part of her mind whispered. He knows what you used to like.

The warmth grew, crested, and broke into a small, polite orgasm. It was a gentle sigh of release, a series of faint flutters around his tongue. It was nice. It was absolutely nothing like the seismic, screaming climax that had torn through her in the DJ booth, that had left her legs shaking and her mind blank in that staff room.

She patted his head. “Mmm, baby. That was lovely.”

He looked up, his lips glistening, his eyes dark with lust and love. He crawled up her body, kissing her stomach, her breasts, her neck. He fumbled for the nightstand, for the box of condoms. The rustle of foil was loud in the quiet room. She watched him tear the packet open with his teeth, his hands slightly clumsy with urgency. He rolled the latex down his length, sheathing himself.

The sight was a cold splash of reality. The transparent sheath over his modest erection. The responsible barrier. It was the absolute opposite of the hot, shocking flood of Antonio’s bare release filling her up, claiming her.

Ben positioned himself at her entrance. He was wet from her climax, from his mouth. He pushed forward.

And nothing happened.

No, that wasn’t true. She felt him. She felt the familiar, slender pressure as the tip of him pressed into her. But it was like a whisper after a scream. Her body, stretched and used so thoroughly just a day before, simply… accepted him. There was no resistance. No delicious, burning stretch. He slid in to the hilt in one smooth, easy motion, and she felt nothing but a vague, rubbery fullness.

Her eyes widened in the dim light. Oh my god.

The difference wasn’t just psychological. It was physical, anatomical, devastating. Ben’s slender little dick was a toothpick compared to the thick, hard oak of Antonio’s cock. The condom created a faint, artificial layer she’d never even noticed before. Now, it was all she could feel, a thin, deadening membrane between her and any real sensation.

The realization hit her like a physical blow. He’s ruined me. The sex with Antonio hadn’t just been better; it had rewritten her code. It had shown her a depth of physical possession she hadn’t known existed, and now her body knew the difference. It craved the stretch, the fullness, the raw, unfiltered friction. It would always crave it. She’d always need a big cock from now on. The thought was terrifying and exhilarating.

Ben began to move, a steady, earnest rhythm. His hips slapped gently against her thighs. His hands gripped her waist, his face a mask of blissful concentration. “Fuck, Tiff… you feel amazing,” he grunted.

She wrapped her legs around him, trying to pull him deeper, trying to feel something. She met his thrusts, making the soft, encouraging sounds she knew he loved. But her mind was a thousand miles away. She was back in that break room, the cold table edge biting her hips, the overwhelming stretch as Antonio sheathed himself to the root, the brutal, perfect fullness that had made her see stars. Compared to that, this was like being gently poked with a warm, rubber-coated finger.

She tried to get into it. She raked her nails down his back, she arched her back, she whispered, “Yes, baby, just like that.” But it was a performance. A hollow pantomime of passion. Her body was just a vessel he was moving in and out of, a vessel that had been fundamentally altered by a different man.

Ben’s rhythm grew faster, more frantic. His breathing became ragged gusts in her ear. “I’m gonna come… gonna come for you, Tiff…”

She squeezed her internal muscles around him, giving him the tightness he craved. It was an act. With a sharp cry, he drove deep and shuddered, his body tensing as he emptied himself into the condom. He collapsed on her, sweaty and spent, his weight a familiar comfort.

He nuzzled her neck. “Wow,” he panted. “That was… wow.”

She stroked his damp hair. “It was, baby.”

After a minute, he shifted off her, disposing of the condom. He turned back to her, his expression soft and concerned. “You didn’t… you know. Again.” He kissed her shoulder. “Let me help you.”

Before she could protest, he was sliding down the bed again, his head dipping between her thighs. His tongue, now knowing exactly what to do after her first small climax, went to work with renewed dedication. This time, her body responded out of pure mechanical habit. The sensation was pleasant, a direct stimulation that built quickly. Her second orgasm was a slightly stronger version of the first, a series of neat, efficient clenches, a soft gasp. It was satisfying in the way scratching an itch is satisfying. It lacked any trace of transcendence, of being taken out of herself.

“There,” Ben said softly, kissing her inner thigh with proprietary tenderness. “Perfect.”

He curled around her, his arm heavy across her waist, his breathing slowing into the deep, even patterns of sleep within minutes. He was satisfied. He’d pleasured his beautiful girlfriend. The holiday was a success.

Tiffany lay rigid in the dark, staring at the ceiling fan’s lazy rotation. The pleasant tingles between her legs were already fading, leaving behind a vast, echoing emptiness. The ghost of Antonio’s possession wasn’t a ghost at all. It was a living, throbbing need. It was a cellular memory of a fullness she could now barely recall, but her body screamed for it. Her mind replayed it, over and over: the thickness, the raw power, the complete absence of a barrier.

Ben sighed in his sleep, snuggling closer. She loved him. She did.

But as she lay there, hours ticking by, one thought circled, relentless and terrifyingly true: she needed Antonio to fuck her again. She needed to feel that ruinous stretch, that claiming fullness, or she would never feel whole.


Chapter Two

The beach was already busy by the time they arrived, the late morning sun bright on the water and music drifting from the beach bar further up the sand. Windsurf boards lay in a line near the shore, sails flat on the sand, and Antonio was already in the water with a small group from another lesson. Tiffany walked ahead of Ben across the sand, her small bikini bright in the sun, drawing looks almost immediately. It showed off the shape of her body perfectly, the curve of her waist into her hips, the long lines of her legs, and as they walked past groups of people on towels, Ben noticed several men look up and follow her with their eyes for a second too long before pretending to look somewhere else. Tiffany didn’t react or even seem to notice. She just kept walking toward the water like she was completely used to being looked at wherever she went.

Tiffany dropped her bag onto the sand and slipped off her sandals, stretching slightly and looking out toward the water.

“I actually loved this last time,” she said, smiling. “I want to be able to go further out today.”

Ben smiled and nodded, laying the towels out on the sand. “You were better than me already,” he said.

She laughed and nudged him lightly with her foot. “You fell in about ten times.”

“Only eight,” he said.

Out in the water, Antonio looked up and saw them and raised a hand in recognition before helping one of the beginners turn the board around. Even from a distance, Ben could see how easily he moved in the water, steady and balanced, like he had done this every day for years.

After a few minutes, Tiffany carried the board down toward the water and Antonio came over to meet her, taking the front of the board from her and helping guide it into the shallow water.

“Ready again?” he said.

“Yeah,” she said. “I want to try turning properly this time.”

He nodded and held the board steady while she climbed on, wobbling slightly as she stood upright. He stood close beside the board, one hand on the front to keep it steady while she found her balance.

“Feet little bit back,” he said, pointing. “Yes. And bend knees a little.”

She adjusted her stance and laughed when the board rocked slightly under her.

“Relax,” he said. “You too stiff. Feel the board, not fight it.”

Ben stood a little further back in the water with his own board, trying to copy what they were doing, but he found himself watching them more than concentrating on his own balance.

Antonio moved closer to Tiffany again, reaching up to adjust her hands on the boom.

“Hands here,” he said, moving them slightly apart. “Better control.”

Then he stepped into the water beside the board and placed his hands lightly on her hips, turning her slightly so her body faced the right direction.

“Turn from here,” he said, tapping her side gently. “Not just arms.”

Ben watched that for a moment longer than he meant to.

Antonio’s hands stayed there for a few seconds while Tiffany tried to turn the sail slowly. She laughed again when she nearly lost her balance and he steadied the board quickly.

“See? Better,” he said.

Ben told himself it was normal. He was the instructor. Of course he was going to help her. He was probably doing exactly the same thing with everyone else.

Still, he noticed that Antonio seemed to spend much more time helping Tiffany than anyone else. Every time she tried something new, he was right there beside her, holding the board, adjusting her stance, guiding her hands, standing close behind her while he explained something.

Ben fell in again while trying to turn and came up wiping water from his face, hearing Tiffany laughing somewhere behind him.

“You okay?” she called.

“Yeah,” he said, climbing back onto the board.

After a while, Ben paddled back to the shore and sat down on the sand for a break, watching the lesson continue from the beach.

From there he could see everything clearly.

Antonio stood in the water beside Tiffany’s board again, holding the front while she practiced lifting the sail. At one point she nearly lost balance and he reached out quickly, catching the board and steadying her by the waist until she found her footing again.

They were laughing about something, and Tiffany pushed her hair back off her face and said something to him that Ben couldn’t hear over the wind and the waves.

From where he sat on the sand, watching them in the water together, he felt that strange feeling again. Not exactly anger. Not exactly jealousy. Just a quiet discomfort he didn’t quite know what to do with.

He could see she was enjoying herself. She was laughing, learning quickly, clearly having a good time. The last thing he wanted was to be the boyfriend who ruined the holiday by being jealous or possessive or starting an argument over nothing.

He told himself again that Antonio was just doing his job. He told himself Tiffany was just being friendly. He told himself he was being stupid.

So, he just sat there on the sand, watching his beautiful girlfriend out in the water with Antonio, laughing in the sun, learning to windsurf, while he tried very hard to ignore the feeling in his chest that something was slowly slipping out of his control.


Chapter Three

That evening the hotel restaurant was busy again, the warm air still holding the heat of the day and the sound of music drifting up faintly from the pool area below. Tiffany and Ben sat outside on the terrace with drinks in front of them, both slightly sunburnt, both tired from the day on the beach and the windsurf lesson.

Tiffany seemed in a very good mood. She had spent most of dinner talking about the lesson, about how she had managed to turn the board properly once, about how she wanted to go further out next time.

Ben listened and smiled, but he noticed something. She mentioned Antonio a lot.

“…and then Antonio said if I lean back more the sail catches the wind properly,” she said. “And then when I turned he said I did it properly that time.”

“That’s good,” Ben said.

She took a sip of her drink, then looked at him in that slightly casual way she used when she was about to suggest something she had already decided she wanted to do.

“Oh, and Antonio told me about something tonight,” she said.

Ben looked up from his plate. “What?”

“There’s a beach party later,” she said. “Not like a big club thing. More like a private party on the beach. He said it’s mostly his friends and people who work around the resort. He’s DJing for a bit there as well.”

Ben nodded slowly but didn’t say anything yet.

“He said it’s really good,” Tiffany continued. “Like a proper Ibiza beach party. Music, drinks, fire pits, all that sort of thing. He said it’s where all the cool people go after work.”

Ben took a drink and looked out across the pool for a moment.

“And he invited us,” she added, watching his reaction carefully.

Ben looked back at her. “Both of us?”

“Yeah, of course,” she said quickly. “He just said if we want to go, we should come down around midnight. He said he’ll send the location.”

Ben leaned back slightly in his chair.

He wasn’t sure how he felt about that at all.

Over the last few days he had started to feel more and more uncomfortable about how often Antonio seemed to be around them, and more importantly, how often Tiffany talked about him. It wasn’t anything obvious, nothing he could point to and say that’s wrong, but he could feel something changing.

“You want to go?” he asked.

Tiffany shrugged slightly but he could tell immediately that she did.

“It could be fun,” she said. “We’re only here once. And it’s not like a big club where you have to queue for hours. He said it’s more relaxed.”

Ben nodded slowly again.

Inside, he wasn’t sure at all. The idea of going to a party where he didn’t know anyone, where Tiffany would know Antonio and his friends and he would just be the boyfriend tagging along, didn’t sit comfortably with him.

But he also knew Tiffany.

If she wanted to go and he said no, she wouldn’t shout or argue. She would just go quiet and sulk and the next day she would still be annoyed, and the holiday would feel awkward and tense. He didn’t want that. He had spent too much money and too much time planning this holiday to spend the rest of it arguing.

He had to be careful. Diplomatic.

“Well,” he said slowly, “we don’t have to stay long. We could go for a bit and see what it’s like.”

Tiffany smiled immediately. “Yeah, exactly. Just for a bit.”

He nodded and took another drink.

“Okay then,” he said. “We’ll go.”

Tiffany reached across the table and squeezed his hand.

“This is going to be such a good holiday,” she said.

Ben smiled back at her, but as he looked at her across the table, he couldn’t shake the feeling that the holiday was starting to revolve more and more around Antonio and whatever he suggested next.

And he wasn’t sure anymore whether he was leading this holiday or just following along behind it.


Chapter Four

The room was warm from the evening heat, the balcony doors open and the distant sound of music drifting up from the bars along the beach. Ben sat on the edge of the bed scrolling through his phone while Tiffany was in the bathroom getting ready.

He could hear music playing quietly from her phone in there, the sound of drawers opening and closing, the hairdryer for a few minutes, then silence again.

“How long are you going to be?” he called.

“Nearly ready,” she replied. “Just finishing my makeup.”

Ben stood up and walked out onto the balcony for a moment. The air was warm and soft, and he could see lights along the beach in the distance. Somewhere down there was the party Antonio had invited them to.

He still wasn’t completely sure how he felt about going, but Tiffany had been excited about it all evening, and he didn’t want to be the boring boyfriend who said no to everything.

He went back inside just as the bathroom door opened.

Tiffany stepped out.

For a moment Ben genuinely didn’t say anything. He just stared.

She was wearing a tiny, shimmering dress that clung to her body like liquid light, the thin fabric catching every movement and reflecting the soft yellow glow of the bedside lamp. The dress didn’t so much cover her as trace the shape of her body, draping across her chest and waist and then falling in a narrow line over her hips. The sides were cut high, revealing long stretches of smooth skin and the full curve of her hips and thighs whenever she moved.

The fabric across her chest hung in a soft drape that emphasised the fullness of her breasts without actually holding them in place, the material shifting slightly as she breathed, making Ben very aware of just how little the dress actually covered. The narrow waist of the dress hugged her middle before flaring slightly over her hips, perfectly outlining the dramatic curve of her figure, the shape that always made people look twice when she walked into a room.

Her legs looked long and tanned in the soft light, and when she turned slightly in front of the mirror, checking the dress from the side, the high cut of the fabric showed the full shape of her hips and the round curve of her backside. She adjusted the dress slightly with both hands, smoothing it down over her hips, then lifted her hair and let it fall back over her shoulders.

Her skin was lightly tanned from the last few days in the Ibiza sun, and with her makeup done and her hair falling loose down her back, she looked less like the girl who had been lying on a beach towel that morning and more like someone who belonged in the Ibiza nightlife, someone who expected to be looked at. When she turned slightly, the high split at the sides of the dress revealed the faint tan lines at her hips from the thin strings of the different bikinis she had worn so far that week, little pale lines against her sun-warmed skin that Ben recognised immediately, reminders of long days on the beach and by the pool, of her walking ahead of him in tiny bikinis while other men watched her.

She stood in front of the mirror for another moment, turning slightly from side to side, checking the way the dress moved with her body, the way the fabric caught the light, the way it showed her shape from every angle.

Then she looked at Ben through the mirror.

“Well?” she said.

Ben just shook his head slowly, still sitting on the edge of the bed, looking at her like he couldn’t quite believe she was his girlfriend.

“You look… unbelievable,” he said quietly.
And the way she smiled when he said it made it very clear that she already knew.

“Well?” she said, looking at him through the mirror.

Ben shook his head slightly and laughed under his breath. “You can’t wear that.”

She turned around and smiled. “Why not?”

“Because every single man on that beach is going to be staring at you,” he said, then after a second added, “And it’s pretty obvious you’re not wearing any underwear.”

She just smiled wider and walked over to him slowly, clearly enjoying his reaction. “They stare at me anyway,” she said lightly.

She stopped in front of him, close enough that he could see the way the thin fabric of the dress moved with her breathing, the way it followed every curve of her body.

“You don’t actually mind,” she said quietly.

Ben looked up at her and smiled. “I mind a little,” he said. “But I also know I’m the one going home with you.”

He looked at her properly now, from head to toe, and he couldn’t deny it. She looked incredible. Way too incredible for a quiet private beach party with a group of people she’d only just met.

“You look amazing,” he said finally.

“I know,” she said, smiling again, completely confident.

She picked up a small bag and her sandals, then walked toward the door. “Come on, let’s go. I don’t want to be late.”

Ben grabbed his wallet and phone and followed her out of the room, watching her walk ahead of him down the corridor, the dress moving with her, showing the full shape of her hips and legs with every step.

As they walked toward the lift, Ben had a strange feeling again.

He had the very clear sense that tonight was not going to be a normal night.

And he wasn’t sure whether he was taking his girlfriend to a party…

…or taking her somewhere he might slowly lose her.


Chapter Five

The location Antonio had sent them was further down the beach, past the last of the organised beach bars and sunbed areas, where the sand opened up into a darker stretch with only a few scattered lights and the glow of small fires.

They could hear the music before they saw the party.

Deep bass rolled across the sand, mixed with laughter and the low hum of people talking. As they walked closer, they could see a group of maybe fifty people spread out across the beach. Some were dancing near a small DJ setup under a canopy, others were sitting on cushions and towels around fire pits, bottles and plastic cups scattered everywhere. It didn’t look like a tourist event at all. It looked like everyone knew each other.

“This is cool,” Tiffany said quietly, looking around.

Tiffany looked like she belonged there more than Ben did. The tiny shimmering dress she had worn seemed almost designed for a night like this, catching the firelight and the coloured lights from the DJ stand every time she moved. The high slits at her hips revealed long stretches of tanned skin as she walked across the sand, and the thin fabric clung to the shape of her waist and hips, outlining every curve of her body. More than a few people turned to look as she passed, men pausing mid-conversation, women glancing and then looking again. She walked confidently through the party, completely comfortable, completely at ease, like she expected to be looked at wherever she went.

It was mostly people in their late twenties, thirties, a few older. Tanned, relaxed, confident people who looked like they lived here rather than visited for a week. A few people glanced at Tiffany as she and Ben walked across the sand, and more than one man looked twice.

Near a small table with drinks and a couple of guys standing beside it was what looked like the entrance, or at least where people arrived and greeted each other. Tiffany walked over confidently.

“Hi, Antonio said we could come,” she said. “Tiffany and Ben.”

One of the guys looked at her for a moment, then smiled slightly in a way that Ben couldn’t quite read.

“Ah, Tiffany,” he said. “Yes. Antonio’s friend.”

The other guy beside him looked at Ben, then back at Tiffany, then gave a small, knowing smile and nodded toward the party.

“Enjoy,” he said.

As they walked away, Ben couldn’t shake the feeling that the two men had looked at Tiffany in a very particular way and then looked at him in a very different way. Not rude, not unfriendly, but something else. Something he couldn’t quite define. It made him slightly uncomfortable, but Tiffany didn’t seem to notice or didn’t care.

The party itself was busy but relaxed. People were dancing barefoot in the sand near the DJ stand, others talking in small groups, some sitting by the fires with drinks. The music was loud but not overwhelming, and the whole thing felt like a private world hidden away from the rest of the island.

Tiffany stood for a moment, looking around, taking it all in.

“This is amazing,” she said.

Then she saw him.

Antonio was by the DJ stand, talking to someone, one hand resting on the table beside the decks. Even in the low light, he stood out immediately, relaxed and confident, like he belonged there completely.

Tiffany touched Ben’s arm. “There he is,” she said, and without really waiting for a response, she started leading him across the sand toward the DJ area.

Ben noticed immediately how quickly she started walking once she had seen Antonio. There was an energy in her now that hadn’t been there a moment before, a sudden eagerness, like she didn’t want him to disappear into the crowd. She was smiling slightly as she walked, weaving through groups of people, her dress catching the light and drawing looks as they passed. Ben followed a step behind her, watching the way she moved toward Antonio, and he couldn’t quite explain why, but he felt that strange tight feeling in his chest again, the same one he’d felt on the beach watching the windsurf lesson.

She seemed excited to see him. More excited than she should have been, Ben thought.

But he told himself again that he was being stupid. Antonio was just a guy they had met on holiday. That was all.

Antonio saw them coming and smiled, raising his hand slightly in greeting.

“Hey,” he said when they reached him. “You find the place okay?”

“Yeah, this is incredible,” Tiffany said. “I love this.”

Antonio nodded. “Better than the big clubs,” he said. “More real.”

Standing next to him was another man who looked so similar to Antonio that Ben did a double take. He was about the same height, same build, same easy confidence. Not identical, but similar enough that they could have been brothers. Same kind of calm eyes, same relaxed posture, same way of looking at people like he was quietly assessing everything.

Antonio put a hand briefly on the other man’s shoulder.

“This is my friend,” he said. “Marcus.”

Marcus nodded at them, his expression calm but friendly. “Nice to meet you,” he said.

“This is Tiffany and Ben,” Antonio said.

Marcus looked at Tiffany for a moment, then smiled slightly. “Antonio told me about you,” he said.

For a split-second Tiffany wasn’t sure what that meant, but the way Marcus looked at her made her feel like he knew more than just her name and that she was on holiday with her boyfriend. The thought made a small knot of embarrassment tighten in her stomach. She suddenly wondered what Antonio had actually said about her, what he had told his friends, what version of her existed in their conversations.

She felt a flicker of something she couldn’t quite name. Part embarrassment, part shame, but also something else, a warm, dangerous thrill that ran through her chest and down into her stomach. The idea that she had already become a story in someone else’s world, that Antonio had talked about her, that these people might already know her in a way Ben didn’t, made her feel exposed and strangely excited at the same time.

She smiled back, trying to look casual. “Hopefully only good things.”

Marcus smiled slightly wider. “Only good things,” he said.

Tiffany wasn’t sure she believed him. And she wasn’t sure she wanted to.

Ben felt that strange feeling again in his stomach, the same feeling he’d had at the entrance when the men had given Tiffany that knowing look.

Antonio turned slightly toward the DJ equipment. “I play in a bit,” he said. “You get drinks, enjoy, dance. This is good party.”

Tiffany nodded immediately. “We will.”

Ben stood there for a moment, looking around at the people dancing, the fires, the sea just a few metres away in the darkness, and then at Antonio and Marcus standing side by side behind the DJ stand, talking quietly and watching the party like they were completely at home here.

For the first time since arriving in Ibiza, Ben had the very clear feeling that he and Tiffany had just stepped into someone else’s world.

And in this world, Antonio wasn’t just a windsurf instructor or a DJ at their hotel.

In this world, Antonio was someone important.


Chapter Six

The party had grown louder as the night went on. The fires had burned lower, the music had become deeper and heavier, and more people were dancing now, barefoot in the sand, drinks in their hands, moving in the warm night air.

Ben and Tiffany had been dancing together for a while, laughing, slightly drunk, the sea just a dark shape behind the party and the lights from the DJ stand flashing across the beach.

“I’m going to get more drinks,” Ben said into her ear over the music.

“Okay,” she said, still moving to the beat. “I’ll stay here.”

He made his way across the sand toward the coolers and tables where people were getting drinks, waiting a few minutes while someone mixed something in plastic cups. By the time he made his way back through the crowd, holding two drinks, he had to stop for a second when he saw Tiffany.

She wasn’t dancing on her own anymore.

Antonio and Marcus were both with her on the sand near the DJ area, and the three of them were dancing together. Not in a big group like before, but close. Very close.

Antonio stood behind her slightly to one side, Marcus in front of her, and Tiffany was laughing, moving with the music, her hands occasionally resting on Marcus’s shoulders as they danced. Antonio’s hands were on her hips at one point as the music slowed slightly, guiding her movement with the rhythm.

It wasn’t just dancing. It was the kind of dancing people did when they were very aware of each other.

Ben stopped walking for a moment, standing just outside the circle of people dancing, holding the drinks, watching.

Tiffany was clearly enjoying herself. She was smiling, laughing, moving easily with the music, completely relaxed, completely comfortable between the two men. The thin dress caught the coloured lights every time she moved, and Ben could see more than one man nearby watching the three of them dance.

He felt that same tight feeling in his chest again.

What was he supposed to do?

He could walk straight over and put his arm around her and make it clear she was with him. He could say something to her. He could tell her he didn’t like it.

But then what? An argument? A sulk? A ruined night? A ruined holiday?

He stood there for another few seconds, unsure, watching his beautiful girlfriend dancing between two confident men who looked completely at home here, like this was just another normal night for them.

Someone stepped up beside him, a plastic cup in his hand, also watching the dance floor.

The man nodded toward Tiffany and the two men dancing with her.

“Lucky bastards,” he said casually, half laughing. “They always pull the hottest girls.”

Ben didn’t say anything.

The man took a sip of his drink and continued, still watching the dance floor.

“She’s definitely getting some tonight,” he said.

Ben felt something drop slightly in his stomach when he heard that.

He looked back at Tiffany again. She was still dancing, still laughing, completely lost in the music and the attention. Marcus was in front of her, moving with her, her hands occasionally resting on his shoulders as they danced, and Antonio had moved closer behind her now. Close enough that there was no space between them, his hands resting lightly on her hips as they moved to the rhythm.

From where Ben stood, it was impossible not to see how close they were. Antonio’s body moved with hers, guiding her slightly with the music, and Tiffany didn’t move away. If anything, she leaned back slightly into him as she danced, her head turning to say something to Marcus, laughing again, completely relaxed, completely comfortable between the two men.

The lights flashed across them in slow pulses of colour, red, blue, orange from the fires, and every time the light hit her dress it shimmered and caught the eye, and Ben could see other people watching them too. Not just him. Other men standing nearby, women talking but glancing over, people noticing the same thing he was noticing.

He stood there holding the drinks, not moving, not quite knowing what he was supposed to do.

He could walk over and put his arm around her and make it clear she was with him.
He could say something. He could tell her he didn’t like it.

But then what? An argument in the middle of a party? Her getting annoyed? The holiday turning awkward and tense?

He watched her again, watched her laughing, watched the way she moved easily between the two men, and he realised she was having a really good time. Probably the best time she’d had all holiday.

And he knew one thing very clearly.

He was not going to be the man who ruined her holiday because he was jealous.

So, he just stood there for another moment, watching his beautiful girlfriend dancing in the coloured lights between two men who looked like they completely belonged in this world, while he stood just outside it, holding two plastic cups and wondering when exactly things had started to feel like they were slipping slightly out of his control.

Ben stood there for another few seconds, watching the three of them on the sand, the music loud, the lights flashing across the beach, Tiffany laughing and moving easily between Antonio and Marcus like she had known them for years.

Then he realised he didn’t want to stand there watching anymore.

He handed one of the drinks to a girl standing nearby who looked like she had lost hers and said, “You want this?” She laughed and took it, and he kept the other one for himself, taking a long drink before turning away from the dance floor.

If he couldn’t see it, he didn’t have to think about it.

He walked across the beach, away from the DJ lights and the main group of dancers, toward one of the fire pits where a few people were sitting and talking. He recognised two of the guys sitting there from earlier in the week. He had seen them on the beach near their hotel a couple of times, and he was pretty sure they were English.

He walked over and nodded slightly. “Alright?”

One of them looked up and smiled. “Yeah, mate. You alright? You’re at the same hotel as us, yeah?”

“Yeah,” Ben said. “Seen you on the beach a few times.”

“Yeah, we’ve seen you as well,” the other guy said, grinning slightly. “Hard not to notice your missus, to be fair.”

Ben laughed awkwardly and took another drink. “Yeah, I get that a lot this week.”

They made space for him to sit down on one of the cushions near the fire, and for a few minutes they just chatted about where they were from, how long they were staying, how expensive Ibiza was, the usual holiday conversation.

But even while he was talking and laughing with them, part of his mind was still back over on the dance floor, picturing Tiffany dancing in that dress, picturing Antonio behind her, picturing Marcus in front of her.

One of the guys followed his line of sight toward the DJ area and then looked back at Ben.

“Your girlfriend’s having a good night,” he said casually.

Ben forced a smile. “Yeah. She loves this sort of thing.”

The guy nodded and took a sip of his drink. “Can’t blame her. This is their world, innit. People like Antonio and his mates. They live here, work here, party here every week. Different life to ours.”

Ben looked back toward the lights again, just for a second, and he could still see Tiffany in the crowd, the lights catching her dress as she moved.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “Different life.”


Chapter Seven

The firelight from the party faded to a soft orange glow as Antonio led her away from the music, his hand warm and firm around hers. Marcus followed, a silent, confident shadow. The air was cooler near the water, the scent of salt and warm sand replacing the smell of smoke and spilled beer. The distant thump of the bass was a heartbeat now, a faint pulse that matched the quickening rhythm in her own chest.

Tiffany felt floaty, disconnected. The beer, the dancing, the sheer attention had wrapped her in a cocoon of euphoria. Ben was a distant thought, a vague shape back by the fire. Here, with these two men, she was something else. Something chosen. Something desired.

“Nothing like a midnight swim,” Antonio said, his voice low and smooth as the sea itself.

Tiffany giggled, the sound loose and tipsy. “It’s not midnight, it’s like two in the morning.” The absurdity of it made her laugh harder, and they laughed with her, their laughter rich and knowing.

They reached the shoreline, where the dark water lapped gently at the sand. Antonio turned to her, his eyes dark pools in the moonlight. “What do you say, Tiffany?”

The question wasn’t about swimming. It was an invitation to something else. She felt it in the way his gaze held hers, in the way Marcus stood just behind him, watching. The feeling of secrecy, of illicit adventure, crackled through her like static. She nodded, a slow, deliberate dip of her chin.

Antonio smiled. He stepped back and began to undress, his movements casual and unhurried. Marcus did the same. They peeled off their shirts, revealing torsos honed by wind and sun, broad shoulders, defined muscles, skin that glowed under the moon. Their trousers followed, kicked aside into the dry sand.

Tiffany stood frozen for a moment, watching them. They were utterly unselfconscious, two powerful men stripping naked in the open air. Their erections were already semi-hard, thick and prominent against their bodies. The sight sent a jolt of pure, liquid heat straight to her core.

Then their eyes turned to her. Antonio’s gaze was a command. Marcus’s was an appreciative study. Slowly, her hands trembling slightly with excitement rather than fear, she reached for the tiny clasp at the back of her shimmering dress. The fabric, already clinging to every curve, slid away like a second skin. She let it fall to the sand. She stood before them, bathed in moonlight and the distant fire’s glow, in nothing but her tiny white thong.

The men didn’t speak. Their silence was a heavier praise than any words. Antonio’s eyes drank in the full, heavy swell of her 36D breasts, the dark nipples hardening in the cool air. Marcus’s gaze traced the dramatic curve from her narrow waist to her wide hips, the strong thighs, the smooth, hairless mound revealed by the minuscule triangle of fabric.

She was completely naked, a statue of tanned, curvaceous perfection offered to the night and to them.

Antonio stepped forward first, his hand reaching out to cup her cheek. “Beautiful,” he murmured, and then his lips were on hers.

The kiss was not soft. It was deep, consuming, his tongue invading her mouth with the same confident ownership he’d shown in the DJ booth. She melted into it, her hands coming up to grip his shoulders, her body arching towards his. The feel of his bare skin against hers, the hard planes of his chest against her soft breasts, was electric.

As they kissed, Marcus moved closer. His hands settled on her hips from behind, his body pressing against her back. She felt his erection, as thick and hard as Antonio’s, nudging against the cleft of her ass. The sensation of being sandwiched between them, both men hard and ready, made her moan into Antonio’s mouth.

Antonio broke the kiss, his eyes glinting. He turned his head slightly and kissed Marcus, a quick, fierce brush of lips that spoke of shared understanding, of a pact. Then he looked back at Tiffany. “Go to him,” he said, his voice a rough whisper.

He guided her, turning her in Marcus’s arms. Marcus’s mouth was on hers instantly, his kiss just as deep, just as hungry. His hands roamed her body, one cupping a breast, kneading the heavy flesh, the other sliding down to grip the full curve of her ass. Tiffany kissed him back, her mind awhirl with the sensation of two different mouths, two different sets of hands, two different hard cocks pressing against her.

Antonio watched for a moment, then his hands joined Marcus’s. He palmed her other breast, his thumb brushing her nipple, then his fingers trailed down her stomach, through the sensitive hollow of her navel, and into the wet heat between her legs. She was already dripping, her arousal slick and plentiful. His fingers found her entrance, sliding in easily. “So ready for us,” he whispered against her ear.

The dual touch, Marcus’s mouth on hers, his hands on her breasts and ass, Antonio’s fingers probing her wetness, overloaded her senses. She gasped, her head falling back. Antonio withdrew his fingers and gently turned her again, facing him. He guided her backwards, into the cool, shallow water. The sea washed around her ankles, then her calves, a shocking contrast to the heat radiating from her skin and from the men.

In the water, Antonio moved behind her. His strong arms wrapped around her, his chest against her back. He lifted her slightly, his hands under her thighs, and she felt the thick, blunt head of his erection press against her slick opening. There was no gentle probing. With a smooth, powerful thrust, he entered her.

The stretch was immediate, breathtaking. It was the same glorious, ruinous fullness she remembered, the same sensation of being occupied completely. He was much thicker than Ben, much longer, and he filled her with a ruthless, perfect precision that made her cry out, a sharp sound that was lost in the wind and distant music. He didn’t pause. He began to move, his hips driving into her from behind, each thrust a deep, claiming plunge that pushed the water around them into small waves.

Marcus moved in front of her. His hands framed her face, and he kissed her again, his tongue mingling with hers as Antonio fucked her from behind. The dual sensations were overwhelming, the deep, rhythmic penetration, and the consuming kiss. She could feel Antonio’s grip on her thighs, the way he held her open for his thrusts. She could feel Marcus’s hands on her breasts, pinching her nipples now, sending sharp bolts of pleasure through her.

“I love watching you get fucked by my friend,” Antonio growled into her ear, his voice thick with arousal and power.

The words, the possession, the illicit sharing, tipped her over the edge. Her body, already taut with pleasure, snapped. An orgasm erupted from her core, violent and consuming. It wasn’t the polite, sighing release she had with Ben. It was a convulsion, a series of deep, involuntary clenches around Antonio’s invading thickness that made her scream into Marcus’s mouth. Her legs shook, her back arched, and she clung to Marcus as Antonio drove through her climax, his own rhythm becoming harder, faster.

With a final, grinding thrust, Antonio buried himself deep and held there. A hot, liquid flood erupted inside her, filling the space his cock occupied. He groaned, a sound of pure release, and she felt the distinct pulse of him emptying himself into her, no barrier, no condom, just raw, hot seed. He stayed there for a moment, his body shuddering against hers, before slowly pulling out.

The sudden emptiness was acute. She felt his cum begin to seep out of her, a warm trickle down her inner thigh, mixing with the cool seawater.

Marcus didn’t wait. Antonio stepped back, and Marcus turned her gently, his hands on her hips. He looked down at her, his eyes dark with intent. “I suppose I get sloppy seconds,” he said, his voice a low tease.

The lewdness of it, the sheer illicit thrill, made her gasp. He guided himself to her entrance, his cock glistening with her moisture and Antonio’s spend. He pushed forward.

The sensation was different now. Her channel was stretched, wet, used. He slid in with less resistance, but the feeling of another man entering her so immediately after Antonio, filling her with a different shape, a different rhythm, was shockingly erotic. He began to fuck her, his thrusts steady and deep, his hands gripping her ass, pulling her onto him each time.

Antonio moved to her front again. He kissed her, his tongue claiming her mouth as Marcus claimed her body. Antonio’s hands found her breasts again, fondling them, squeezing them, as Marcus’s cock pistoned inside her. The combination, the kiss, the hands on her breasts, the relentless penetration, built another peak, higher and sharper than the first.

The knowledge that she was being filled with one man’s cum while another fucked her, that she was shared between them on a dark beach, that this was a secret, dangerous thing, unlocked something primal in her. Another orgasm tore through her, even more intense than the first. Her body clamped around Marcus’s thrusting cock, her cries raw and unfiltered, lost in the night.

Marcus felt her climax, and his own rhythm broke into a frantic, pounding pace. With a final, deep plunge, he groaned and spilled into her, his own release joining Antonio’s inside her trembling, overfilled body. He held there, panting, before slowly withdrawing.

They stood in the shallow water for a moment, the three of them connected by breath and spent passion. Tiffany’s body was a map of sensation, the ache of deep stretching, the warm, leaking fullness between her legs, the cool seawater on her skin. Antonio kissed her forehead, a strangely tender gesture. Marcus smoothed a hand down her back.

Without a word, they walked back to the dry sand. They dressed silently, the act feeling mundane after what had just occurred. Tiffany pulled her tiny thong back on, the fabric immediately soaked with the mixed evidence of both men. She slipped her dress over her shoulders, the shimmering material feeling like a costume now.

As they walked back toward the distant glow of the party, she felt the warm trickle of their cum seeping out of her, a constant, shocking reminder. Her abused, dripping little pussy felt swollen, sensitive, changed. She didn’t think about Ben. She thought about the salt air, the moon, the feeling of being utterly possessed, and the thrilling, terrifying certainty that she would need this again.


Chapter Eight

It took Tiffany a few minutes to find Ben again. The party had spread out across the beach as the night went on, people sitting around fires, others still dancing near the DJ stand, small groups talking in the dark near the water.

She spotted him near one of the fire pits talking to a couple of guys she recognised from the hotel. He was holding a drink and laughing at something one of them had said, looking relaxed, like he had been there for a while.

For a brief moment she stood still and watched him.

He looked normal. Safe. Familiar. Like home.

Then she walked over.

“Hey,” she said, touching his arm lightly.

He turned and smiled when he saw her. “There you are. Where’ve you been?”

She didn’t hesitate at all. “Just dancing,” she said. “With Antonio and Marcus. You disappeared.”

Ben nodded slightly. “Yeah. I went to get another drink, and you were busy, so I just let you get on with it.”

“That’s cool,” she said quickly, and she felt a quiet wave of relief inside her. If he had been watching her the whole time, he would have come over. He would have said something. He would have asked more questions. But he hadn’t. He’d just left her to it.

That meant he didn’t know. He couldn’t know.

“Shall we head back?” she said after a moment. “I’m getting tired now.”

Ben finished the rest of his drink and nodded. “Yeah. Let’s go.”

They said goodbye to the two guys by the fire and started walking back along the beach together, away from the music, away from the fires, away from the party lights.

For a while they walked in silence, just the sound of the waves and the sand under their feet.

Ben reached for her hand, and she let him take it.

“You have a good night?” he asked.

She smiled slightly and looked out toward the dark sea. “Yeah,” she said. “It was a really good night.”

Ben squeezed her hand gently as they walked back toward the hotel lights in the distance, and Tiffany walked beside him quietly, feeling the warm night air on her skin and thinking about how strange it was that she could walk back to the hotel holding her boyfriend’s hand while feeling like she was living two completely different lives at the same time.

The hotel room was a quiet sanctuary after the roar of the beach party. The balcony door was open, letting in the faint, dying pulse of music from the resort and the soft, salt-scented breeze. Ben dropped his keys on the table with a clatter, a sound of finality. He stretched, his shirt pulling tight across his toned chest. “That was a fucking incredible night,” he sighed, his voice rich with satisfaction.

Tiffany stood by the door, feeling like a visitor in her own skin. The walk back, hand in hand with Ben, had been a silent ordeal. Her body was a secret archive, the sore, stretched feeling deep inside her, the lingering wetness between her thighs that was not hers alone, the memory of two different shapes, two different thrusts, two different floods of heat. She felt changed. Altered. A vessel that had been overfilled and now echoed with emptiness.

“The guys were cool,” Ben continued, pulling her into a loose, affectionate hug. “And you… you were the star of the whole thing. Everyone was looking at you.” He kissed her temple. “My beautiful girl.”

His pride was a warm blanket, but it smothered her. Guilt, cold and precise, slithered up her spine. He doesn’t know. He can’t know. She hugged him back, burying her face in his shoulder. “I had a good time,” she murmured, the lie smooth and easy.

He nuzzled her neck, his breath warm. “I’m buzzing a bit. Still wide awake.” His hands slid down her back, over the shimmering fabric of her dress. “You tired?”

She was exhausted, but in a wired, hollow way. Her mind was replaying the shallow water, the dual possession. Her body was… craving. But when she looked up at his face, so open, so happy, so utterly unaware, she couldn’t say no. Denying him felt like a second betrayal. She owed him this. It was a debt of affection, of normality.

“A little,” she said, “but not too tired.”

His smile widened. He took her hand and led her to the bed. The room was dim; lit only by the bathroom light he’d left on. He began to undress her, his movements slow and reverent. The dress slipped off her shoulders, and he knelt to help her step out of it. His hands lingered on her hips, on the curve of her ass. “You’re so perfect,” he whispered, his voice thick.

She stood before him naked. She prayed he wouldn’t notice. He didn’t. He was focused on her body, the full, heavy breasts, the narrow waist, the strong thighs. He pulled her close and kissed her, a deep, wine-and-beer flavoured kiss that tasted of the night they’d shared. She kissed him back, letting her hands roam over his shirt, feeling the familiar muscles beneath.

He broke the kiss and stripped his own clothes off quickly, his erection already firm and eager. It stood straight, a slender, pale column against his toned body. A nice dick. A week ago, it would have been enough. Now, seeing it, she felt a profound, hollow disconnect.

He fetched a condom from the nightstand. The rustle of foil was a clinical sound. He rolled it down his length, sheathing himself in the transparent latex. The responsible barrier. The opposite of everything she’d just experienced.

He came back to her, his hands on her waist, guiding her to the bed. She lay back, the sheets cool. He knelt between her legs, he looked at her smooth, hairless pussy, his eyes dark with love and lust. “God, I love you,” he breathed.

He positioned himself. The tip of his sheathed dick pressed against her entrance. She was wet, from her own residual arousal, from the leaking evidence of Antonio and Marcus. He pushed forward.

And her world shifted.

She felt him enter. But it was a ghost of a sensation. A whisper. There was no resistance. Her channel, stretched and softened by two thicker, harder men, simply accepted him. He slid in to the hilt in one smooth, effortless motion. She felt the rubbery sheath, the modest length, the familiar shape… but it was like being gently probed with a lukewarm finger. There was no stretch. No burning, claiming fullness. No depth.

Her eyes widened in the dim light. Oh my god. It wasn’t just a mental comparison. It was a physical, brutal truth. Ben’s slender little dick inside the condom felt like nothing. After being fucked by Antonio and Marcus in the sea, after being filled to the brim with their thick, hard black cocks and their bare, hot cum, this was a parody. A hollow echo.

He began to move, a steady, earnest rhythm. His hips slapped gently against her thighs. “You feel so good, Tiff,” he grunted, his face a mask of blissful concentration.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, trying to pull him deeper, trying to conjure some sensation. She met his thrusts, making the soft, encouraging sounds she knew he loved, little moans, whispered “yes…yes”. But it was a performance. A desperate, guilty act. Her body was a numb receptacle. Her mind was on the beach, on the water, on the feeling of being utterly occupied.

He fucked her with loving dedication. His hands gripped her waist, his thumbs brushing the sides of her breasts. He was trying so hard to please her. She felt a dull, building warmth, not pleasure, but a mechanical response to friction. It was nowhere near enough.

His rhythm grew faster, more frantic. His breathing became ragged gusts in her ear. “I’m gonna come… for you, baby…”

She squeezed her internal muscles around him, giving him the tightness he craved. It was an act of will, not passion. With a sharp cry, he drove deep and shuddered, his body tensing as he emptied himself into the condom. He collapsed on her, sweaty and spent, his weight a familiar comfort.

He nuzzled her neck. “Wow,” he panted. “That was amazing.”

She stroked his damp hair. “It was, love.”

After a minute, he shifted off her, disposing of the condom. He turned back, his expression soft and concerned. “You didn’t come,” he said, kissing her shoulder. “Let me help you.”

Fear, icy and sudden, gripped her. He’ll taste them. He’ll smell them. But before she could protest, he was sliding down the bed again, his head dipping between her thighs. He didn’t hesitate. He spread her open with his fingers, his mouth finding her clit.

His tongue was broad, soft, and terribly familiar. It lapped at her, tracing careful circles. He tasted her. She waited for the reaction, a pause, a frown, a question. Instead, he looked up, his eyes glinting with pride and admiration. “You’re so wet, so turned on,” he murmured, his voice low and thick. “That’s so sexy.” And he simply continued, his movements full of devoted concentration. He doesn’t notice. The relief was dizzying. Maybe the seawater had washed it away. Maybe his senses were dulled by beer. Maybe he just didn’t know the taste of other men. 

She closed her eyes, her body still a numb echo of the earlier ecstasy and let herself sink into the rhythm of his familiar touch, the guilt coiled tightly in her chest.

His tongue flicked faster, more precisely. He was good at this. He knew her old rhythms. The direct stimulation, now that the numbness of the intercourse had faded, began to work. A slow, comfortable warmth spread through her lower belly. It was pleasant. A neat, efficient build. Her body, trained by his touch, responded out of habit.

He slipped a finger inside her, shallowly, and she felt the wet, used space. He didn’t probe deep. He just added a little pressure. The combination, his tongue on her clit, his finger lightly stroking her inner walls, brought her to a climax. It was a nice, comfortable orgasm. A series of gentle, polite clenches around his finger, a soft gasp of release. It was satisfying. It was absolutely nothing like the violent, screaming peaks that had torn through her on the beach.

“There,” Ben said softly, kissing her inner thigh. “Perfect.” He curled around her, his arm heavy across her waist, his breathing slowing into the deep, even patterns of sleep within minutes. He was content. He’d pleasured his beautiful girlfriend. The holiday was a triumph.

Tiffany lay rigid in the dark. The pleasant tingles between her legs faded quickly, leaving behind a vast, aching emptiness. The ghost of Antonio’s possession wasn’t a ghost. It was a throbbing, physical need. She felt the soreness inside her, a sweet ache that reminded her of the stretch. She felt the faint, cool trickle of leftover wetness on her thighs.

Ben sighed in his sleep, snuggling closer. She loved him. She did.

But as she stared at the ceiling, listening to the distant music finally stop, one truth crystallized, cold and clear: she was living two lives now. The safe, loving one in this bed, and the hungry, dangerous one that had been opened up on the beach. And the dangerous one had rewritten her body’s needs. She couldn’t go back.


Chapter Nine

The beach was busy that afternoon, the sun still hot but beginning to soften slightly as the day moved toward evening. Tiffany and Ben had been lying on their towels since just after lunch, swimming occasionally, reading a little, mostly just lying in the sun and watching people walk along the shoreline.

Tiffany was wearing another tiny bikini, this one black, simple but very small, the dark colour standing out against her lightly tanned skin. She lay on her stomach reading something on her phone while Ben lay beside her, half asleep in the heat, listening to the sound of the sea and the distant music from one of the beach bars.

It was sometime around four in the afternoon when a shadow fell across them.

“Hey guys.”

Ben opened his eyes and looked up. Antonio was standing there, Marcus beside him, both in shorts, tanned, relaxed, looking like they had just come down from one of the other parts of the beach.

“Hey,” Tiffany said immediately, pushing herself up onto her elbows and smiling. “How are you guys after last night?”

Antonio smiled slightly. “Good. You have good time?”

“Yeah, it was amazing,” she said. “Really different from the clubs.”

Marcus nodded. “Better crowd,” he said. “More relaxed.”

They stood there chatting for a few minutes about the party, the music, who had stayed out late and who hadn’t. Ben sat up now, listening, still slightly unsure around them but trying not to show it.

After a few minutes, Antonio looked out toward the sea for a moment, then back at Tiffany and Ben.

“Tomorrow,” he said, “me and Marcus, we take boat out. Small boat. We go to private beach. Very quiet. Very beautiful. Not many people know it. Good place to swim, sunbathe, relax.”

Tiffany sat up properly now, clearly interested. “That sounds amazing.”

Antonio nodded. “We go late morning. Take drinks, music, stay there all day. Much better than crowded beach here.”

Marcus added, “It’s one of the nicest places on the island. No bars, no tourists, just a small beach and rocks and clear water.”

Tiffany looked at Ben immediately, her eyes bright. “That sounds incredible. Can we go?”

Ben looked from her to Antonio and then to Marcus.

The idea of spending a whole day on a boat and then on a private beach with just the four of them made him slightly uncomfortable. He couldn’t really explain why, but he felt like he would be stepping even further into their world, into a situation where he would be even more out of place than he already felt at the party.

But Tiffany was looking at him in that way she did when she really wanted something.

And he knew that look.

He also knew that if he said no, she wouldn’t shout or argue. She would just go quiet and disappointed and the rest of the holiday would feel slightly ruined.

He didn’t want that. He wanted her to have the best holiday possible.

So, he nodded slowly.

“Yeah,” he said. “That sounds good.”

Tiffany smiled immediately. “Amazing. What time?”

“Late morning,” Antonio said. “I message you location of marina.”

“Perfect,” she said.

Antonio nodded once, then he and Marcus said they had to go meet someone further up the beach and walked away along the sand.

Tiffany lay back down on her towel and smiled up at the sky. “This holiday just keeps getting better,” she said.

Ben lay back down beside her, looking out at the sea.

He had a strange feeling again, the same feeling he had had at the party and during the windsurf lessons. Like each time they said yes to something Antonio suggested, they were stepping a little further into something he didn’t fully understand yet.

But he didn’t say anything.

He just lay there beside his beautiful girlfriend in the late afternoon sun and told himself it was just another day on holiday.


Chapter Ten

The marina was small and quiet when Ben and Tiffany arrived late the next morning, the sun already high and bright on the water. A row of small boats rocked gently against the wooden pontoons, ropes creaking softly, the smell of salt water and fuel hanging in the warm air.

Antonio and Marcus were already there, standing beside a small fishing boat tied to the dock. It wasn’t a luxury boat or anything impressive, just a sturdy little boat with an outboard motor, a couple of benches, and space at the front to sit or lie down. It looked practical, not glamorous, but also like it had probably seen a lot of hidden beaches and quiet coves that tourists never found.

Tiffany walked ahead of Ben along the pontoon, and Antonio looked up as they approached.

“Hey,” he said. “You find it okay?”

“Yeah,” Tiffany said, smiling. “This is perfect.”

She was wearing one of her smallest bikinis again, a very brief black string bikini that barely covered her at all, the thin strings tied at her hips and behind her neck, the tiny pieces of fabric doing little more than marking the most private parts of her body while the rest of her was left completely exposed to the sun and to anyone who happened to look. and over it she wore a loose knitted mesh cover-up that did very little to hide anything. The mesh hung loosely over her body, but because of the large holes in the fabric, it mostly just outlined the shape of her figure underneath rather than covering it. The strings of the bikini tied at her hips and behind her neck were clearly visible through the mesh, and every time she moved the cover-up shifted and revealed more of the small bikini underneath.

As she stepped onto the pontoon and walked toward the boat, Marcus looked up from where he had been checking something near the engine and his eyes followed her for a second before he smiled.

“Ready for the adventure?” he said.

“Definitely,” she replied.

Ben followed behind her, carrying a small bag with towels and drinks, feeling slightly out of place again but telling himself it was just a boat trip. Just four people going to a quiet beach. Nothing strange about that.

Antonio untied the rope and held the boat steady while Tiffany stepped in first. She sat down on the front bench, facing forward, the mesh cover-up falling around her but still revealing the dark lines of the bikini underneath. Marcus stepped in after her, then Ben, and Antonio pushed the boat away from the pontoon before jumping in himself and starting the engine.

The outboard motor rattled into life, and they slowly moved out of the marina, past a few larger boats and then out into open water.

Once they were away from the harbour, Antonio pushed the throttle forward and the boat picked up speed, the front lifting slightly as they cut across the water. The wind picked up immediately, blowing Tiffany’s hair back behind her shoulders and pressing the mesh cover-up against her body so that it clung to her shape and outlined the bikini and her figure even more clearly.

She laughed and held onto the side of the boat, looking back at the three men. “This is amazing!”

Marcus sat opposite her, one arm resting casually along the side of the boat, watching her with a small smile. Ben sat beside him, holding onto the bench as the boat bounced slightly over the waves, while Antonio stood at the back steering, one hand on the throttle, looking completely comfortable, like he had done this journey hundreds of times.

The island stretched out behind them, white buildings and hotels fading into the distance as they moved along the coastline. After about fifteen minutes, the busy beaches disappeared and the coastline became rocky and quieter, small coves and cliffs, water turning a deeper blue.

They didn’t talk much during the ride because of the engine noise and the wind, but Tiffany didn’t seem to mind. She just sat at the front of the boat, her hair blowing behind her, the sun on her skin, smiling like this was exactly the sort of holiday she had always wanted.

She felt special sitting there at the front of the boat, the coastline sliding past, the water bright and clear around them. She knew all three men on the boat found her attractive, and she was very aware of it in that moment, sitting there in her tiny bikini with the wind and sun on her skin, like she was the centre of the whole day. It felt exciting, slightly unreal, like she was the main character in someone else’s story instead of just a girl from Essex on a cheap flight holiday.

Ben watched her for a while as they rode across the water. She looked completely happy. More than happy. Excited. Alive in a way he hadn’t really seen before this holiday.

After about forty-five minutes, Antonio slowed the boat and turned into a small bay surrounded by low rocky cliffs. The water inside the bay was calm and incredibly clear, turning from deep blue to bright turquoise as it got shallower near the shore. At the end of the bay was a small strip of sand, no buildings, no sunbeds, no bars, just rocks, sand, and clear water.

Antonio cut the engine and the sudden quiet felt strange after the constant noise of the motor.

“Welcome,” he said, looking back at them. “Private beach.”

Tiffany looked at the water, then at the empty beach, then back at Antonio and Marcus.

“This is incredible,” she said quietly.

And Ben, looking at the empty beach, the clear water, and the three other people in the boat with him, had the very strong feeling that this day was going to be important in ways he didn’t fully understand yet.


Chapter Eleven

The boat drifted slowly toward the small strip of sand at the end of the bay, the engine cut so they glided the last few metres over the clear, shallow water. The sea was so clear that Ben could see rocks and ripples in the sand beneath them, the water shifting from deep blue to bright turquoise near the shore.

Antonio stepped out first into the shallow water and held the boat steady while Marcus passed bags forward and Tiffany carefully stepped out, laughing slightly as the cold water hit her feet.

“This place is unbelievable,” she said, looking around.

There was no one else there. No sunbeds, no bar, no music, no other boats. Just the small beach, rocks either side, and the clear water gently moving against the sand.

They carried the bags up onto the beach and found a spot roughly in the middle where the sand was flat and clean. Ben and Tiffany spread out their towels while Antonio and Marcus set down a small cool box and a bag with drinks and a portable speaker.

The only sounds were the sea, the wind against the rocks, and the quiet movement of the water in the bay.

Tiffany pulled the mesh cover-up over her head and dropped it onto her bag, then lay down on her towel on her stomach, stretching out in the sun with a small satisfied sigh.

For a moment, none of the men said anything.

The tiny black bikini she was wearing left very little to the imagination, the thin strings tied at her hips and behind her neck, the small pieces of fabric barely covering her, leaving most of her tanned skin exposed to the sun. Lying stretched out on her stomach, her back arched slightly and her head turned to the side behind her sunglasses, she looked completely relaxed, completely comfortable, like she knew exactly what she looked like and exactly what effect she had on people.

Marcus glanced at Antonio for a second and gave a small smile before looking back toward the sea, but Ben noticed it. He also noticed that both men had looked at Tiffany for a moment longer than they probably should have when she lay down and stretched out on the towel.

Ben lay down on his own towel beside her, but he was very aware now that they were on a small, empty beach with just the four of them, and that his beautiful girlfriend was lying in the sun in a bikini that barely covered her, while the two other men occasionally looked over in her direction when they thought no one was watching.

He told himself again that he was being stupid, that they were just on a beach, that Tiffany always got attention, that nothing was actually happening.

But the feeling that he was slightly out of his depth, slightly out of control of the situation, was getting stronger and harder to ignore.

The sun was hot now, and the beach felt completely private, completely cut off from the rest of the island. From where she lay, she could see the boat floating gently a little way out, the rocks on either side of the bay, and the three men moving around behind her setting things down and opening drinks.

Ben lay down on his towel beside her, closing his eyes for a moment and listening to the quiet.

“This place is amazing,” he said.

Tiffany didn’t answer straight away. She was lying with her head turned slightly to the side, sunglasses on, feeling the sun on her back and the warm sand under her towel, completely relaxed.

Behind her, Antonio and Marcus were talking quietly while they opened drinks and set the speaker down on the sand, music starting quietly in the background.

It felt very far away from the busy beaches, the hotel, the pool parties, and the crowds.

It felt like they were somewhere hidden, somewhere private, somewhere that belonged only to the four of them.

And as Tiffany lay there in the sun, listening to the quiet music and the sea, she had the strange feeling again that this holiday was slowly becoming something very different from the holiday she and Ben had planned when they booked those cheap flights months ago.


Chapter Twelve

The sun was a heavy, golden weight pressing down on the private beach. They had sprawled on towels for what felt like hours, the quiet lapping of the sea and the occasional splash of a drink bottle the only sounds. Tiffany lay on her stomach, the tiny strings of her black micro bikini top and bottom digging into her skin. The heat baked into her back, her thighs, her ass. She felt lazy, languid, utterly detached from the world beyond the rocks that encircled this hidden bay. Ben’s hand rested lightly on her ankle, a comforting, familiar touch. Antonio and Marcus lounged nearby, their conversation easy, punctuated by laughter that felt like a secret she was part of.

Then Antonio stirred. He stretched, his muscles rippling under his tanned skin. “This is a great place to swim,” he announced, his voice smooth and casual. “So beautiful. A private bay.” He grinned, a flash of white teeth. “And best of all, we do not need any swimming costumes.”

Tiffany felt a jolt, a sudden spike of adrenaline that cut through the heat-induced haze. She watched, her breath catching, as Antonio stood up. He didn’t hesitate. He simply unbuttoned his shorts, pushed them down his legs, and kicked them aside onto the sand. He was naked. Marcus followed suit, rising and stripping off his own shorts with the same unthinking confidence.

Ben’s hand on her ankle tightened briefly, then went slack.

Tiffany’s eyes were locked on the two men. Their bodies were magnificent, honed, powerful, glistening with a light sweat. And between their legs… even soft, flaccid, their cocks were substantial. Thick, heavy shafts, dark against their skin, with full, low-hanging balls. They were big. Bigger than Ben’s, she knew instantly, even when Ben was fully hard. The sight sent a pulse of heat straight to her core, a visceral, thrilling recognition.

She saw Ben glance at them, then quickly look away, his face flushing. She saw the shock in his eyes, the involuntary comparison, the flicker of something like shame. Inadequacy.

Then Antonio turned, completely unabashed, and walked naked down the beach toward the water. Marcus did the same, his naked form moving with a lazy, athletic grace. They didn’t look back. It was an invitation; a challenge wrapped in casualness.

Tiffany stood up. The sand was hot under her feet. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She turned to Ben. His face was a mask of conflicted tension. “OMG!” she breathed, her voice bright with forced excitement. “Swimming naked would be so cool.”

Ben’s eyes widened. “You’re not going to…”

He didn’t finish. She didn’t let him. The decision was a spark in her blood, an impulse driven by the heat, the isolation, the daring confidence of the two naked men walking away. This is their world. I want to be in it.

Her hands moved to the ties of her bikini. The top, a simple knot at the back of her neck, a string at the centre of her chest. She pulled. The tiny triangles of fabric fell away, releasing the full, heavy weight of her 36D breasts into the sun. The sensation was shocking, liberating. She didn’t look at Ben. She focused on the strings at her hips. A quick tug, and the bikini bottom loosened, sliding down over her hips, her thighs, to the sand.

She stepped out of it, completely naked. The sun kissed every part of her, her breasts, her narrow waist, the smooth, hairless mound of her pussy, her strong thighs. She felt utterly exposed, utterly free. She took a breath, a deep, deliberate inhale, and walked. Her walk was confident, the same hip-swaying stride she used in crowded rooms, but now there was no fabric, no barrier. Her body was the only statement.

Ben watched her go. She knew he was watching. She felt the weight of his gaze, the shock, the hurt. But she didn’t stop. She walked toward the water, toward the two naked men who had turned to watch her approach.

Antonio’s smile was slow, appreciative. Marcus’s eyes traced her from head to toe, a silent, intense survey. She reached the water’s edge, the cool kiss of the sea on her toes a welcome contrast to the burning sand and the burning need inside her.

Behind her, she heard a rustle. Ben had made his decision. He stood up, his movements stiff. He shrugged his shorts off. She didn’t look back, but she knew he was naked now, walking toward them, his own body slender and toned, his dick, she knew without looking, modest and soft. He was joining them, not because he wanted to, but because he couldn’t bear to be the one left behind, the spoiler of fun.

She stepped into the water, the coolness rising up her calves, her knees. Antonio and Marcus moved into the deeper water, swimming now, their powerful bodies cutting through the small waves. Tiffany followed, diving forward, the water enveloping her naked skin in a silken embrace. She surfaced, laughing, the sound genuine and exhilarated. She was swimming naked in a private bay with two stunningly attractive, confident men. It was illicit. It was thrilling.

Antonio swam closer to her. “You look even better without the bikini,” he said, his voice low, meant only for her.

She grinned, splashing him lightly. “Feels better too.”

His hand brushed against her leg underwater, a casual, intentional touch. His fingers traced the outside of her thigh. The contact, through the cool water, was electric. She felt her nipples harden, pebbled and sensitive. She felt the low, deep ache in her pussy, the same ache that had been with her since last night, since being filled by him and his friend.

Marcus swam up on her other side. “Water’s perfect,” he remarked, but his eyes were on her breasts, which bobbed just above the surface as she paddled.

Ben reached the water, entering it with careful, hesitant steps. He swam toward them, his strokes efficient but tense. He joined the circle, his face trying to mirror their relaxed smiles. “It’s… really nice,” he said, the words awkward.

Tiffany felt a pang of guilt, sharp and quick, but it was drowned by the stronger current of her arousal. The water concealed their bodies, but it didn’t conceal the energy. Antonio and Marcus moved with a fluid, predatory grace around her. Ben moved like a guest.

Antonio’s hand found her again, underwater. This time, it slid higher, along the inside of her thigh. His fingertips grazed the outer lips of her pussy. She gasped; a tiny intake of breath lost in the splash of water. He didn’t linger. He withdrew, swimming a small circle away, but his eyes held hers, telling her he knew. He knew she was wet, he knew she was aching, he knew she wanted his touch.

Marcus mimicked the motion, his hand brushing her other thigh, then drifting close to her hip. It was a game. A silent, aquatic tease.

Ben, oblivious to the underwater touches, tried to engage. “We should maybe snorkel or something,” he suggested.

Antonio laughed. “Just enjoy the float, man. This is paradise.”

Tiffany floated on her back, letting the water support her, letting her breasts rise fully into the air, her nipples pointed skyward. She closed her eyes against the sun. The feeling of freedom was intoxicating. The feeling of being watched by these two men, even as her boyfriend floated nearby, was a dark, delicious thrill.

She felt Antonio move close again. His body brushed against hers underwater, his hip against her thigh, his arm against her side. Then, deliberately, he let his hand cup her ass under the water, his strong fingers gripping the full, round curve. He held it for a moment, a firm, possessive squeeze, before letting go and swimming away.

Her whole body trembled with the sudden, shocking contact. She opened her eyes, meeting his gaze. He was smiling, a knowing, challenging smile. This is our game.

Marcus saw the exchange. He swam near Ben, engaging him in talk about the boat, distracting him. Meanwhile, Antonio drifted back to Tiffany.

This time, his hand didn’t cup her ass. It went lower, between her legs. The water was cool, but his fingers were warm. They found her opening, her slick heat undeniable even submerged. He didn’t insert a finger. He simply pressed his palm against her, a firm, grinding pressure against her clit and her entrance. The sensation, through the water, was blurred but intensely real. It was a promise. A preview.

She moaned, a soft, involuntary sound. Ben glanced at her. “You, okay?”

“Just… the water’s lovely,” she managed, her voice breathy.

Antonio removed his hand, his expression innocent. “It is,” he agreed.

But the pressure, the promise, remained. A phantom touch burning between her legs. She floated, her mind reeling. They were all naked. Ben was here, but he wasn’t here. He was in the water, but he wasn’t in this game. Antonio and Marcus were playing with her, touching her, claiming her right in front of him, and he didn’t see it. The isolation of the beach, the heat, the holiday mindset, had created a bubble where this was possible. Where she could be naked and aroused and touched by two other men while her boyfriend swam nearby, smiling nervously.

The boundary hadn’t been broken with a dramatic crash. It had been dissolved, slowly, by the sun, by the sea, by a casual suggestion to swim naked. And now she was in the water, her body humming with stolen touches, her pussy aching for more than just a palm pressed against it under the waves. She wanted the fullness again. The claiming. She wanted it here, in this water, with Ben floating oblivious just a few feet away.


Chapter Thirteen

Ben swam further away, his strokes unhurried and deliberate. He wasn’t fleeing, he was giving them space. They’re her friends now, not mine. The laughter and easy banter between Tiffany, Antonio, and Marcus floated across the water, a bubble of intimacy he wasn’t invited into. He stopped swimming, treading water about twenty metres away, and turned his gaze up toward the shoreline. The cliffs were dramatic, the sand golden, the sea a perfect turquoise. Antonio hadn’t lied. It was a stunning place. He let the beauty soothe the small sting of exclusion. He floated, relaxing, enjoying the solitude and the view.

In the private circle of frolicking bodies, the game escalated instantly.

With Ben out of immediate earshot, Antonio’s touch became bold, possessive. His strong hand slid from Tiffany’s thigh to the full curve of her ass, gripping it underwater, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. Marcus mirrored him on the other side, his palm smoothing over her hip, then dipping lower to stroke the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. Tiffany gasped, the cool water doing nothing to dampen the heat of their hands.

Antonio swam closer, his body brushing against hers. His erection, now fully hard and impossibly thick, bumped against her leg. The contact was a revelation. Through the water, she felt its substantial weight, its rigid length. So much bigger. Her own hand drifted down, curiosity and boldness overriding everything. Her fingers found it underwater, a hot, hard column of flesh that made her breath catch. She traced its length, feeling the pronounced veins, the smooth head. It was a confirmation, a thrilling, tactile comparison to the slender familiarity of Ben.

Antonio’s eyes darkened with approval. He didn’t move away. He let her explore.

Then he turned her, gently guiding her with a hand on her waist so she faced Marcus. Tiffany’s feet found the sandy bottom, standing in the waist-deep water. Her breasts bobbed just above the surface, nipples hard and exposed. Marcus smiled at her, a hungry, appreciative smile.

Antonio moved behind her. His hands settled on her hips, holding her steady. His body pressed close. Then, she felt it, the blunt, hot pressure of his cock, nudging between her thighs from behind. It slid along her wet skin, a slick promise, until the broad head pressed directly against her entrance, nestled against her slick, shaved pussy.

Her mind screamed. Oh god. She could see Ben, a distant, relaxed figure floating on his back, facing the cliffs. Maybe twenty, thirty metres away. He was utterly unaware, a silhouette of contentment against the beautiful backdrop.

The illicit thrill was electric, a jolt that tightened every muscle in her body. How hot would it be… right here… while he’s there… The idea wasn’t just naughty; it was a dark, addictive fantasy taking physical form. To be fucked by another man, a bigger, more dominant man, within sight and earshot of her loving, devoted boyfriend. For him to be oblivious. For her to carry this secret, this violation, right in front of his eyes.

Her arousal peaked, a flood of wetness that made her even slicker. Antonio felt it. He groaned softly against her ear. “You’re so ready.”

She arched her back, pressing her ass against him, a deliberate, silent invitation. She pushed backwards, a small, telling movement.

He responded.

With no further ceremony, he pushed forward. The thick, blunt head of his cock pressed against her tight opening. There was resistance, she was tight, despite her wetness, despite the memory of being stretched. He was big. The initial push was a slow, claiming invasion. Tiffany’s eyes widened. She bit her lip to stifle a cry.

He entered her.

The stretch was immediate, breathtaking. Her inner walls, still subtly sore from the previous night’s double filling, were stretched anew by a single, monumental intruder. He slid deeper, the water offering no friction, just the smooth, gliding penetration of his hard flesh into her soft, willing heat. She felt every inch. The thick shaft widened her, filled her, pressed against limits that Ben’s cock never touched. It was a fullness that was almost painful, a delicious, claiming ache.

Marcus watched, his own erection visible above the water now. He moved closer, his hands coming to rest on Tiffany’s shoulders, steadying her as Antonio took her.

Antonio’s hands tightened on her hips. He began to move. Slow, deep thrusts. Each withdrawal made her gasp at the loss of fullness. Each return was a deep, grinding push that pressed his cockhead against her deepest parts. The water muffled the sound of their coupling, but the motion was visible, the rocking of her body, the shifting of the water around their joined forms.

Tiffany’s head fell forward, her forehead nearly touching Marcus’s chest. She was being fucked, standing in the sea, her boyfriend a distant, peaceful spectator. The dual reality was overwhelming. The physical sensation was incredible, the thick, relentless stretch, the hot hardness moving inside her, the way his pelvis slapped against her ass with each thrust. The psychological thrill was even more potent, the secrecy, the danger, the sheer audacity of it.

Antonio’s rhythm increased. His thrusts became harder, more urgent. He was pounding into her now, each drive sending a shockwave of pleasure through her core. Her hands gripped Marcus’s arms, needing anchor. She was moaning openly, low, ragged sounds she couldn’t contain.

“He’s watching the cliffs,” Antonio grunted in her ear, his voice a harsh, thrilling whisper. “He sees nothing. He hears nothing. This is just for us.”

The words pushed her higher. The idea of Ben’s innocent admiration of the scenery while she was being vigorously fucked by another man sent a spike of taboo excitement straight to her clit. Her body clenched around Antonio’s cock, a tight, involuntary spasm.

He felt it. “You like that,” he growled. “You like him not knowing.”

He fucked her harder, deeper. His balls slapped against her, a rhythmic thumping. Tiffany’s climax began to build, not from gentle friction, but from this brutal, thrilling fullness and the dark, secret context. Her toes curled in the sand. Her back arched impossibly. She was panting, her breasts heaving above the waterline.

Marcus leaned down, his mouth finding hers. He kissed her deeply, swallowing her moans, his tongue tangling with hers as his friend fucked her from behind. The dual attention, the kiss, the penetration, was overwhelming. She was split between two sensations, two men, while the third, her man, floated innocently in the distance.

Antonio’s pace became frenzied. He was chasing his own peak, driving into her with raw, possessive force. “Take it,” he commanded, his voice rough. “Take all of it.”

The command, the ownership, triggered her. Her orgasm erupted, a violent, clenching wave that gripped his cock deep inside her. It wasn’t a polite, quiet release. It was a series of convulsive, desperate spasms that made her cry out against Marcus’s mouth, her body shaking, her legs trembling. The pleasure was blinding, compounded by the illicit setting.

Antonio groaned, a deep, guttural sound. He drove in one last, punishing thrust, hilting himself inside her, and held there. She felt him swell, pulse, then the hot, sudden flood of his release. His cum filled her, a thick, warm gush that spread inside her already-stretched channel. He emptied himself into her, bare, just as he had in the staff room, just as they had on the beach. The feeling of being filled with his seed, out here in the open water, with Ben so near, was the final, devastating thrill.

He stayed inside her for a long moment, both of them panting, connected. Then, slowly, he pulled out. The sensation of his thick cock sliding out of her swollen, cum-filled pussy was a slow, aching loss.

She sagged against Marcus, breathless, used, utterly satisfied in a way that sex with Ben could never provide. Her body was a testament to the secret, sore, stretched, filled with another man’s cum.

Ben, still floating peacefully twenty metres away, turned and smiled toward the group, giving a little wave. He saw only friends swimming, laughing. He saw nothing of the raw, sexual transaction that had just taken place.


Chapter Fourteen

Ben floated, a serene, slow-turning buoy on the surface. His eyes were closed, the sun warm on his face, the gentle rocking of the water a perfect cradle. He was content. Tiffany was laughing with Antonio and Marcus, their voices a happy, indistinct murmur across the water. She’s loving the attention, he thought with a quiet pride. That’s what this holiday is for. He didn’t mind being apart from the group. They were having fun, flirting, messing around. Yes, they were naked. But they wouldn’t go beyond that. Not while he was within earshot. It was just harmless, holiday fun. He could relax, enjoy the peace of Antonio’s secret bay. If we hadn’t met Antonio, we wouldn’t be here. He breathed deeply, savouring the tranquillity.

In the deeper water, the dynamic had shifted with Ben’s withdrawal.

Marcus chuckled, his eyes on Tiffany’s flushed face. “So, I get sloppy seconds again,” he said to Antonio, his tone playful but edged with a raw truth.

Antonio laughed, a low, confident sound. “You always do, mate. After all, I find them, then we both get to fuck them.”

The words were crude, transactional. Tiffany felt a flicker of something, not offense, but a cold, clear recognition. They were talking about her like a prize, a pretty tourist they’d tag-teamed. It stripped away the illusion of special connection. She was just another conquest in their Ibiza summer. But the flicker faded instantly, drowned by the heat pooling between her legs and the sight of their powerful, naked bodies. They were giving her attention. They were very hot older men. The crude talk just made it more illicit, more thrilling.

Antonio’s hands were already on her, claiming, guiding. He turned her gently, his grip firm on her shoulders, so she faced Marcus. Marcus’s smile was hungry, his eyes locked on her large, heaving breasts.

Then Antonio’s hands moved to her breasts themselves. He didn’t caress them lovingly. He took them. His strong, tanned hands cupped the full, heavy 36D mounds, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. He pulled them, a rough, possessive tug that made her gasp. Then he twisted her nipples, pinching and rolling the sensitive peaks between his fingers. The sensation was sharp, bordering on painful, but it sent a bolt of pure arousal straight to her core. It was a demonstration of dominance, of ownership. These are mine to play with.

As Antonio worked her breasts, Marcus moved in. His hands settled on her hips from the front, steadying her. Then, without a word, he positioned himself. His thick, black cock, fully erect and gleaming, nudged against her entrance. She was sopping wet, sloppy from Antonio’s recent fucking and her own relentless arousal. There was no resistance.

He pushed forward.

The thick, blunt head of his cock entered her, stretching her anew. It was a different shape, a different feel than Antonio’s, but the fullness was the same breathtaking, overwhelming sensation. Her already-stretched, cum-filled channel accepted him with a wet, yielding gasp. He slid in deep, his shaft burying itself inside her to the hilt. The water around their hips swirled with the motion.

Tiffany’s head lolled back. She was being held, manipulated, used. Antonio behind her, mauling her breasts, twisting her nipples, sending shocks of pleasure-pain through her. Marcus in front of her, filling her pussy with his thick, hard cock, each thrust a deep, grinding invasion. She was a pivot between them; a vessel being filled from both directions.

Marcus began to move. His thrusts were slower, more deliberate than Antonio’s frantic pounding, but they were powerful. Each drive pushed him deep, his pelvis pressing against hers, his balls slapping against her skin underwater. The dual sensation, the sharp, twisting pain-pleasure on her breasts and the deep, claiming fullness in her pussy, was overwhelming. Her body was a symphony of conflicting, intense stimuli.

“Fuck, she’s tight even after you,” Marcus grunted, his eyes on Antonio.

Antonio laughed, twisting her nipples harder. “She’s a good one. Takes it well.”

The talk continued, degrading, honest. It fed her arousal. She wasn’t a girlfriend here. She was a “good one.” A hole to be used. The humiliation was a dark, secret spice that made her clench around Marcus’s cock.

He felt it. “She likes it,” he murmured, increasing his pace.

His thrusts became harder, faster. The water churned around them. Tiffany moaned, a continuous, low sound of overwhelmed pleasure. Her hands gripped Marcus’s shoulders, her nails digging in. Antonio released her breasts, his hands sliding down her wet back to grip her hips, helping to hold her steady for Marcus’s fucking.

The rhythm built. Marcus was relentless, pounding into her with a focused intensity. Each impact sent a wave through her body, jolting her breasts, shaking her frame. The soreness from Antonio’s earlier possession was now compounded, a deep, sweet ache that spoke of utter usage.

Tiffany’s climax approached, not as a sudden explosion, but as a rising tide of unbearable sensation. The fullness, the rough handling, the crude words, the secret knowledge that Ben floated peacefully nearby, all coalesced into a pressure in her core that demanded release.

Marcus sensed her tightening around him. “You gonna come for me?” he breathed, his face close to hers.

She couldn’t speak. She nodded, a frantic, desperate movement.

He fucked her harder, his cock a piston driving into her slick, stretched depths. Antonio’s hands on her hips pushed her forward onto each thrust, ensuring Marcus hit as deep as possible.

The orgasm broke over her like a wave. It was a deep, internal convulsion, a series of tight, clutching spasms that gripped Marcus’s cock and milked it deep inside her. She cried out, a short, sharp sound that was lost in the water and the wind. Her body shuddered, her legs trembling, her breasts bouncing with the force of his final, frantic drives.

With her climax, Marcus reached his own peak. He drove in one last, deep thrust, burying himself inside her, and held there. She felt him swell, pulse, then the hot, distinct flood of his release. His cum filled her, a second batch of warm seed joining Antonio’s inside her already-loaded pussy. The feeling of being filled by another man, so soon after the first, was a decadent, filthy thrill. She was a receptacle, being used to capacity.

He stayed inside her for a moment, both panting, connected. Then, slowly, he pulled out. The thick, slick slide of his cock leaving her swollen, overfilled channel was a profound sensation.

The three of them stood in the water for a beat, breathing heavily. Tiffany felt utterly spent, used, and strangely complete. Her body was a testament to the secret, stretched, sore, heavy with the cum of two different men.

Antonio slapped Marcus on the shoulder. “Good go,” he said, as if reviewing a sports play.

Marcus grinned. “She’s a keeper.”

They turned, casually, and began walking back toward the beach. Tiffany followed, her steps a little unsteady in the water. She felt the slow, warm trickle of combined semen seeping out of her, down her inner thighs.

Ben looked up from his floating meditation. He saw the three of them walking out of the sea, naked, glistening with water. His beautiful Tiffany was between the two men, her body a stunning, confident silhouette against the turquoise backdrop. They were laughing again, a normal, post-swim laughter. He smiled. Time to join them. He started swimming gently toward the shore, then stood and walked out of the water, joining the group as they reached the towels.

They all settled down on the warm sand, naked, the sun drying their skin. Ben lay next to Tiffany, his hand resting on her knee. He was relaxed, happy.

His eyes, however, couldn’t help but glance at the two other men as they lounged. And he saw. He saw their flaccid state now, but the sheer size was undeniable. Their cocks were thick, heavy, even soft. Dark and substantial against their thighs. He looked at his own modest penis, shrunk now from the cool water. The comparison was stark, humbling. A flush of insecurity warmed his cheeks, but he pushed it down. It’s just anatomy. Doesn’t matter. He was completely, blissfully unaware that those two thick, black cocks had just been buried inside his girlfriend, filling her with their seed, while he admired the cliffs.


Epilogue

The evening sun cast a warm, orange glow over the hotel’s rooftop restaurant. Tiffany and Ben sat at a small table overlooking the pool, the scene below still buzzing with music and laughter from the day’s party. They had showered, changed, and Tiffany wore a simple, elegant sundress that clung to her curves, a subtle reminder of the body she had so freely displayed hours earlier.

Ben smiled at her, his face relaxed, content. “It was so beautiful and so much fun today,” he said, echoing her earlier sentiment. He reached for her hand. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

Tiffany smiled back, but her mind was elsewhere. The guilt had crept in, a cold, sharp thread weaving through the warmth of the evening. He loves me. He worships me. He paid for this. He let me relax, spend time with them, so trusting. The image of Ben floating peacefully on his back, admiring the cliffs, while Antonio’s thick cock drove into her from behind flashed in her mind. And Marcus, filling her afterward. Both of them, within metres of Ben. A secret so brazen it felt surreal. I cheated. Right in front of him.

But then the memory surged, visceral and hot. The feeling of Antonio’s hands gripping her hips, the brutal stretch of his entry, the deep, claiming thrusts. Marcus’s cock, a different but equally substantial invasion. The crude talk. The thrill. Fuck! It was so hot. The guilt was instantly drowned by a pulsing heat in her core. Her body remembered, and it craved more.

She took a sip of her wine, trying to steady her voice. “Antonio was right. The bay was really beautiful.”

Ben nodded. “It was incredible.” His eyes drifted, a flicker of something else passing through them. “I thought it was so cool that we could all get naked,” Tiffany continued, her voice bright, testing the boundary. “It felt rebellious. And also… exhilarating.”

Ben’s smile faded slightly. He looked at her, then down at his plate. He nodded along, but the enthusiasm wasn’t there. “You didn’t mind, did you?” Tiffany pressed, leaning forward. “It was just relaxed fun.”

Ben hesitated. He picked up his fork, played with a piece of grilled fish. “Yeah, I suppose so.” He paused, then his voice dropped, almost shy. “But did you see… how big their dicks were? I felt a little eclipsed.”

Tiffany laughed, a light, dismissive sound. “Oh! Don’t be silly. Things like that don’t bother girls.” The lie tasted smooth on her tongue. Yet, at the thought, her mind flooded with the undeniable evidence. Antonio’s and Marcus’s significant size, the obvious difference even when they were soft, lounging naked on the beach. The thick, heavy weight of them, resting against their thighs. The memory of how they felt inside her, the breathtaking fullness, the way they touched places Ben’s slender, below-average dick simply couldn’t reach. The orgasms they gave her, deep, convulsive, overwhelming, compared to the small, polite releases Ben’s tentative lovemaking provided.

She looked at Ben across the table. His face was open, trusting, a little wounded by his own admission. Could I survive with just him? The question was a quiet, terrifying whisper in her mind. Not just the sex, but the life. The quiet devotion, the modest pleasures, the safe, predictable intimacy. Compared to the raw, illicit thrill of being taken by men like Antonio and Marcus, men who didn’t worship, but claimed, it felt like a dim future.

They finished their meal in a quiet that wasn’t peaceful. Ben’s thoughts were a swirl of insecurity and forced rationalization. Size doesn’t matter. She loves me. She’s with me. He watched her, the way the candlelight caught the gold in her hair, the way her dress hinted at the incredible body beneath. He felt a surge of pride, then a pang of doubt. The comparison was unavoidable, humiliating.

Tiffany’s thoughts were a storm of conflicting desire. The guilt was a shadow, but the heat was a fire. Her body felt different now, used, stretched, secretly marked. The memory of being double filled, of the slow trickle of their combined seed down her thighs as she walked from the water, was a physical imprint. She felt a low, persistent ache between her legs, a soreness that was a reminder of their possession.

Back in their room, the balcony door open to the night sounds of Ibiza, the tension simmered. Ben moved to her, his hands gentle on her shoulders. “I love you,” he whispered, his voice full of earnest devotion.

She turned to him, her smile practiced. “I love you too.” She meant it, in a way. She loved his safety, his care, his unwavering presence.

He kissed her, a soft, familiar kiss. Then his hands went to the hem of her sundress, lifting it slowly over her head. She stood before him, naked. The sight of her body, the full 36D breasts, the narrow waist, the smooth, hairless pussy, always aroused him instantly. His eyes darkened with desire, his own modest cock stirring.

She saw the look, the predictable reaction. He always gets like this. So easy. She stepped closer, her hands going to his trousers, undoing them, pulling them down. His erection was there, as expected, slender, pale, average. She took it in her hand, the familiar feel. It was a tool she knew how to use, a key to his devotion.

He lay back on the bed, his eyes fixed on her as she moved with deliberate grace. She reached for a condom, her fingers brushing the packet with a flicker of irony that she didn’t voice. A joke, really, she thought, after what had happened earlier that day, after Antonio and Marcus had claimed her without hesitation, without barriers. She tore the packet open, her movements smooth, almost practiced, and rolled the condom onto him. It felt like a formality, a hollow gesture after the raw, unfiltered intensity of the afternoon.

She climbed onto him, straddling his hips with the ease of familiarity. The position was comfortable, routine, an act they’d shared countless times before. She lowered herself onto him, taking him inside. The entry was smooth, seamless, just as it always was. There was no stretch, no overwhelming sensation, no breathtaking invasion. It was a gentle fit, a familiar filling that left her body craving more. She moved slowly, her hands resting on his chest, her mind drifting back to the memory of Antonio’s hands gripping her hips, Marcus’s claiming thrusts, the sheer fullness of them both. 

She moved, rocking her hips, using her body to pleasure him. Her mind, however, drifted. She closed her eyes, and instead of Ben’s face, she saw Antonio’s confident smirk. Instead of Ben’s gentle hands on her waist, she felt the memory of Antonio’s strong grip, holding her hips as he pounded into her in the sea. Instead of this gentle, familiar rhythm, she recalled the frantic, deep drives of Marcus, the way his thicker cock had hit a spot deep inside her that made her gasp.

She moved faster, trying to conjure the feeling, but it wasn’t there. Ben’s cock was adequate. It provided a pleasant friction, a familiar warmth. But it didn’t claim. It didn’t overwhelm. She felt her own arousal, a simmering heat built from the day’s memories, but it wasn’t being met by his body.

Ben moaned beneath her, his hands gripping her thighs. “You’re so beautiful,” he breathed, lost in his own pleasure.

She smiled down at him, a performance. Her hips worked, her breasts swayed. She was giving him a show, a grateful appreciation for the holiday. But her climax was distant, a small peak waiting at the end of a gentle slope.

After a few minutes, Ben’s movements became urgent. He was nearing his end. She matched his rhythm, knowing the script. He thrust up into her, his release building. With a final, earnest groan, he climaxed, his body tensing, his cock pulsing inside her. She felt it, the familiar, modest finish.

She kept moving, riding him through it, trying to chase her own pleasure. But as his erection subsided, hers faded too. The orgasm that arrived was small, polite, a quiet tightening, a brief flutter. It was a courtesy climax, a thank-you note for his effort.

He pulled her down into a cuddle, his arms wrapping around her, his face nuzzling her hair. “That was amazing,” he murmured, completely satisfied.

She lay in his arms, her body cooling, her mind racing. The soreness from the afternoon’s activities was still there, a dull ache deep inside.

Ben drifted off to sleep quickly, his breathing becoming deep and regular. Tiffany lay awake, staring at the balcony, the Ibiza night buzzing beyond. The memory of the day played on a loop in her mind, the thick, black cocks, the crude words, the secret thrill, the overwhelming fullness. The heat in her core hadn’t faded; it had just been banked, waiting. She thought of Antonio’s knowing smile, Marcus’s hungry eyes. She thought of Ben’ trusting, oblivious face floating in the water.

The question hung in the dark room, unanswered, terrifying, and thrilling: What happens tomorrow?


Book Three Teaser

Ibiza had changed Tiffany.

It wasn’t just the sun, or the parties, or the late nights and cheap cocktails. It was something else. Something deeper. Something she hadn’t expected when she and Ben booked those cheap flights months ago while sitting on the sofa back in Essex.

She had arrived on the island as someone’s girlfriend. She was starting to realise she might leave as someone else entirely.

The days after the boat trip felt different. The holiday was no longer just beaches and dinners and drinks by the pool. Now there were messages from Antonio. Short messages. Simple ones.

Pool later. Beach bar tonight. You come out with us.

She didn’t show Ben the messages. She didn’t really decide not to. She just didn’t.

At first it felt like a secret. Then it started to feel like a second life.

During the day she lay on the beach beside Ben, holding his hand, talking about where they should go for dinner, what they should do when they got back home, normal life conversations.

But at night, in the bars and parties and hidden places along the beach, she became someone else. Someone more confident. Someone who liked being looked at. Someone who liked the attention, the excitement, the feeling of being wanted and chosen.

Antonio and Marcus were always there somewhere. Not always with her, not always talking to her, but always nearby, like they were part of the island itself. And every time she saw them, she felt that same heat low in her stomach, the same memory, the same thrill.

The first time had felt shocking. The second time had felt exciting. The third time didn’t feel shocking at all anymore.

She started to realise that what happened on the island didn’t feel like cheating. It felt like something separate. Like Ibiza had its own rules.

Ben still held her hand when they walked back to the hotel.
Ben still paid for dinners and drinks. Ben still looked at her like she was the most beautiful girl in the world.

And she still kissed him and told him she loved him.

But now, when she looked at Antonio across a crowded bar, or when Marcus smiled at her from across the beach, she felt something else too. Something dangerous. Something exciting.

She wasn’t just reacting anymore. She was starting to look for them. Starting to plan where they might be. Starting to choose nights out because she knew they would be there.

Her cheating was no longer an accident. It was becoming a choice.

And the most dangerous part of all was this:

She was starting to realise she liked the secret. She liked the risk. She liked living two lives at the same time.

And Ibiza still had several days left before they flew home.
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Taboo: Tricked Into Interracial Gangbang!

Stunning Mia can't resist being devoured by hot sexy athletes!

By Emma Sluttily

Mia had everything planned.

A dream university.
A promising future in sports journalism.
A handsome boyfriend waiting for her every other weekend.

Smart, ambitious, and strikingly beautiful, nineteen-year-old Mia believes she understands exactly how her life will unfold.

Until the day she’s given a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

Her professor selects her to cover the first basketball game of the season and promises exclusive access to the winning team in the locker room afterwards. For a young journalism student eager to prove herself, it feels like the perfect break.

But Mia has no idea she’s been carefully chosen for something very different.

Behind the scenes, a secret tradition has been running for years, whispered about among the players and hidden from the rest of the campus. A dangerous initiation designed for only the most beautiful and naïve new students.

By the time Mia walks through the locker-room doors, it’s already too late.

Surrounded by a team of powerful, confident athletes who know exactly what game they’re playing, Mia finds herself pulled into a world of temptation, humiliation, and raw desire she never knew existed.

And once that door closes behind her…

There is no turning back.

Taboo: Tricked Into Interracial Gangbang! is a dark, provocative erotic story of corruption, temptation, and sexual awakening. Mia’s life, her relationships, and her understanding of herself will never be the same again.

This is only the beginning.

Book One of a shocking new Interracial Erotic series from Emma Sluttily.


Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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