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Epilogue

The Ibiza sun was a relentless, baking weight on Ben’s skin. He lay on his towel, sweat trickling down his spine, but the heat wasn’t the source of his discomfort. It was the slow, crawling suspicion that had taken root in his mind and refused to wilt.

Beside him, Tiffany was a vision of perfect relaxation. She lay on her stomach, her face turned away from him, her body arranged in a languid display. The bikini she wore was a micro-minimalist affair, two tiny triangles of white fabric holding her large 36D breasts, and a minuscule strip of cloth covering the bare essentials of her hips. Her skin, tan and smooth, glistened with a light sheen of oil. Her round, heart-shaped ass was a perfect curve against the towel, drawing eyes like a magnet.

He watched as a group of guys walked past, their strides slowing unconsciously. Their glances lingered, swept over her from breasts to ass, then moved on with a reluctant quickening of pace. Tiffany didn’t stir. She didn’t acknowledge them. But Ben knew. She felt it. The attention was a fuel she breathed in, a validation that kept her glowing. She stretched, a slow, deliberate arch of her back that pushed her chest against the towel, then settled again. A performance, even in repose.

She’s just sunbathing, he told himself. She’s comfortable in her body. That’s good.

But his mind kept dragging him back to the private bay. The memory was a splinter he couldn’t pull out.

He remembered them stripping. Antonio and Marcus, confident, laughing, dropping their shorts without a hint of hesitation. Their bodies were tanned, muscular, athletic. And then… their cocks. Even flaccid, they were substantial. Thick, dark, heavy against their thighs. A shocking, humbling display of raw masculine endowment. Ben had felt a flush of inadequacy then, seeing his own modest penis shrink in the cool air. Just anatomy, he’d mumbled to himself.

But Tiffany… he remembered her eyes. She hadn’t looked away. She’d watched. Her gaze had swept over their bodies, lingered. There was no shyness, no embarrassment. It was a study. A fascinated, appreciative look. And when they’d run into the water, naked and laughing, she’d followed without a backward glance at him. She’d plunged into the sea with them, her own beautiful body a pale, graceful contrast to their darker, powerful forms.

He’d joined them and then moved away. Just letting her have fun.

The water had been deep, the distance significant. From where he had been, he could see them as vague shapes, splashing, laughing, close together. He’d floated later, peaceful, trusting. But now, under the brutal honesty of the beach sun, the questions he’d suppressed began to scream.

What were they doing out there?

They were naked. She was naked. They were close. The memory of their thick, black cocks, now vivid in his mind, twisted into a new, terrifying possibility.

Did she… touch them? Did her hands, curious and bold, reach out in the water to feel what she’d seen? Did her fingers trace that thick length, exploring the difference he couldn’t provide?

Did they touch her? Their hands, those strong, tanned hands that had gripped windsurfing boards and DJ equipment… did they slide over her smooth, tan skin? Did they cup her full breasts, those 36D mounds he worshipped? Did they stroke her narrow waist, her round ass? Did they find her smooth, hairless pussy, out there in the open water?

Did she kiss one of them? While he floated, gazing at cliffs, did she turn her face to Antonio or Marcus and let their mouths claim hers? Did she taste their lips, their tongues, in a secret, saltwater kiss?

Stop. You’re being stupid. Paranoid. They were just swimming.

But the thoughts didn’t stop. They cycled, each one feeding the next. The image of Tiffany, naked and willing, between two larger, more dominant men, in a secluded bay… it wasn’t just swimming. It was a scenario. A recipe for something else.

He looked at her again, lying so confidently, so owned by her own beauty. She attracted attention effortlessly. Men wanted her. Antonio and Marcus were men. Confident, experienced, Ibiza men who knew how to take what they wanted.

Did they take her?

The doubt was a poison, seeping into his pride. He had saved for months, worked overtime, denied himself things to bring her here. To give her this luxury, this attention. He’d felt like a king walking behind her, showing her off. Now, he felt like a fool. A naive, trusting fool who might have handed his beautiful girlfriend to two other men and smiled while they played with her.

“It’s so hot,” Tiffany murmured, her voice lazy and content. She rolled onto her side, facing him. The tiny bikini top strained against the full weight of her breasts. One nipple, hardened by the cool breeze or something else, peeked almost entirely over the fabric’s edge. She didn’t adjust it. She smiled at him. “I’m going to swim. Cool off.”

She stood up.

The movement was a slow, graceful unfolding. Her body, from narrow waist to strong thighs, was a masterpiece of curves. She tugged the tiny bikini bottom, a pointless gesture that did nothing to cover more of her smooth, shaved pussy. Then she walked.

Her walk was a confident, hip-swaying stroll toward the water’s edge. She knew how to walk. She knew men were watching. She knew her 36D breasts bounced with each step, that her round ass shifted in a hypnotic rhythm. She was a spectacle, and she performed it perfectly.

Ben watched, as he always did. The usual pride bubbled up, she’s mine, look at her, look at what I have. But it was drowned instantly by a stronger, colder current: jealousy, and a gut-deep fear that he was losing her.

She was walking into the sea, into the same element where his suspicions fermented. She was leaving him on the shore again, just like at the bay. And he was watching, just like at the bay.

As she reached the water and waded in, her tiny bikini instantly transparent against the wet, he knew something had changed. The holiday had shifted the ground beneath them. He was no longer just her proud boyfriend. He was a man with a question burning in his gut, a question he couldn’t ask, but one that might eat him alive.

What happened in that water?

And worse: What will happen next?


Chapter One

The hotel restaurant was already busy when they came down for breakfast, the low hum of conversation and the clink of plates filling the bright room. Sunlight poured through the large windows that looked out over the pool, already dotted with people claiming loungers for the day. The air smelled of coffee, toast, and sunscreen drifting in from outside every time the doors opened.

Tiffany walked ahead of Ben toward the buffet, her light summer dress moving softly around her thighs as she walked. The thin fabric followed the shape of her body rather than hiding it, brushing against her hips and the gentle curve of her backside with each step. Her skin was lightly tanned from the last week in the sun, smooth and golden, and the dress left her shoulders and arms bare, showing just enough skin to draw the eye without her seeming to try at all. She looked relaxed, confident, completely at ease in this place now, like she belonged on holiday, like this life suited her.

It wasn’t just that she was pretty, though she was. It was her figure, the shape of her body that made people look twice. She had full, naturally heavy breasts that gave her a soft, unmistakably feminine silhouette even in a simple summer dress, a narrow waist that curved in before her hips flared out again into a smooth, rounded shape. When she walked, there was a natural sway to her hips, unforced, effortless, the kind of movement that drew attention without her even realising it. Her legs were long and lightly tanned, and she walked with an easy confidence that made it seem as if she expected the world to look at her.

Ben followed a few steps behind carrying their plates, and as they walked across the restaurant, he noticed what he’d started to notice more and more over the last few days.

Men looked at her.

And in an obvious way, turning and staring openly, some just quick glances and second looks. The look as she passed, then the small turn of the head after she had gone by. It had started happening the moment they arrived in Ibiza, and now Ben saw it everywhere they went. On the beach. By the pool. In bars. And now even here, in the hotel restaurant at breakfast.

And he was starting to realise that Tiffany either didn’t notice anymore, or she did notice and had simply become used to it.

Men looked at her.

Ben noticed all of it now. He couldn’t help it.

They sat down near the window, looking out over the pool. Tiffany pushed her sunglasses up onto her head and started buttering some toast.

“I think we should go down to the beach again today,” she said casually. “The water was so nice yesterday.”

“Yeah,” Ben said. “Beach sounds good.”

“And I think Antonio said he had lessons again today,” she added, still looking down at her plate as she cut her toast. “He said we should come by if we wanted to go out on the boards again.”

She said it so casually. Like Antonio was just another holiday friend. Like it was obvious they’d see him again.

Ben looked at her for a moment. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah,” she said. “And Marcus might be around later as well. He said sometimes they all go to that beach bar further down in the afternoon. Could be quite fun.”

She took a sip of her coffee and looked out toward the pool, completely relaxed.

She hadn’t asked if he wanted to see Antonio and Marcus again.
She hadn’t even really suggested it.

She had just assumed.

Ben noticed that. He noticed it very clearly. But he didn’t say anything. He just nodded slightly and picked up his fork.

“Yeah, could do,” he said.

Tiffany smiled. “Good. I’m really starting to like it here,” she said. “It’s not like a normal holiday. It’s more… I don’t know… it’s fun, it’s chilled, the people are really nice and it’s more interesting.”

Ben looked at her across the table. She looked happy. Really happy. Her hair was slightly lighter from the sun, her skin golden, her eyes bright. She looked more confident than he had ever seen her before. More relaxed. More alive.

And he couldn’t tell if that was a good thing or not.

He followed her gaze out toward the pool and saw a group of guys walking past outside, heading toward the sun loungers. One of them glanced through the window and looked straight at Tiffany, his eyes lingering for a second before he looked away again.

Ben looked back at Tiffany. She hadn’t noticed. Or maybe she had and just didn’t care anymore.

She reached across the table and touched his hand lightly. “It’s a good holiday, isn’t it?” she said.

“Yeah,” Ben said. “It is.”

But as he sat there watching her, watching how comfortable she had become here, how easily she talked about Antonio and Marcus now, how she just assumed they would see them again, he started to realise something.

This holiday didn’t really feel like their holiday anymore.

It was starting to feel like Tiffany’s holiday.

And he wasn’t entirely sure where he fitted into it now.


Chapter Two

The heat hit them the moment they stepped out of the hotel lobby, the Ibiza sun already high and bright, the air warm and heavy with the smell of sunscreen, salt, and hot pavement. Music drifted faintly from somewhere down the road toward the beach, a slow, lazy beat that seemed to match the pace of the island itself. People walked past in swimsuits and loose shirts, flip-flops slapping against the pavement, everyone moving slowly, like there was no reason to rush anywhere.

Tiffany walked beside Ben, a loose shirt tied at her waist and a small bikini underneath, her beach bag hanging from one shoulder. Her hair was loose and slightly messy from the humidity, her sunglasses pushed up on her head. She looked completely relaxed, completely at home here now, like this routine of hotel, beach, drinks, and late nights had become normal life.

As they got closer to the beach, the crowds grew thicker. People were everywhere, walking toward the sand, coming back from the sea, standing outside beach bars with cold drinks in their hands. Music from one of the beach bars got louder, a deep bassline rolling out across the sand, mixing with laughter and the sound of the sea.

When they stepped onto the beach itself, the brightness of the sand and water almost hurt their eyes for a moment. The beach was busy, rows of towels and umbrellas, people lying in the sun, others walking along the shoreline, groups standing talking with beers in their hands.

Tiffany slipped her shirt off and stuffed it into her bag as they walked across the sand looking for a place to put their towels. The bikini she was wearing today was small, one of the smaller ones she’d brought on holiday, and it showed off the full shape of her body in a way that was impossible not to notice. The top held her full breasts with just enough fabric to cover them, and the bottoms sat high on her hips, showing the long lines of her legs and the curve of her hips and backside whenever she turned or bent slightly to adjust her bag.

Ben noticed the looks again almost immediately.

A man lying on his towel looked up as they walked past and followed Tiffany with his eyes for a second. Two guys standing near the water both looked as she walked by, one of them nudging the other slightly. Even a couple walking in the opposite direction glanced at her as they passed.

Ben spread the towels out on the sand, but he found himself looking around more than he used to, noticing who was looking at her, how often it happened. It wasn’t just one or two people. It was constant. Everywhere they went.

Tiffany lay down on her towel on her stomach and stretched slightly, closing her eyes and letting out a small, contented sigh as the sun hit her back.

“This is perfect,” she said.

Ben sat down beside her and looked out toward the sea for a moment, then back at her, then at the people walking past behind her.

“You know everyone stares at you,” he said after a moment.

She opened one eye and looked at him. “They stare at everyone here,” she said casually.

Ben shook his head slightly. “No, they don’t.”

She smiled and closed her eyes again, turning her head so her chin rested on her arms. “You’re just being paranoid,” she said lightly.

“I’m not,” he said. “I see it.”

She rolled onto her side slightly so she could look at him properly, her sunglasses now over her eyes. “So what if they look?” she said. “We’re on holiday. Everyone looks at everyone.”

“It’s not the same,” Ben said quietly.

She studied him for a moment, then smiled again, a small, confident smile. “You should be pleased,” she said. “They’re looking, but I’m here with you.”

She reached into her beach bag and pulled out the bottle of tanning lotion, tossing it lightly onto his towel.

“Here,” she said, rolling onto her stomach again and pushing her hair over one shoulder. “Do my back for me. And the backs of my legs. I don’t want weird tan lines.”

Ben picked up the bottle and squeezed some lotion into his hands, watching her as she lay there on the towel in the sun. Up close, he could see the faint tan lines from the different bikinis she’d worn over the last week, pale lines against her golden skin. Her back was smooth and warm from the sun, her waist narrowing in before her hips curved out again, the small bikini bottoms sitting high on her hips and leaving most of her round backside exposed to the sun.

He started at her shoulders, slowly rubbing the lotion into her skin, working it across her shoulder blades and down the middle of her back. She let out a small, contented sigh and relaxed further into the towel.

“Mmm, that feels nice,” she said, her voice lazy in the heat.

He moved his hands lower, spreading the lotion across her lower back and over the curve of her hips, then down onto the backs of her thighs. From where he was sitting, he was very aware that anyone walking past behind them could see her lying there in her tiny bikini while he rubbed lotion into her back and legs. People walked past constantly along the sand, and more than once he noticed someone glance over as they passed.

He finished rubbing the lotion down her calves and sat back on his towel for a moment, looking at her lying there in the sun, relaxed, confident, completely comfortable in her body and in the attention she seemed to attract everywhere they went.

Being on holiday with Tiffany, he was starting to realise, was very different from being with her anywhere else.

“You see?” she said lazily, her face turned to the side, eyes closed. “This is what holidays are for. Sun, sea, and being looked after.”

Ben gave a small smile but didn’t answer straight away. He finished rubbing the lotion into the backs of her legs, then sat back on his towel again.

A couple walked past behind them, and he noticed the man glance down at Tiffany as they passed. The woman noticed too and said something quietly to him as they walked on.

Ben lay back on his towel and looked up at the sky again, listening to the music drifting across the sand, feeling the heat of the sun on his chest.

Tiffany lay beside him, relaxed and comfortable, like she didn’t have a care in the world.

But Ben was starting to realise that being on holiday with Tiffany here in Ibiza was very different from being with her back home.

Here, it felt like everyone wanted her.

And he was starting to wonder how long he could pretend that didn’t matter.

She reached out and touched his arm briefly, then lay back down on her stomach again, completely relaxed, like the conversation was finished and not important at all.

But Ben wasn’t completely relaxed anymore.

He lay back on his towel and stared up at the blue sky, listening to the music from the beach bar, the sound of the sea, the voices of people around them. He turned his head slightly and saw another man walking past glance down at Tiffany as he passed.

He was starting to realise that coming on holiday with a girl who looked like Tiffany was very different from being at home.

Here, it felt like the whole world was looking at her.

And he wasn’t sure anymore whether she minded that at all.


Chapter Three

The afternoon settled into that slow, heavy Ibiza heat where time seemed to stretch out and nothing felt urgent. The music from the beach bar drifted across the sand in slow pulses of bass and soft electronic melodies, mixing with the sound of the sea and the constant low murmur of people talking, laughing, moving past.

Tiffany and Ben lay on their towels, the sun high above them, the sand warm beneath the thin fabric. Every now and then they would get up and walk down to the water, wade in, cool off, then come back and lie down again, letting the sun dry their skin. It was the sort of day that should have felt perfect. Easy. Relaxed. Carefree.

But Ben couldn’t fully relax anymore.

He lay on his back, one arm behind his head, looking out across the beach, but his mind kept drifting back to the private bay. He hadn’t really thought about it properly at the time. It had all felt like part of the adventure, part of the holiday, swimming naked in a hidden bay, laughing, diving into the water, lying on the sand afterwards with no one else around.

But now, lying on a busy public beach with people all around them, it felt different when he thought about it.

He remembered Antonio and Marcus standing up on the sand and just casually pulling their shorts off, completely comfortable, completely unbothered about being naked in front of them. He remembered the first thing he’d noticed was how big they both were, even soft, thick and heavy between their legs. He remembered feeling suddenly very aware of his own body, very aware that he didn’t look like that.

And he remembered Tiffany watching them.

Not staring. Not obviously. But watching. Curious. Interested. He remembered the way her eyes had followed them as they walked down toward the water, both of them naked, laughing, calling back to her to come in.

Then he remembered her standing up and dropping her bikini without really hesitating at all, just smiling and saying how amazing it would be to swim naked in a place like that. He had barely had time to respond before she had been walking down the beach after them, completely naked, her body moving easily and confidently in a way he hadn’t seen before.

He had stayed on the beach for a minute or two before joining them. He remembered that clearly now. He had been folding his shorts, looking out at the water, telling himself not to be stupid, that it was just swimming, just fun, just a holiday.

But now he found himself thinking about those couple of minutes when she had been in the water with them and he hadn’t been there yet.

He turned his head slightly and looked at Tiffany lying beside him on her towel. She was on her stomach again, sunglasses on, completely relaxed, like she didn’t have a care in the world. Her bikini today was black and very small, and from where he was lying he could see the smooth curve of her back, the narrow line of her waist, the way her hips widened again into the full, round curve of her backside, the small triangles of fabric barely covering her. The sun caught on her tanned skin, and she shifted slightly on the towel, settling more comfortably, completely unaware or unconcerned about how exposed she looked lying there in the bright afternoon sun.

A couple walked past behind them and Ben saw the man glance down as they passed. It wasn’t a long look, just a quick one, but Ben saw it clearly. He was starting to see those looks everywhere now, like once he had noticed it he couldn’t stop noticing it.

He lay back again and stared up at the sky, but after a few seconds he turned his head and looked at her again anyway. It was impossible not to. She looked so comfortable, so confident, like she knew she looked good and didn’t see any reason to hide it.

And lying there watching her, with the memory of the private bay still in the back of his mind, he felt that same uneasy feeling again, the one he couldn’t quite shake anymore, the feeling that something had changed on this holiday and he wasn’t entirely sure he understood what it was yet.

Other men noticed her. He saw it constantly now. A man walking past glanced down at her. Two guys carrying beers looked over as they walked by. Even a couple walking past both looked at her, the man openly and the woman more quickly, more carefully.

He looked back out toward the sea again, but the thought wouldn’t leave his head.

Did anything happen in the water while I was enjoying the scenery?

He tried to tell himself he was being stupid. Paranoid. It had all been right there in front of him after he joined them. Swimming, splashing, laughing, floating on their backs looking up at the cliffs. Nothing had happened then. Nothing obvious anyway.

But he couldn’t stop thinking about the way Tiffany had looked at Antonio and Marcus when they first stripped naked. He couldn’t stop thinking about how comfortable she had been being naked with them. He couldn’t stop thinking about how confident Antonio was, how he looked at Tiffany sometimes, like he already knew she liked him.

And she did like him. That part wasn’t in doubt.

Ben turned his head again and looked at her. She was smiling slightly now, eyes closed, face turned toward the sun, completely relaxed.

He realised something then, lying there in the heat with the music drifting across the sand and people walking past constantly looking at his girlfriend.

Other men didn’t just notice Tiffany.

They wanted her.

And he was starting to think that Antonio definitely wanted her.

The thought that followed that one was the one he didn’t really want to think about.

He wasn’t entirely sure anymore that Tiffany didn’t want Antonio too.


Chapter Four

The afternoon had settled into that slow, lazy rhythm of sun, sea, and music drifting across the sand. Tiffany had just come back from the water and was standing beside their towels, squeezing the salt water out of her hair and twisting it over one shoulder. Drops of water ran down her back and over her tanned skin, catching the sunlight as they fell.

Ben was sitting on his towel, watching her, when he saw someone walking across the sand toward them from the direction of the windsurf boards.

He recognised the walk before he properly saw who it was.

Antonio moved across the beach with the same relaxed confidence he always seemed to have, like he belonged there more than anyone else. He wore loose board shorts, no shirt, sunglasses, and he walked barefoot across the hot sand like he didn’t even feel it. A couple of people called out to him as he passed and he raised a hand in greeting without really breaking stride.

Tiffany turned slightly, following Ben’s line of sight, and the moment she saw Antonio her whole expression changed.

She smiled immediately.

“Hey!” she called, raising a hand.

Antonio walked up to them and stopped beside Tiffany first, not Ben. He smiled at her, looking her up and down for a brief second in a way that was quick but unmistakable. Then, without really asking, he lowered himself down onto the sand beside her, close enough that he was almost sitting on the edge of her towel.

Tiffany shifted slightly to make space for him, propping herself up onto one elbow so she could face him properly. From where Ben was lying, it immediately felt like the two of them were now sitting together, talking, while he was slightly off to the side.

“Hey,” Antonio said. “You enjoy the beach?”

“Yeah, it’s perfect today,” Tiffany said. “We’ve just been swimming and lying in the sun doing nothing.”

Antonio nodded, glancing out toward the sea, then back at her. Up close, sitting next to her like that, he seemed even more relaxed, completely comfortable, like sitting close to her in a tiny bikini in the middle of a crowded beach was the most normal thing in the world.

Ben sat up slightly on his towel, suddenly feeling like he should be part of the conversation rather than just lying there listening to them talk.

Antonio turned his head slightly toward him. “You good, man?”

“Yeah, good,” Ben said.

But Antonio’s attention drifted back to Tiffany almost immediately.

“Tonight there is a party at the beach bar further down,” he said. “Not big tourist place, more local people. Good music. I play a bit later. You should come.”

Tiffany smiled straight away. “That sounds amazing,” she said. “What time?”

Antonio shrugged slightly. “Late. Ibiza time. After midnight.”

She laughed. “That sounds dangerous.”

Antonio smiled back at her. “Ibiza is dangerous,” he said.

Ben watched the two of them sitting there talking, their heads slightly closer together than they needed to be, completely comfortable with each other. And he couldn’t help noticing how quickly Tiffany seemed to become more animated when Antonio was around, how she smiled more, laughed more, leaned slightly toward him when he spoke.

He wasn’t sure he liked how quickly that had started to feel normal.

He then added, “Tomorrow also, maybe we go out on the boat again. Marcus wants to go to another bay, very quiet place, very beautiful. You want to come, you come with us.”

Tiffany turned and looked at Ben, but it wasn’t really a question. It was more like she was checking he’d heard.

“That sounds really cool,” she said. “We should definitely do that.”

Ben hesitated for just a fraction of a second, but both of them were looking at him now.

“Yeah,” he said. “Yeah, sounds good.”

Antonio nodded once, like that settled it. “Good,” he said. “I see you tonight then.”

He gave Tiffany a quick smile again, then nodded to Ben and turned, walking back across the sand toward the windsurf boards, already being called over by someone else.

Tiffany watched him go for a moment, then turned back and lay down on her towel again, smiling slightly.

“That sounds fun,” she said.

Ben lay back on his towel and looked up at the sky again, listening to the music drifting across the beach and the sound of the sea.

But he couldn’t stop thinking about how that conversation had just gone.

Antonio had invited. Tiffany had accepted. And he had agreed.

And somehow, without anyone actually saying it out loud, it felt like Antonio had been the one making the plans, Tiffany had been the one deciding they would go, and he had just been the one going along with it.


Chapter Five

The room was quiet apart from the soft hum of the air conditioning and the distant sound of music drifting up from the pool below. The balcony doors were open, letting in warm air and sunlight that spilled across the bed and floor.

Ben sat on the edge of the bed, scrolling absent-mindedly on his phone, only half paying attention to what he was looking at. He could hear the shower running in the bathroom, the steady sound of water against tiles, and every now and then the faint movement of Tiffany shifting inside.

They were heading back out on the boat.

Again.

He wasn’t entirely sure how that had become the plan for today, but like most things recently, it had just sort of… happened.

Tiffany had mentioned it the night before. Then she had confirmed it that morning. And now it was what they were doing.

The shower stopped.

A moment later, the bathroom door opened.

Ben looked up.

And for a second, he didn’t say anything.

Tiffany stepped out into the room in another bikini.

But this one was different.

He had thought some of the others she had worn this holiday were small. He had thought he’d already seen the skimpiest ones she owned. But this… this was something else entirely.

The bottoms were little more than a narrow strip of fabric at the front, just enough to cover her, held in place by thin strings tied high on her hips. From the side, they seemed to disappear completely, the fabric giving way to nothing but skin before the thin string ran around her hips and back. As she turned slightly toward the mirror, he could see the way it sat against her, the minimal cut leaving most of her completely uncovered, the thin strap disappearing between the curve of her backside.

The top was no more substantial. Two small triangles of fabric, just enough to cover her nipples, tied behind her neck and across her back with thin strings that emphasised rather than hid the shape of her chest. It held her in place, but only just, like the whole thing was designed to show rather than conceal.

Together, the two pieces didn’t really feel like something that covered her.

They just made it… acceptable.

Legal.

She walked over to the mirror, completely comfortable, completely at ease, like there was nothing unusual about what she was wearing. About being so totally exposed. She adjusted one of the ties at her hip slightly, then ran her hands through her hair, letting it fall loosely over her shoulders.

“What do you think?” she said, glancing at him through the mirror.

Ben let out a quiet breath, almost a laugh, shaking his head slightly.

“That’s… tiny,” he said.

She smiled.

“It’s Ibiza,” she said simply, like that explained everything.

He watched her for another moment as she turned slightly from side to side, checking how it looked from different angles, completely unselfconscious, completely confident in her body and how she looked.

And she did look incredible.

There was no denying that.

But as he sat there watching her, he couldn’t help thinking about where they were going. Who they were meeting. The boat. Antonio. Marcus.

And now this.

“You’re wearing that on the boat?” he asked.

She turned and looked at him properly now, smiling slightly.

“Why not?” she said. “It’s just a bikini.”

Ben looked at her for a second, then gave a small shrug, like he didn’t want to make it into a thing.

“Yeah,” he said. “I guess.”

She picked up her bag and slipped her phone inside, then grabbed a light shirt before pausing, almost reconsidering. Instead, she reached for a different cover-up, a loose, knitted mesh piece, and pulled it down over her head.

The fabric fell lightly over her body, but it was so open and sheer that it barely changed anything. The tiny bikini underneath was still completely visible, the dark lines of the strings and the shape of her body clear through the mesh, her full firm breasts, her round as, the slither of material over her sex, the sunlight catching on her skin beneath it.

She glanced at herself in the mirror again, turning slightly, satisfied, then looked back at Ben.

“Better?” she said with a small smile.

Ben let out a quiet breath, half amused, half something else.

“Not really,” he said.

She laughed softly, clearly not bothered, and adjusted the strap of her bag on her shoulder.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s go.”

She headed for the door without waiting, the light mesh cover-up moving around her as she walked, doing little to hide her and somehow making her even more noticeable.

Ben followed a moment later, watching her as she stepped out into the bright Ibiza morning, and once again he had that same feeling.

She wasn’t dressing like this for him anymore.

She was dressing like this because she could.

As he stepped out into the bright Ibiza morning behind her, watching her walk ahead of him again, he realised something.

A week ago, he would have thought that bikini was too much.

Now…
he wasn’t even sure he had a say in it anymore.


Chapter Six

The small harbour felt quieter than the main marina they had used before, more local, less polished. A handful of fishing boats bobbed gently against the worn wooden pontoons, ropes creaking softly as they shifted with the movement of the water. The air smelled of salt, fuel, and sun-warmed wood, and somewhere nearby a radio played faint Spanish music.

Antonio’s boat was already there, tied loosely at the edge of the dock.

He and Marcus stood beside it, talking, both turning as Tiffany and Ben walked down the pontoon toward them. As always, Antonio noticed Tiffany first.

“Hey,” he called, smiling.

“Hey,” Tiffany replied, her tone instantly brighter, her pace quickening slightly as she walked ahead of Ben again.

As they got closer, both Antonio and Marcus looked up.

And both of them noticed her immediately.

There was a brief pause in their conversation, just a second, but Ben saw it clearly. Antonio’s eyes moved over her once, slow and deliberate, taking in the mesh cover-up, the bikini visible beneath it, the way it left very little hidden. Marcus gave a small, knowing smile, his gaze lingering a moment longer before he glanced toward Antonio.

Neither of them said anything about it.

They didn’t need to.

Tiffany stepped onto the pontoon as if it was the most natural thing in the world, completely comfortable, completely at ease under their attention.

Ben followed behind her, noticing everything.

Ben followed, carrying the bag, watching the now familiar shift in her. It was subtle, but it was there every time. The way she smiled more. The way she stood a little differently. The way her attention locked onto Antonio almost immediately.

There was a third man on the boat.

He was younger, maybe nineteen or twenty, tall and lean with that same effortless build Antonio had, just less filled out. He wore loose, baggy board shorts and no shirt, his skin already dark from the sun. There was something immediately familiar about him, the same facial structure, the same easy posture, the same calm, confident way of standing like he didn’t need to prove anything.

Antonio gestured toward him.

“This is Diego,” he said. “My nephew.”

Diego gave a relaxed nod, his eyes briefly taking in both of them before settling on Tiffany for a second longer than necessary, a small, knowing smile touching his lips.

“Nice to meet you,” he said.

“You too,” Tiffany replied, smiling back easily.

Diego didn’t rush the moment. His eyes moved over her openly, not even attempting to hide it, taking in the full picture of her standing there in front of him. It wasn’t a quick glance like most people gave. It was slower, more deliberate, like he was letting himself appreciate what he was looking at.

For a second, Ben thought Tiffany might react to it.

But she didn’t.

If anything, her smile stayed exactly the same, relaxed, comfortable, like she was already used to being looked at that way now.

Ben noticed that as well.

Not just that Diego looked at her, but that Tiffany didn’t seem surprised by it anymore. If anything, she seemed used to it now, like this kind of attention had become part of her holiday.

“He comes sometimes when we go out,” Antonio said casually. “Helps with the boat. Keeps us company.”

Marcus smirked slightly at that but didn’t say anything.

Tiffany stepped lightly onto the boat as Antonio held it steady, her movements easy, confident, like she had already done this before. Diego moved slightly to give her space, his eyes following her as she stepped down.

Ben climbed in after her, suddenly aware again of the smallness of the boat, of how close they all were going to be for the next hour or so.

Antonio untied the rope and pushed the boat away from the dock, jumping in as the engine came to life with a low, steady rumble.

As they pulled out of the harbour, Tiffany sat at the front again, facing forward, the wind already catching her hair as the boat picked up speed. Marcus sat opposite her, Diego leaning casually against the side, and Ben found himself slightly to the side again, watching, observing.

Four men and one woman.

And once again, without anyone saying it

Chapter Seven

The boat slowed as they turned into the same hidden bay, the water shifting from deep blue to that clear, almost unreal turquoise as the shoreline came into view. The cliffs curved around the small beach, cutting it off from everything else, making it feel just as private and untouched as the last time they had been there.

Tiffany was already at the front again, holding onto the side as the boat drifted closer, her eyes fixed on the strip of sand ahead, taking it in for the first time.

“It’s beautiful,” she said, her voice softer now, almost impressed.

Antonio gave a small, knowing smile as he cut the engine. “Better than the other one,” he said.

The boat eased in closer, the water turning clearer, calmer, the small cove opening up around them like it had been hidden away from the rest of the island.

The boat eased in close enough that they could step out without swimming. Antonio jumped down first into the water, which came up to just above his waist, and steadied the boat as it rocked gently against the small waves.

“Careful,” he said, looking up at Tiffany.

She stepped down next, holding onto his arm for balance as she moved into the water. The sudden coolness made her laugh, and she pushed her hair back as she waded forward toward the sand.

Marcus followed, then Ben, while Diego stayed behind for a moment, tying off the rope and dropping a small anchor to keep the boat in place just a few metres from the shore.

By the time Ben reached the beach, Tiffany was already walking up the sand, the water dripping from her legs, her movements easy and unhurried like she had already settled into the place again. She looked completely at home here, like the private cove belonged to her just as much as it did to them.

Diego jumped down from the boat and waded in after them, grabbing the small cooler and passing it forward as they started unloading the few things they had brought. Towels, drinks, a small speaker, nothing much, just enough for the day.

Antonio didn’t hesitate. He walked ahead up the beach, scanning the sand for a moment before pointing toward a spot slightly higher up, away from the waterline.

“Here,” he said. “Best place.”

They followed him, and it quickly became clear that he knew exactly what he was doing. The spot was flat, clean, with just enough space for all of them, and positioned so they had a perfect view out across the bay while still feeling completely hidden from the outside world.

Tiffany dropped her bag onto the sand and looked around, turning slowly, taking it all in again.

“No one else,” she said quietly.

“No one comes here,” Marcus replied. “Not unless they know.”

There was something about that, the isolation, the quiet, the fact that they were completely alone, that settled differently this time. It wasn’t just a nice beach. It felt like a place outside everything else. A place where normal rules didn’t quite apply.

Ben set the towels down and started laying them out, but he couldn’t help noticing how easily Tiffany moved around the space, how quickly she seemed to relax into it again, like she had been waiting to come back.

Like this place meant something now.

The boat rocked gently behind them, the water calm, the sun high above, and the music from the speaker started quietly in the background.

And as they settled in, it felt less like a day at the beach…

and more like they had stepped back into something that had already begun the last time they were there.


Chapter Eight

The air in the secluded cove was still and heavy, the quiet a profound contrast to the Ibiza party noise they’d left behind. Antonio had chosen the spot—a perfect crescent of golden sand sheltered by high, rocky cliffs. Towels were laid out, bottles of water opened, a portable speaker emitted a low, rhythmic pulse. The sense of isolation was absolute. No one else. No rules.

Antonio stood, his tanned, muscular body a natural command in the space. “Water’s perfect,” he announced, not a suggestion but a declaration. “Let’s swim.” He didn’t wait for agreement. He simply turned and began walking toward the sea.

Marcus followed instantly, a shadow to Antonio’s lead. Diego, the younger, leanly athletic newcomer, moved with the same effortless confidence. He was tall, his dark features sharp, his gaze steady and observant. He watched Tiffany for a beat, then followed the others.

Ben felt the shift instantly. He was in their world now, a guest in Antonio’s private kingdom. He stood up, a reflexive move to join his girlfriend.

But Antonio didn’t just suggest a swim. He stopped at the water’s edge, turned back to the group on the sand, and smiled—a relaxed, easy grin. “Skinny dip. Proper freedom.” His hands went to the waistband of his shorts.

He didn’t hesitate.

He pushed the material down, stepping out of it, naked. His body was fully exposed—the muscular chest, the strong legs, and his cock, hanging flaccid but substantial. Thick, dark, a heavy weight against his thigh.

Marcus followed suit, stripping his shorts off with a casual flick. His endowment was similar, a mirror of Antonio’s confident display.

Diego, without a word, did the same. And Ben’s eyes, helplessly drawn, locked onto the younger man’s anatomy. It was… shocking. Even in its soft state, Diego’s cock was bigger. Longer, thicker, a more pronounced, heavy presence that seemed to dwarf the others. It was a brutal, visual fact that punched the air from Ben’s lungs.

The three men stood there for a moment, naked, completely unselfconscious. They were comfortable in their bodies, in their size, in this act. It was normal for them. A holiday ritual.

Then they turned and jogged down the beach, their laughter echoing, their naked forms moving with athletic ease toward the shimmering water.

Ben’s mouth opened. He turned to Tiffany, a protest forming in his throat. “Tiff….”

But her hands were already moving.

Her fingers, quick and sure, found the ties of her bikini, the tiny knots at her hips and behind her neck. A flick, a pull, and the two strips of white fabric fell onto the sand. She was naked.

As the day she was born.

She didn’t look at him. She didn’t hesitate. Her face was lit with an excited, liberated smile. She followed the men, her bare feet padding across the warm sand, her beautiful body, the full 36D breasts, the narrow waist, the round, heart-shaped ass, the smooth, hairless pussy, fully exposed to the sun and the sea and the watching eyes of the three men ahead.

Ben’s protest died, unvoiced. He stood frozen, watching her go. She didn’t wait. She didn’t check with me. The choice was made, spontaneous and inevitable. She was choosing the experience, the thrill, the freedom. She was choosing them.

He couldn’t follow.

Not now. Not into that water, naked, beside those three… especially Diego. The comparison would be a humiliation he couldn’t bear. He made a different choice.

He sat down on his towel, his movements stiff. He picked up a bottle of sun lotion, a practical, normalizing gesture. He began applying it to his arms, his chest, a slow, methodical ritual. But his eyes were fixed on the water.

The group was already in, wading into the gentle turquoise waves. They were splashing, laughing, the sound bright and carefree. Tiffany was among them, her pale skin a stark contrast to their much darker bodies. She was close to them. Antonio’s hand splashed water playfully at her. Marcus ducked under and surfaced near her shoulder. Diego swam a circle around her, his lean body cutting through the water with grace.

Ben noticed everything.

Their complete confidence. Their physical presence, muscular, dominant, large. Their lack of any self-consciousness. They belonged here, in this act, in this place. He felt like a tourist in his own relationship.

And the size… even from this distance, the memory of what he’d seen burned. Antonio’s thick flaccid cock. Marcus’s similar weight. Diego’s… that. A shocking, undeniable superiority that made Ben’s own modest penis feel like a child’s toy.

A renewed, crushing feeling of inadequacy settled in his gut. He was out of place. He was the one on the beach, applying lotion, while his naked girlfriend played in the water with three naked, better-endowed men.

He watched Tiffany.

She was fully absorbed. She wasn’t looking back at him. Her attention was on Antonio, on Marcus, on Diego. She laughed, she splashed back, she floated, her large breasts buoyant on the surface. She was part of their world. A natural, happy participant.

Antonio moved closer to her. From Ben’s vantage, it looked like a playful bump, a hug in the water. But the intimacy of it, their naked bodies pressing together in the sea, sent a spike of jealousy through Ben’s chest.

Marcus swam up beside her, his shoulder brushing hers. Diego surfaced in front of her, smiling, his young, handsome face close to hers.

They were a triangle around her. A possessive, physical triangle.

Ben’s hands stopped rubbing the lotion. He just stared.

The group drifted into slightly deeper water. The playful splashing subdued. They were talking now, voices low, indistinct. Tiffany’s head was tilted, listening to Antonio. Then she laughed, a sound that carried across the water to Ben, a happy, uninhibited sound that didn’t include him.

Antonio’s hands… were they on her? Were they resting on her hips, steadying her in the water? Was his large, black hand splayed on the curve of her ass?

Marcus drifted behind her. Was his body close, his chest against her back?

Diego remained in front, his gaze locked on her face, on her body.

The scene was a slow, sensual dance in the water. A dance Ben was not invited to join.

He sat on the beach, alone. The isolation of the location mirrored his own isolation. He had stepped back. They had moved forward. The separation was clear, physical, and profound.

Something had changed. Not just a flirtation, not just a secret fuck in the water while he floated unaware. This was a public, deliberate choice. Tiffany had stripped and followed without a glance back. She was in their world, and he was in his.

The heat of the sun on his skin felt like a mockery. The lotion bottle was a pathetic prop. He was an observer. A spectator to his girlfriend’s liberation, and to the undeniable presence of the men who were sharing it with her.

In the water, the dynamic shifted further. The playfulness faded into something more intentional.

Antonio’s hands, strong and sure, settled on Tiffany’s hips underwater. He turned her gently, so she faced Diego. Diego’s smile was bright, eager. He reached out, his hands finding her shoulders, then sliding down, over the slick skin of her arms.

Marcus moved to her side, his body pressing close. His hand drifted underwater, over the curve of her waist, then lower, tracing the outer swell of her ass.

Tiffany didn’t resist. She didn’t look toward the beach. Her eyes were on Diego’s young, handsome face. Her body accepted their touches, their proximity. She was excited. The thrill of the moment, the freedom, the taboo, the attention from three attractive men, was a drug she breathed in deeply.

Antonio’s hands on her hips tightened. He pulled her slightly closer to him, his body aligning behind hers in the water. His chest pressed against her back. She felt his warmth, his strength.

Diego, in front, let his hands continue their exploration. They slid down her ribs, over the sensitive skin of her sides, then forward, toward the full, heavy swell of her breasts. His fingertips brushed the underside of her 36D mounds, a tentative, thrilling touch.

Tiffany gasped, a soft sound lost in the water. Her nipples hardened instantly, pebbling against the cool sea and the warm touch.

Marcus’s hand, on her ass, stroked lower, finding the cleft. His fingers traced the seam, then dipped between her thighs, brushing the outer lips of her smooth, hairless pussy.

She was being touched by three men at once. In the open water. With Ben sitting on the beach, watching, but not seeing this.

The sensations were overwhelming. Diego’s young, curious hands on her breasts, teasing her nipples. Marcus’s experienced fingers stroking her ass, grazing her pussy. Antonio’s strong chest against her back, his grip on her hips possessive and guiding.

Her arousal, already simmering from the day’s memories and the thrill of the naked swim, ignited into a blazing heat. Her core clenched, empty and hungry. She felt wetness gathering between her legs, a slickness that wasn’t just seawater.

Antonio leaned close, his mouth near her ear. His voice was a low, intimate murmur in the water. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, not a compliment, but a statement of fact. A claim.

Diego’s hands grew bolder. He cupped her breasts fully, his palms taking the weight of her 36D mounds. He squeezed gently, then rolled her nipples between his fingers, mimicking the rough pleasure Antonio had given her days before.

Marcus’s fingers delved deeper. They found her entrance, slick and ready. He didn’t push inside. He just circled, teased, a promise of what could come.

Tiffany’s head dropped back against Antonio’s shoulder. Her eyes closed. She was surrendering to the moment, to the hands, to the attention. She was choosing this.

On the beach, Ben saw her head tilt back. He saw her relaxed posture in the water, surrounded by the three men. He saw the intimacy of their grouping. His jealousy was a cold, hard stone in his chest. But he didn’t move. He stayed seated. He observed.

He realized, with a sickening clarity, that he had no control. Tiffany was no longer waiting for his permission, his comfort. Antonio was leading. And he, Ben, was just watching.

The separation was now a chasm. And as he watched the four naked bodies entwined in the turquoise sea, he knew something significant had shifted, irrevocably, out of his grasp.


Chapter Nine

The water lapped gently at the shore as the small group emerged from the turquoise sea. Ben watched, his heart hammering against his ribs, the sun lotion bottle forgotten in his hand.

The first thing he noticed was that all three men were hard.

Their erections, thick and long, swayed with each step as they walked towards him across the damp sand. Antonio’s was a familiar, intimidating sight, a solid, dark length of maybe eight inches, thick and veined. Marcus’s matched it, a twin pillar of confident flesh. But his eyes, wide and disbelieving, were dragged to Diego.

The younger man’s cock was a monstrous thing. It had to be ten inches, maybe more, and the thickness… thick as a coke can. It jutted out from his lean hips, a brutal, breathtaking statement of superiority that made Ben’s own modest manhood feel like a shrivelled, pathetic afterthought. A cold, sick dread pooled in his stomach.

And then he took in Tiffany.

His beautiful, sexy, naked girlfriend walked between them, her skin glistening with seawater, her full breasts bouncing gently with each step. And her hands… her small, delicate hands were wrapped around Antonio’s and Marcus’s erections, her fingers holding the hard lengths as she walked. She was smiling. A wide, blissful, uninhibited grin.

“Hey Tiff,” Ben called out, his voice cracking. “What’s going on?”

She turned that brilliant smile on him, her eyes bright with a wild, intoxicating light. She didn’t let go.

Antonio chuckled, a low, rich sound. “Your girlfriend needs some big black cock, most white girls do.” He said it casually, as if stating the weather.

Tiffany laughed, a giddy, breathless sound. “Babe, we’re on holiday, and you know what they say. What happens on holiday stays on holiday.”

Ben’s mind scrambled. “But… Tiff… You’re not going to have sex with them?”

Her laugh this time was louder, clearer, edged with a thrilling cruelty. “No, babe, I’m not going to have sex with them.” She paused, her gaze locking with his, her hands giving the cocks in her grip a firm, possessive squeeze. “I’m going to fuck them.”

The words hit Ben like a physical blow. He sat frozen, his mouth agape, the world narrowing to the unbelievable sight before him. How? How can she do this? To me? After everything? The confusion was a white noise in his head, drowning out the sound of the waves. He saw the woman he loved, the woman he’d saved and sacrificed for, transformed into a grinning, cock-grabbing bitch right in front of him. He was too stunned to move, to speak, to do anything but watch his reality shatter.

Then Tiffany moved.

She dropped to her knees in the soft, damp sand, right there in front of the three towering, erect men. She didn’t look back at Ben. Her entire focus was on the thick, black cocks before her face.

She went to Antonio first. Her lips, glossy and pink, parted, and she took the swollen head of his cock into her mouth without hesitation. She sucked him noisily, a wet, hungry sound that cut through the quiet cove. Her head bobbed, her cheeks hollowing, her tongue swirling around the broad crown. Antonio groaned, his hands coming to rest on her head, his fingers tangling in her wet hair. After a moment of this lewd worship, she pulled off with a lewd pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip.

She shuffled on her knees to Marcus, repeating the act. She took him deep, gagging slightly at his size before relaxing her throat, sucking him with the same fervent, noisy enthusiasm. Ben could see her throat working, could see the bulge of Marcus’s cockhead moving beneath her skin. Marcus threw his head back, a guttural sound escaping him.

Then she knelt before Diego.

Her eyes widened, a genuine awe spreading across her face. “Oh my god,” she breathed, her voice hushed with reverence. She reached out with both hands, but they couldn’t fully encircle the monstrous girth. She looked over her shoulder at Ben, her expression one of pure, exhilarated shock. “Babe, have you seen how big his cock is? Look at it! It’s got to be at least twice the size of yours. At least.”

The humiliation was a searing brand. Ben flinched, his face burning. Tiffany turned back to Diego’s colossal erection, her earlier playfulness replaced by a focused, determined hunger.

She moved between them with practiced ease, as if sucking off three massive black cocks was just another holiday pastime, like snorkelling or sipping cocktails by the pool. No hesitation. No shame. Just her lips sliding from one thick shaft to the next, coating them in spit, priming them for what came next.

Ben’s stomach twisted. This wasn’t some drunken mistake or a moment of weakness. She was enjoying this. Revelling in it. The way she moaned around Diego’s cock, the way her fingers kneaded Antonio’s thighs as she deepthroated him, this was deliberate. Hungry. Like she’d been waiting for this her whole life.

And the worst part? The way the other men watched, amused, as if this was normal. As if any girlfriend would drop to her knees the second real men pulled their cocks out. Marcus smirked down at her, thumbing her cheek as she gagged on him. “Damn, white girls really do love black dick, huh?”

Tiffany didn’t even pause. Just pulled off with a wet gasp and grinned up at him, lips swollen, eyes glazed. “Obviously,” she purred, before diving back onto Antonio’s length like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Ben’s hands clenched into fists. This wasn’t happening. But the sounds, the wet slurps, the groans, the slap of flesh, were too loud to ignore. His girlfriend wasn’t just cheating. She was performing. Putting on a show.

And she hadn’t even glanced back at him once.

She leaned forward, her mouth opening as wide as it could. The broad, purple head of Diego’s cock pressed against her lips, stretching them impossibly wide. She couldn’t take much of him. An inch, maybe two. She strained, her jaw aching immediately, but she pushed forward, wanting more. Her tongue flattened against the underside, tasting salt and skin and pure, potent masculinity. She sucked at the portion she could fit, her hands desperately trying to stroke the massive shaft she couldn’t hope to contain.

Diego looked down at her, his sharp features alight with arrogant pleasure. He placed a hand on the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding. “That’s it, guapa,” he murmured. “Try to take it. Get that pretty mouth used to the size.”

Tiffany moaned around the immense flesh filling her mouth, the vibration making Diego hiss. She worked her lips and tongue, slobbering over the thick column, her own arousal a dripping, aching heat between her legs. The feeling of being so utterly overwhelmed, of trying and failing to conquer this huge cock with her mouth, sent jolts of desperate pleasure through her core. She was on her knees, servicing a stranger’s monstrous dick in front of her boyfriend, and it was the most electrifying, powerful she had ever felt.

Ben watched, paralyzed. He saw the strain in Tiffany’s jaw, the tears of effort forming in the corners of her eyes as she tried to deepthroat the impossible girth. He saw the way Diego’s thick cock glistened with her spit, how it seemed to dwarf her entire face. He saw Antonio and Marcus watching, their hands on their own cocks, stroking slowly as they enjoyed the show. His Tiffany, his beautiful girlfriend, was reduced to a slobbering, cock-hungry mess at the feet of three better men, and she was loving it. The betrayal was absolute, and it was intertwined with a horrifying, unwelcome flicker of arousal at the sheer depravity of the sight.


Chapter Ten

Ben’s mind was a chaos of conflicting, warring sensations. The sight was incredible. His beautiful Tiffany, her glossy, full lips stretched impossibly wide around Diego’s thick black cock; it was the biggest he’d ever seen, larger than anything in porn. The sheer illicit thrill of it, a beautiful young white woman struggling to accommodate such a massive, dark, veined piece of meat, sent a violent, confusing jolt through his own body. His slender, average cock was achingly hard in his shorts, a traitorous response to the ultimate betrayal. Jealousy screamed in his head, but arousal pulsed in his veins. He was frozen, a spectator to his own humiliation and a secret, shameful pleasure.

Diego’s cock, thick as a can, pulsed with veins that stood proud under Tiffany’s ministrations. She sucked and slobbered, her tongue working over the portion she could fit, her hands desperately stroking the monstrous shaft she couldn’t contain. Tears of effort glistened in her eyes, but her expression was one of rapturous focus.

Antonio chuckled, watching his nephew’s pleasure. “Great watching you get your cock sucked, nephew,” he said, his voice casual and commanding. “But Marcus and I need to get our cocks into this snowbunny slut.”

Tiffany, without hesitation, pulled her lips away from Diego’s glistening head with a wet pop. She looked up at Antonio and gave him a wide, unbothered smile, as if the derogatory term was a compliment. She had no problem with it. Then, she moved.

She rose from her knees, her body slick with seawater and spit, and walked over to the towels laid out on the sand. She passed Ben, her gaze briefly meeting his stunned, horrified eyes. She didn’t speak. She simply laid back on the towels, her full 36D breasts settling against her chest, her strong thighs parting. She opened herself to the men, a deliberate, offering gesture.

Ben jumped back, stepping aside as if her presence was a contagion. The sight threw him further into confused torment. Twisted between insane jealousy and a total, overwhelming arousal. His own dick strained painfully against his shorts, a visceral reaction to the raw, sexual spectacle of his girlfriend presenting herself like a feast.

Antonio moved with predatory grace. He stepped between Tiffany’s spread thighs, his tanned, muscular body a dark contrast against her pale, offered form. His own erection, a thick, eight-inch black spear, was already glistening from her earlier oral attention.

“You’re ready, aren’t you, guapa?” Antonio murmured, his hands settling on her inner thighs, spreading them even wider.

Tiffany’s breath hitched. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. Her eyes were locked on his face, not on Ben.

Antonio’s strong fingers traced up her thighs, over the smooth, hairless skin of her inner lips, finding her core. He probed with two fingers, pushing inside easily. She was soaked. Slick from her own arousal and the seawater, a wet, welcoming heat. “So wet for us,” he growled, his voice a mix of approval and ownership.

He withdrew his fingers and positioned himself. He lined up the broad, swollen head of his cock against her entrance. The contrast was stark, the dark, thick tip poised to invade her pale, pink folds.

Ben watched, his heart hammering. He saw the intimate contact, the prelude to penetration. He saw Tiffany’s body tense in anticipation, her hips lifting slightly off the towel, inviting it. He saw Antonio’s confident, dominant stance. He was about to watch his girlfriend be taken by another man, in front of him.

Antonio didn’t tease. He didn’t ask. With one hard, decisive thrust, he pushed forward.

The thick crown of his cock breached her, stretching her entrance wide in an instant. Tiffany gasped, a sharp, startled sound of pleasure-pain. Her body arched, her back lifting off the towel as the immense fullness invaded her. Antonio drove deeper, his hips sinking forward, burying his entire length inside her with that single, powerful movement.

Ben saw it happen. He saw the way Tiffany’s body jerked, absorbed the thrust. He saw the way her stomach seemed to press outward slightly from the deep penetration. He saw Antonio’s muscular thighs flex as he seated himself fully, his cock now entirely embedded in her.

Tiffany’s eyes flew wide, then fluttered closed. A moan, long and shuddering, escaped her lips. “Oh… god…”

The feeling was overwhelming. Antonio’s cock was so much thicker, harder, longer than Ben’s. It filled her completely. It stretched her inner walls, pressed against depths Ben’s modest length never touched. The sensation of being so utterly occupied, so completely claimed by this superior, dominant man, sent a shockwave of pure, carnal pleasure through her entire being. Her pussy clenched around the invading thickness, gripping it, trying to accommodate it, but it was a surrender. A delicious, humiliating surrender.

Antonio began to move. He pulled back, almost entirely out, then thrust back in with the same forceful, penetrating drive. Each stroke was a deep, claiming possession. The slap of his hips against her thighs, the wet, slick sound of their joining, filled the quiet cove.

Tiffany’s moans became a continuous, breathless stream. Her hands scrambled, finding Antonio’s muscular arms, gripping them for anchor as he fucked her. Her large breasts bounced with each impact, her nipples hard and pebbled. Her world narrowed to the sensation of that thick cock pistoning inside her, stretching her, filling her, ruining her for anything less.

Marcus and Diego watched, their own erections still standing tall. Marcus knelt beside Tiffany’s head, his hand stroking her hair, his thumb tracing her lips. “Look at her take it,” he said to Diego. “A proper white slut, finally getting what she needs.”

Diego nodded, his young face alight with arrogant satisfaction. He stepped closer, his monstrous cock hovering near Tiffany’s face. “Suck it while he fucks you,” he commanded, his voice firm.

Tiffany, without breaking her moans, turned her head. She opened her mouth, and Diego guided his massive head to her lips. She couldn’t take much, but she sucked greedily at the portion she could, her mouth working in tandem with the deep, rhythmic fucking she was receiving from Antonio. The dual sensation, the thick cock plunging into her pussy, the even thicker cock filling her mouth, was a symphony of overwhelming, degrading pleasure. She was a vessel, being used from both ends.

Ben stood a few feet away, his own arousal now a painful, throbbing ache. He was horrified, humiliated, devastated. Yet, the explicit, graphic sight of his girlfriend being so thoroughly, joyfully fucked by a more virile man, while servicing another, ignited a dark, secret thrill in his own loins. His hand twitched, wanting to touch himself, to join the depravity from the sidelines. He was a cuckold, watching his woman be taken, and a part of him was excited by it.

Antonio’s thrusts grew faster, harder. He was driving into her with a brutal, athletic rhythm. His groans joined hers, a low, guttural soundtrack to the act. He was claiming her, marking her, ensuring she would never forget this fuck, or the size of the cock that gave it to her.

Tiffany’s body began to convulse. The dual stimulation, the psychological thrill of the betrayal and the audience, the physical superiority of the men, it all coalesced into a rising, unstoppable wave. Her hips bucked against Antonio’s, meeting his thrusts. Her moans became sharp, frantic cries. “I’m… I’m gonna…”

Antonio felt her inner walls spasming around his cock. He grinned, driving even deeper, hitting a spot that made her scream. “Come for me, slut,” he growled. “Come on this black cock.”

The command, the permission, broke her. Her orgasm exploded through her, a violent, full-body climax that had her trembling, her toes curling, her back arching off the towel entirely. It was a climax of surrender, of acceptance, of being thoroughly, completely used. It was bigger, louder, more overwhelming than any she’d ever had with Ben. As she peaked, Antonio kept pounding into her, extending her pleasure, ensuring her peak was long and devastating.

Ben watched her climax, watched the ecstasy contort her beautiful face. It was a climax he had never been able to give her. It was a climax delivered by another man’s superior cock, in front of him. The final, undeniable proof of his inadequacy.


Chapter Eleven

Ben stood, a statue of humiliation and arousal, his shorts taut against his painfully hard erection. The sight of Tiffany being fucked so vigorously, so completely, by Antonio was a grotesque, mesmerizing spectacle. The rhythmic slap of flesh, her ecstatic cries, the raw domination, it was a violation of everything he believed about their relationship, and yet it ignited a dark, undeniable fire in his own loins. His slender, white dick strained, begging for attention. The contrast was brutal: Antonio’s thick, black length plunging into his girlfriend, while his own modest member remained trapped, ignored, inadequate.

He couldn’t help himself.

His hand, trembling with a mix of shame and desperate need, pushed down the waistband of his shorts. He freed his erection, a pale, average shaft that looked pitiful compared to the monstrous tools being used on Tiffany. He wrapped his fingers around it, the touch sending a jolt of guilty pleasure through him. He began to stroke, slowly, his gaze locked on the scene.

Tiffany, in the throes of her climax, her head thrashing as she sucked on Diego’s cock, turned her eyes toward him. Her vision was blurred with pleasure, but she saw him. She saw his hand moving on his own pathetic dick. And she gave him a look; a knowing smirk. It was brief, a flicker amidst the orgasm, but it was clear. She saw him watching. She saw him touching himself. And she approved. The humiliation deepened, but the arousal spiked. Her acknowledgment, her cruel, amused approval of his cuckolded arousal, made his strokes faster, more frantic.

Antonio’s thrusts reached a final, punishing peak. He drove into Tiffany with a series of deep, grinding pumps, his body tensing. “Fucking… come for me,” he growled, his voice guttural.

Tiffany’s body convulsed anew, her pussy clamping around his invading thickness as her own orgasm peaked again, triggered by his imminent release. Their moans merged into a single, animal sound of culmination.

Antonio held himself deep, his hips pressed flush against her thighs. He shuddered, and a low, satisfied groan escaped him as he emptied himself inside her. Ben watched, his own hand pumping, as Antonio’s orgasm took hold. The man’s strong hands, gripping Tiffany’s thighs, tightened. He spread them wider, forcing her open even as he finished.

Then, as Antonio came down from his climax, still possessing her, he maintained his firm grip on her thighs. He spread them wider, giving himself, and Ben, and the others, a delicious, horrifying view.

Antonio’s fat cock, now softening but still impressively thick, was buried deep in Tiffany’s little pink pussy. The contrast was obscene: the dark, swollen shaft stretching her pale, stretched entrance to its limit. Then, slowly, with a deliberate, possessive motion, Antonio pulled out.

The withdrawal was a spectacle.

His cock emerged with a loud, wet squelching plop. It was slick with her juices and his own cum, glistening in the sun. And as it exited, Ben saw what followed.

A stream of Antonio’s spunk, white and thick, began to flow out of Tiffany’s gaping little hole. It wasn’t a trickle; it was a steady, creamy outpouring. The seed ran down, coating her swollen inner lips, then dripped onto the towel beneath her. But it didn’t stop there. It continued, running down the smooth channel between her full, round ass cheeks, a rivulet of another man’s cum marking her most intimate skin.

Tiffany lay panting, her body spent, her pussy visibly used. The opening remained stretched, slightly gaping, glistening with mixed fluids, Antonio’s thick cum still oozing out in slow, creamy rivulets. It was a graphic, undeniable proof of what had just happened. Ben’s girlfriend had been filled, stretched, and now emptied of a superior man’s semen, right in front of him. 

Ben had only ever used a condom. 

The thought clawed at him, every time he’d been inside her, it had been through a thin barrier, sterile and safe. But Antonio? Antonio had claimed her bare, pumping his seed deep where Ben had never been allowed. Tiffany’s pussy was still twitching, her inner walls clenching around nothing as if mourning the loss of that thick, dominant cock. 

And now, as the last of Antonio’s cum dripped onto the towel beneath her, Ben couldn’t tear his eyes away. His own pathetic erection throbbed in his hand, his strokes frantic, his humiliation complete. 

Marcus, who had been watching with aroused interest, now moved. He knelt between Tiffany’s splayed thighs, his own thick, black cock standing ready. He took each of her thighs in his strong hands, lifting and spreading them even further, exposing the ravaged entrance.

Ben got to watch, his own hand still working his slender dick, as Marcus positioned himself.

The man’s thick, black cock-head, glistening with anticipation, pressed against Tiffany’s now stretched, swollen, and sloppy little pussy. The opening was already widened from Antonio’s thickness, already dripping with cum and her own arousal. Marcus didn’t need to force entry.

He pushed forward, a smooth, confident thrust.

His cock slid into the gaping hole with shocking ease. There was no resistance. Her inner walls, stretched and sensitized, yielded immediately to his similar girth. He sank deep, his hips meeting hers, filling her with a second, substantial invasion.

Tiffany gasped, a sound of renewed, overwhelmed pleasure. Her body, already exhausted, arched slightly at the fresh penetration. Being filled again, so soon after the first, by a cock of similar size, was a continuous, degrading fulfilment. Her pussy, now truly sloppy with the mixed fluids, accepted him with a wet, welcoming heat.

Marcus began to move, a slower, more deliberate rhythm than Antonio’s frantic pace. He pulled back, his cock almost exiting the messy entrance, then pushed back in, each stroke accompanied by the wet, slick sounds of their joined flesh and the fluids within her.

Ben watched, stroking himself faster, his own climax building from the shameful, thrilling sight. He saw Tiffany’s face, her eyes closed, her mouth open in silent moans as Marcus fucked her. He saw the creamy mixture of Antonio’s cum and her juices being churned by Marcus’s thrusts, some of it being pushed out around the invading shaft, dripping onto the towel.

He was witnessing his girlfriend being used as a vessel, a receptacle for multiple men’s pleasure, consecutively. Her body was a playground for superior cocks, and she was lost in the ecstasy of it.

Marcus’s thrusts deepened, his pace increasing. He was claiming his turn, enjoying the slick, used feel of her. Tiffany’s hands, weak now, reached for his arms, holding onto him as he took her. Her large breasts, marked with faint sweat and seawater, jounced with his movements.

Ben’s own hand became frantic. The visual, the sounds, the knowing smirk Tiffany had given him, it all coalesced into a desperate, shameful need. He was going to climax, watching his girlfriend get fucked by another man. The ultimate cuckold’s release.


Chapter Twelve

Marcus’s rhythm shifted, becoming deeper, more possessive. His hands tightened on Tiffany’s thighs, his fingers digging into her soft skin as he drove into her with a new, final urgency. Her body, already wrecked from Antonio’s onslaught, responded with a fresh, shuddering wave of sensation. The stretched, sloppy walls of her pussy gripped his thick shaft, each thrust churning the mix of fluids inside her into a hot, creamy mess.

Her breath became ragged, punctuated by sharp, gasping moans. Her eyes, which had been closed in overwhelmed bliss, fluttered open. They weren’t looking at Marcus. They weren’t looking at Diego or Antonio. They found Ben, standing a few feet away, his hand frantically working his own slender, pale erection.

She saw his face, contorted with humiliation and desperate arousal. She saw the frantic pace of his strokes. And as Marcus’s cock plunged deep, hitting a spot that sent a violent jolt of pleasure through her core, Tiffany’s own climax began to crest again. It was a different kind of peak, not the explosive surrender of Antonio’s fucking, but a deeper, more grinding fulfilment, born from being used consecutively, from being a vessel for multiple men.

Her eyes locked with Ben’s. And as the orgasm seized her, her lips parted. She didn’t scream. She didn’t cry out. She smirked. That same knowing, cruel, approving smirk. And then her eyes drifted down, just for a second, to his hand, to his pathetic, pumping dick.

It was the final trigger.

Ben couldn’t hold back. The visual of her smirk, the auditory assault of her moans and the wet slap of Marcus fucking her, the psychological torture of his own inadequacy, it all exploded into a white-hot need. His strokes became a frenzied, jerking motion. He was going to climax watching this. He was going to spill his seed uselessly onto the sand while a better man filled his girlfriend.

Just as Tiffany’s body began to convulse under Marcus’s final, deep thrusts, Ben’s own release erupted. It was a pathetic, lonely climax. His slender dick spasmed in his hand, and a thin, clear stream of his own cum spurted out, arching uselessly across the damp sand a few feet from the towel. It was a silent, humiliating ejaculation, utterly insignificant compared to the torrents of thick, black seed being pumped into Tiffany.

He watched, breathless, as Marcus reached his own peak.

Marcus drove in one last, grinding thrust, burying himself to the root. He held there, his body tensing, a low groan tearing from his throat. Tiffany’s pussy clenched around him, milking him as he emptied himself inside her. Another load of hot, thick cum joined Antonio’s, flooding her already filled channel.

Then, with a satisfied sigh, Marcus pulled out.

He did it slowly, deliberately, making a show of it. He kept his hands on Tiffany’s thighs, spreading them wide, forcing her open. His softening cock emerged with another wet, sloppy pop. And as it exited, the evidence of his possession followed.

A fresh, creamy stream of Marcus’s semen began to flow from Tiffany’s stretched, swollen little pussy. It mixed with Antonio’s, creating a thicker, more voluminous outflow that dripped steadily onto the towel and ran down the smooth curve of her ass. Her entrance remained gaped, a lewd, pink oval, glistening with the combined fluids of two superior men.

Ben stared, his own spent dick already softening, a drop of his own pathetic cum clinging to the tip. The contrast was absolute. His girlfriend lay on the towel, her body marked, her pussy overflowing with the seed of men who had taken her raw and deep, while his own contribution was a sad, solitary spill on the sand.

Diego, who had been watching with an arrogant, pleased expression, now moved. He lay down on the towels next to Tiffany, his body lean and athletic. He positioned himself so his back was on the towel, his head propped up slightly by his folded arms. And his cock… his monstrous cock… was still a tower of thick, black erect meat, standing proud from his body, seemingly unaffected by the spectacle. It was even thicker, more intimidating now, in its full, aroused state.

He looked at Tiffany, his sharp features calm and commanding. “Snowbunny,” he said, his voice firm. “Time to mount me.”

Tiffany, breathing heavily, her body trembling from the consecutive orgasms and the exhaustion of being thoroughly fucked, looked over at him. Then she looked at the three spectators, Antonio, Marcus, and her humiliated boyfriend. A slow, struggling movement began. She pushed herself up, her arms weak. She turned, manoeuvring her wrecked body, and straddled Diego. But she positioned herself with her back to him, her ass towards the young man. She faced out, towards the three men watching.

Her full, round ass hovered over his hips. Her large, natural 36D breasts, marked with sweat and faint red marks from rough handling, swayed as she moved. She lowered herself, her knees sinking into the sand on either side of his body.

Her abused little pussy, still dripping cum, met the thick, blunt cock-head of Diego’s erection. The contact was immediate, shocking. The sheer girth of him, even at the tip, was overwhelming. Her eyes flew wide, a genuine, startled shock replacing the post-orgasm haze. She looked directly at Ben, her voice a breathless, awed gasp. “Oh my god! Ben… his cock is huge.”

The declaration, delivered to him, was a new layer of humiliation. She was telling him, her boyfriend, about the size of the cock she was about to take, comparing it openly, reminding him of his inadequacy in the moment of her penetration.

Then, she began to sink down.

Her pussy, already stretched and swollen, opened. The thick, dark head pressed against her stretched entrance, and for a second, it seemed impossible. But the mix of semen and her own slickness provided a lubricated, yielding passage. Slowly, agonizingly slowly, her inner walls stretched even further to accommodate the new, greater thickness.

She sank down the shaft.

It was a gradual, visceral invasion. Ben watched, horrified, as his beautiful Tiffany’s body accepted the monstrous cock. Her thighs spread wide, her knees digging into the sand. Her pussy was stretched lewdly around the thick, black meat, the opening visibly straining to contain the girth. As she descended, more of the mixed spunk of Antonio and Marcus was forced out around the penetrating shaft, squeezed from her filled channel by the new, greater invasion. It oozed out in creamy rivulets, coating Diego’s cock and dripping onto his abdomen.

To Ben’s horror, the sight… made his soft, spent little dick react.

It wasn’t just a twitch. His slender, pale erection, which had just finished its pathetic climax, suddenly filled. It swelled. It hardened again, rising to a full, aching stiffness in a matter of seconds. The physiological response was immediate, undeniable. The visual of Tiffany being stretched to her limit by a cock of impossible size, the sight of her being filled beyond what two other men had already done, triggered a deep, primal arousal he couldn’t suppress. He felt further humiliated, betrayed by his own body. He was getting hard again, watching this.

And he watched.

Tiffany sank all the way down, until her ass rested against Diego’s hips, his entire monstrous length buried inside her. Her body shuddered, a full-body tremble of overwhelmed sensation. She was full. So full it felt like her insides were rearranged. The thick shaft pressed against every inch of her inner walls, stretching them to a point of painful, exquisite pleasure. Her large breasts bounced with the final motion of her descent, a beautiful, hypnotic sway.

Diego didn’t move. He lay there, letting her adjust, letting her feel the complete occupation. His hands came up to rest on her hips, his fingers splayed over her round ass. “Good,” he murmured. “Now… ride.”

Tiffany, her face a mask of strained ecstasy, began to move. She lifted herself up, a slow, grinding rise. The thick cock pulled almost entirely out, her stretched pussy clinging to it. Then she sank back down, a slow, deliberate fall that drove the immense girth deep again.

Each movement was a symphony of lewd visuals. Her thighs spread, her pussy stretched obscenely around the thick black shaft. Her breasts bounced beautifully with the rhythm. And with each descent, more of the previously deposited cum was forced out, seeping around the penetrating cock, marking Diego’s skin and the towel beneath.

The sensation for Tiffany was beyond anything. The continuous, grinding fullness, the psychological thrill of being filled by the biggest cock, of riding it for the spectators, of seeing Ben’s horrified yet aroused face, it all coalesced into a building, deep, internal pressure. This wasn’t a frantic, pounding orgasm. It was a slow, gathering wave of fulfilment, born from total, utter occupation.

Her movements became more rhythmic, more confident despite her exhaustion. She rode him, her body working, her inner walls gripping and releasing the monstrous thickness. Diego’s hands guided her hips, setting a pace. His young face was a picture of arrogant satisfaction, watching her use herself to pleasure him.

Ben watched, his newly hardened dick throbbing with a fresh, shameful ache. He was witnessing his girlfriend’s ultimate degradation and her ultimate pleasure, and his body was celebrating it.

Tiffany’s breath became a series of sharp, panting cries. The pressure inside her coiled tighter, a spring wound to its limit. Her riding became faster, less controlled, more desperate. She was chasing it now, chasing the climax that this colossal cock promised.

Diego felt her urgency. He helped her, his hands on her hips pushing her down harder, faster on his thrusts. The wet, slick sounds of their joining filled the air, a constant, lewd soundtrack.

And then, it broke.

Tiffany’s body seized. A violent, full-body convulsion gripped her. Her back arched, her head thrown back, a silent scream stretching her lips. Her inner walls spasmed around Diego’s thick shaft, a series of intense, clutching pulses. Her orgasm wasn’t a shout; it was a deep, grinding, internal eruption, a release of the overwhelming pressure of being so utterly, completely filled. It rolled through her, wave after wave, as she continued to ride him, her movements becoming jerky, uncontrolled, driven by the peak.


Chapter Thirteen

Tiffany bounced up and down on Diego’s huge cock. Her body felt like a boneless ragdoll, her muscles exhausted yet fuelled by a deep, primal arousal. The monstrous thickness stretching her pussy to its absolute limit was a continuous, grinding pleasure that coiled tighter and tighter inside her core. Each rise and fall was a deliberate, desperate motion, her thighs spread wide, her knees digging into the sand beside his lean hips.

Her large, natural 36D breasts bounced and swayed with the rhythm, a hypnotic, beautiful pendulum of flesh. Their weight moved independently of her controlled riding, a separate spectacle for the watching men. Her little pink pussy, already wrecked from Antonio and Marcus, was now stretched in a way she and Ben would never have believed possible. The stretched lips of her cunt looked swollen and red, so full of blood from her relentless arousal. They formed a tight, lewd ring around the thick, black shaft, clinging to it with each upward pull.

She was getting so close. The pressure wasn’t a sharp spike; it was a deep, internal swell, a tsunami building from the total occupation of her body. Her inner walls, stretched beyond recognition, spasmed in irregular, clutching pulses around Diego’s girth. Each descent drove him deeper, pressing against the very back of her channel, a sensation so profound it blurred her vision.

Ben watched, his hand once again stroking his own slender, rather small dick. He was wanking his very average, if a little small, dick at the sight of his beautiful girlfriend being fucked by a third man in a row. The humiliation was a live wire in his brain, but the arousal was a furnace in his loins. His pale, modest erection throbbed in his fist, its response a betrayal he couldn’t control.

He saw everything. The obscene stretch of her pussy. The bounce of her breasts. The creamy mixture of the other men’s cum being forced out around Diego’s penetrating shaft with each downward plunge, oozing in thick rivulets down his abdomen. Tiffany’s face was a mask of strained ecstasy, her eyes glazed, her lips parted in silent, panting cries.

Diego lay beneath her, his sharp features calm and arrogant. His hands rested on her hips, his fingers splayed over the smooth skin of her round ass, guiding her rhythm slightly. He was letting her work for it, letting her use her wrecked body to bring herself, and him, to the peak. His monstrous cock was a passive, dominant presence inside her, a challenge her body was determined to conquer.

“Fuck… I’m so close,” Tiffany gasped, the words ripped from her throat. Her riding became faster, less controlled. The smooth, grinding rises and falls became jerky, frantic bounces. Her thighs trembled with the effort, but she pushed past the exhaustion. The need for that final release was all-consuming.

Diego felt her inner walls clamping tighter, the rhythm becoming erratic. He took more control. His hands gripped her hips firmly, and he began to move with her, thrusting upward as she came down, creating a deeper, more powerful collision.

The new motion sent a shockwave through Tiffany. The combined force, her downward plunge and his upward thrust, made the thick cock slam into her deepest reaches. A sharp, bright pain-pleasure exploded in her core, and her breath seized.

Her orgasm hit.

It wasn’t a scream. It was a deep, visceral, internal convulsion. Her body locked, her back arching violently. Her eyes flew wide, staring blindly at the sky above. Inside, her pussy spasmed in a series of intense, rhythmic clutches, milking the thick shaft buried within her. The sensation was a full-body takeover, a release of the coiled pressure that had been building since she first sank onto him. Wave after wave of grinding, overwhelming pleasure rolled through her, centred in her utterly filled, stretched core. Her breasts, still bouncing from the residual motion, seemed to pulse with the rhythm of her climax.

Ben saw it. He saw her face transform into pure, unadulterated ecstasy, an ecstasy he had never given her. He saw her body writhe, not in resistance, but in total surrender to the pleasure delivered by a cock of impossible size. And as he watched, his own hand became frantic. His strokes were rough, desperate. The sight of her ultimate fulfilment, achieved by another man, was the final catalyst for his own shameful release.

His slender dick spasmed in his hand. A second thin, clear stream of his own cum spurted out, adding another pathetic stain to the sand. He climaxed silently, his humiliation complete, his arousal spent in a worthless trickle while his girlfriend convulsed in real, profound pleasure.

Diego, feeling her intense orgasm milking him, felt his own peak approaching. Tiffany’s clutching inner walls, the visual of her beautiful body shuddering on top of him, the arrogant satisfaction of being the one to deliver this final, deepest fuck, it all coalesced for him. His hips began to piston upward with more force, matching her frantic, post-orgasm movements. His thrusts became deeper, more possessive.

“Come for me, snowbunny,” he growled, his voice tight with his own building need. “Take my cum.”

Tiffany, still riding the waves of her climax, felt the change. His thrusts became insistent, demanding. She kept moving, her body operating on instinct now, driven to please him, to earn his seed. Her pussy, sensitized and stretched, welcomed each deep drive.

Diego’s body tensed. He drove up into her one last, powerful time, burying his monstrous length to the root. He held there, his lean frame trembling. A low, guttural groan tore from his throat as his own orgasm erupted.

Inside Tiffany, a fresh, hot flood of semen joined the existing mess. Diego’s cum, thick and voluminous, pumped deep into her already filled channel. The sensation of being filled even further, of receiving a third load of seed, sent a secondary, smaller shock of pleasure through her exhausted system. She moaned, a weak, satisfied sound, as she felt the warm flood spreading inside her.

He emptied himself completely, his cock pulsing within her as he released. Then, slowly, his thrusts ceased. He lay still, letting the final tremors of his climax subside.

Tiffany, spent, boneless, remained straddling him. Her body slumped slightly, but she kept herself upright, his cock still buried inside her. She felt the slow seep of his cum joining the others, a warm, claiming pool within her ravaged pussy. Her breath was ragged, her entire being focused on the aftermath of the powerful mutual orgasm.

Ben stood, his own dick now soft and spent again, a double humiliation staining the sand before him. He watched Tiffany, impaled on Diego’s still-hard cock, her body marked, her pussy overflowing. The scene was complete.


Chapter Fourteen

Slowly, Tiffany raised herself up off Diego’s softening but still thick, fat cock. It plopped out with a wet, sucking sound and slapped down onto his abdomen. The sudden exit triggered an immediate, shocking release from her ravaged pussy.

A thick, creamy stream of spunk, his spunk, mixed with Antonio’s and Marcus’s and her own juices, flooded out. It poured in a steady, voluminous cascade over Diego’s cock, his groin, and his big, round black balls, coating them in a glistening, gooey mess. The sight was obscene. Her little pussy, now visibly gaped and slack, continued to drip, marking him with the proof of her multiple conquests.

She flopped down next to him on the towel, her body a wrecked landscape of sweat, seawater, and faint red marks. Her breath was ragged, her eyes closed. For a moment, there was only the sound of the waves and her exhausted panting.

Diego’s voice cut through the quiet, calm and commanding. “Snowbunny,” he said, not looking at her. “You need to use your mouth to clean me.”

There was a low chuckle from Antonio and Marcus, lounging nearby. And a sharp, horrified gasp from Ben.

Tiffany, without protest, without hesitation, lifted her head. Her body moved with a dutiful, almost mechanical obedience. She lowered herself, positioning her face over Diego’s groin. Her lips, still swollen from sucking cock, parted.

She started at the base. Her tongue, pink and wet, slid along the length of his now-flaccid but impressively thick shaft. It was slick with the mixed fluids, a cocktail of masculine seed and her own arousal. She licked upwards, a slow, deliberate stroke, collecting the thick, creamy residue. The taste was salty, musky, foreign. A blend of three different men.

She reached the head, swollen and soft. She opened her mouth wider and took the tip between her lips, sucking gently, drawing the remaining mess from the slit. Then she moved lower, to his balls. Her tongue lapped at the round, heavy sacs, cleaning the cum that had pooled there. She slurped, gulped, guzzled the gooey mixture. It was a methodical, degrading cleanup, a service performed by the used woman for the man who had used her.

By the time she finished, she lifted her head. Her lips and chin were coated in the shiny, sticky mess. A smear of white cream glistened on her skin. She looked up, and her eyes found Ben.

The expression on her face was blank, empty of shame. She simply looked at him, her mouth marked with the combined semen of the three men who had just fucked her. It was a silent, graphic report of what had happened inside her.

Then she lay back down on the towel, turning her face away from the sun. “I’m going to sleep here for a while,” she murmured, her voice thick with exhaustion. A pause. Then, to her loving boyfriend, the words dripping with casual command: “Ben, babe. You need to cover me in sun lotion so I don’t burn.”

Ben froze. The other men looked at him. Antonio’s gaze was amused. Marcus’s was bored. Diego’s was arrogant, satisfied. The pressure was immense. He couldn’t abandon her. Not here. Not after… everything. The betrayal was a hot knife in his gut, but the duty, the pathetic need to still care for her, was stronger.

He knelt next to her naked, sleeping form.

Her body was incredible, even now. Her large, natural 36D breasts lay heavy against her ribs, the nipples dark and peaked. Her tiny waist curved into the wide hips and the full, round heart-shaped ass. Her strong thighs were parted slightly, the smooth, hairless pussy between them still glistening, slightly open, a pink flower utterly ravaged. The faint red marks on her skin from rough handling looked like badges of honour.

He took the bottle of sun lotion. His hands trembled. He poured a copious amount into his palm, the cool white liquid a stark contrast to the heat of her skin.

He started at her feet, working the lotion into her smooth, tan skin. His touch was gentle, almost reverent, as he massaged the cool liquid into her flesh. He moved up her calves, her strong thighs, each stroke deliberate and tender. As he neared her inner thighs, his fingers brushed close to her used pussy. The scent hit him, musky, salty, the unmistakable odour of sex and multiple men’s cum. His own pathetic dick, soft and spent, twitched as he knelt naked before her, worshipping her body by applying the lotion. 

The sight of her lying there, marked and glistening with the evidence of her conquests, filled him with a strange mix of devotion and despair. He poured more lotion into his palm, his hands trembling slightly as he smoothed it over her hips and rounded ass, careful not to wake her. Her body was a masterpiece, even in its ravaged state, and he couldn’t help but admire her, even as the weight of what had just happened pressed heavily on his chest.

He applied the lotion to her hips, her waist, his palms sliding over the curves he loved. When he reached her breasts, he hesitated. He cupped one in his hand, smoothing the lotion over the full, soft mound. The nipple hardened under his touch. She sighed in her sleep, a contented sound. He worked the lotion over both breasts, his movements slow, worshipful.

He covered her shoulders, her arms, her neck. Finally, he leaned over her back, applying lotion to the smooth expanse, avoiding the damp, sticky patch between her ass cheeks where cum had dripped.

Throughout the entire humiliating process, the three other men watched. They didn’t speak. They just observed, their naked bodies lounging on the sand, their expressions ranging from indifference to mild curiosity. Ben was performing a servant’s task for their shared conquest. It was the final, quiet domination.

When he was done, Tiffany was coated in a protective sheen, glistening under the Ibiza sun. She lay peacefully asleep, a beautiful, used object.

Ben sat back on the sand next to her, his own body aching with emotional and physical exhaustion. The other men, after a while, rose. Antonio, Marcus, and Diego stood, their naked forms powerful and unselfconscious. They walked toward the water, moving with the ease of men who owned the space around them. They entered the sea and began to swim, their muscular bodies cutting through the waves, playing, laughing softly.

Ben remained. A guardian. A caretaker. A cuckold.

He watched Tiffany sleep. He watched the men swim. The scene was serene, but inside him, a storm raged. The images of the last hour played in a vicious loop: Tiffany sucking cock, Tiffany being fucked, Tiffany’s smirk, Tiffany cleaning Diego’s mess with her mouth, her lips coated… and now, her peaceful, satisfied sleep.

His hand, almost unconsciously, moved to his own groin. He touched himself. There was no erection. Just a numb, hollow ache. But the memory of his own climaxes, the pathetic spills onto the sand, brought a fresh wave of shame. He had climaxed twice watching her. His body had celebrated her betrayal.

He looked at her sleeping face. She was so beautiful. So perfect. And she had been so thoroughly, completely claimed by others. The holiday he had paid for, the dream he had saved for, had turned into this: his girlfriend, used and satisfied by more virile men, sleeping naked on a beach while he, the devoted boyfriend, applied sun lotion like a servant.

The sun beat down. The sea sparkled. The men’ laughter echoed faintly from the water.

Ben sat, trapped in his humiliation, watching over the woman who had just rewritten their entire relationship in the span of an hour.


Epilogue

Back in their hotel room, the air still held the faint, musky scent of sunscreen and salt. Their beach towels, damp and sandy, were draped over a chair. The silence was thick, heavy with unspoken things. Ben moved quietly, unpacking his bag, trying to normalize the space. Tiffany stood by the balcony, looking out at the dark sea, her back to him. She was still naked, having rinsed off in the shower but not bothering to dress. Her smooth, tan skin glowed in the dim room light.

He turned to put his shorts in the suitcase, and she glanced over. Her eyes, usually so bright and demanding, were calm, assessing. They tracked his movement. And then they stopped. They fixed on his groin.

A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips.

“OMG,” she said, her voice a mix of amusement and something darker. “How many times did you wank off on the beach?”

Ben froze. His hands stilled on the fabric of his shorts. He felt a fresh, hot wave of shame crawl up his neck. He’d hoped she hadn’t noticed. He’d hoped the chaos of the scene had masked his pathetic, private releases. But of course, she’d seen. She saw everything.

He couldn’t lie. The evidence was in the memory, in the two lonely stains on the sand. He turned to face her, his posture defensive. “Twice,” he admitted, the word barely audible, shamed.

Tiffany’s smile widened. She walked toward him, her bare feet silent on the tile. Her naked body moved with a lazy, confident grace. The sight of her, her full breasts, her tiny waist, her smooth, hairless pussy, still triggered an immediate, helpless response in him. His slender dick, which had been soft, began to stiffen again, right there in front of her, as if proving her point.

“It really turned you on watching, didn’t it,” she stated, not asking.

Ben hated this. He hated the trap of his own physiology. He hated the truth she was pulling from him. He looked down, away from her piercing gaze. “Yes,” he whispered, the confession a barely audible surrender.

Tiffany reached him. She didn’t touch him yet. She just stood close, her body radiating the warmth of the sun and the recent, intense sex. “I thought this would just be a holiday thing,” she murmured, her tone thoughtful, almost conversational. Then she turned and walked to the bed. She lay down on the crisp white sheets, her body a beautiful, inviting landscape. She looked at him, her head propped on a pillow. “Come here.”

Ben, his heart pounding with humiliation and a deep, twisted arousal, obeyed. He walked to the bed and sat on the edge, still half-dressed.

Tiffany’s hand moved. It wasn’t a loving caress. It was a deliberate, possessive grab. Her fingers wrapped around his hard, aching dick. His erection was, as always, rather slender and quite small. It fit neatly in her grasp. She held it like an object, studying it.

The contrast was brutal. Her hand, which had just gripped the thick, monstrous girth of Diego’s cock, now held his modest, pale shaft. The memory of that difference was vivid, searing.

“You know,” she began, her voice soft but edged with a cruel clarity. “There’s no point of you putting it inside me, Ben. I won’t feel it.” She stroked him, a slow, up-and-down motion with her whole hand. “Not after today. Not after what was inside me.”

Each word was a needle. Each stroke was a reminder.

“Did you like watching?” she continued, her eyes locked on his face, watching his shame unfold. “Did you like watching how hard their big black cocks made me cum? Did you see my face when Antonio fucked me? When Diego filled me?” Her stroking became a little faster, a little more rhythmic. “You saw me scream. You saw me convulse. You never made me do that, Ben. You never filled me like that.”

Ben’s breath became shallow. His dick throbbed in her hand, betraying him completely. He was aroused by her humiliation of him. He was getting harder as she listed his inadequacies.

“Diego’s cock was huge,” she whispered, leaning closer, her large breasts brushing his arm. “Twice the size of this cute little thing.” She squeezed him gently, emphasizing the smallness. “Maybe even three times. It stretched me open. I felt it in my stomach.”

Her other hand came up. She traced the outline of his shaft with her fingertip, from base to tip. “This… this is sweet. It’s nice. But it’s not a real cock. It’s not a cock that can own a woman like me.”

She began a proper, deliberate handjob. Her grip tightened. Her palm slid over his sensitive skin, focusing on the head. She used the technique she knew worked for him, a little twist at the top, a faster pace. But it wasn’t to pleasure him lovingly. It was to demonstrate his subordination.

“We might have to carry on with the same thing when we get home,” she said, her voice casual, as if discussing holiday plans. “You know your friend Rob? I’m told he’s got a big cock. Bigger than yours, obviously.” She chuckled, a low, dark sound. “Maybe I should find out. Maybe you should watch. Like you watched today.”

The fantasy she painted was immediate, vivid. Rob, his mate from back home, with his confident laugh and his athletic build… and Tiffany, inviting him over, letting him fuck her while Ben watched from a corner. His dick jumped in her hand.

“You liked watching, didn’t you?” she pressed, her strokes becoming relentless. “You liked seeing me used. You liked seeing me take real men. Your little dick got hard twice. You spilled your pathetic cum on the sand while they spilled theirs inside me.”

She was bringing him to the edge, not with tenderness, but with brutal psychological torture. Each word, each image, each comparison, coiled the tension in his groin tighter. His hips began to twitch. His breaths became sharp, desperate gasps.

“You’re a good boyfriend, Ben,” she murmured, almost kindly. “You work hard. You pay for things. You take care of me. But you’re not a real man. Not in that way. And I need real men. I need to feel full. I need to be owned.”

Her hand moved faster now, a smooth, slick piston. His slender shaft was fully engorged, straining in her grip. The pleasure was intense, but it was woven with strands of shame, of degradation, of arousal at his own cuckolding.

“Come for me, baby,” she commanded, her voice dropping to a husky, dominant whisper. “Come for me like you did on the beach. Show me how much you enjoy watching your girlfriend get fucked by bigger men.”

It was the final permission. The final twist.

Ben’s body arched. His back straightened. A choked cry escaped his lips. His climax erupted, not as a powerful surge, but as a weak, watery fountain.

His slender dick spasmed violently in Tiffany’s firm grasp. A clear, thin stream of his semen shot upwards, arcing over his stomach. It splattered down across his own chest and abdomen in a pathetic, scattered pattern. The orgasm was quick, shallow, and utterly humiliating, a physical echo of the two lonely releases on the beach.

He groaned, his body slumping forward as the sensation drained him.

Tiffany kept her hand around him, holding his dick as it softened rapidly. She watched the last few drops of his “spunk” dribble from the tip onto his skin. Then, as his erection vanished, leaving his member small and soft, she adjusted her grip.

She let his limp, little dick rest between her thumb and forefinger. She held it up slightly, examining it like a curious artifact. A final, tender smile touched her lips, but it was devoid of warmth. It was a smile of possession, of evaluation.

“What a cute little thing,” she said softly, her voice full of a mocking affection.


Book Four Teaser

Back in England, nothing feels the same.

The quiet familiarity of home should have been comforting, but for Ben, it only makes everything worse. The flat, the routines, the normal life they once shared, it all feels hollow now. Because the memory of Ibiza hasn’t faded. It hasn’t softened.

If anything, it’s sharpened.

And Tiffany hasn’t forgotten either.

She moves differently now. Carries herself with a calm, effortless confidence that wasn’t there before. There’s no guilt, no hesitation, no attempt to pretend it didn’t happen. Instead, there’s a quiet certainty in her eyes, like a line has been crossed and she has no intention of stepping back.

At first, she doesn’t mention it.

Not directly.

Just small comments. Casual observations. Little reminders that land harder than they should.

Until one evening, she finally says his name.

“Rob.”

Just that.

Simple. Deliberate.

Ben feels it instantly. That same tightness in his chest, that same mix of dread and something darker he doesn’t want to examine too closely.

Because Rob isn’t a stranger.

He’s part of their life.

And Tiffany knows exactly what she’s doing.

“You trust him, don’t you?” she asks, her tone light, almost curious. “He’s your friend.”

Ben doesn’t answer straight away.

Because he already knows where this is going.

And worse… part of him knows he’s going to let it happen.

Tiffany smiles, slow and knowing.

“Invite him over.”

No teasing. No laughter.

Just a quiet command.

And this time, there’s no beach. No holiday excuse. No distance to hide behind.

Just their home.

Their life.

And the first real choice Ben will have to make.

And in Book Four Ben will be cuckolded at home with one of his best mates. Tiffany knows she can twist Ben around her little finger and knows just how much it turn ben on seeing her being fucked by a man with a bigger cock.
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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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