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Chapter One

Stansted Airport was already busy even though it wasn’t yet six in the morning. The departure hall was full of people dragging suitcases across the polished floor, queues forming in loose, impatient lines, the smell of coffee and perfume mixing with the constant echo of announcements from the ceiling.

Ben stood in the EasyJet bag drop queue, one hand on the handle of their suitcase, the other holding both passports and his phone. Tiffany stood slightly ahead of him, scrolling through Instagram, barely paying attention to the slow-moving line.

Even at that time in the morning, she stood out.

She was dressed for Ibiza already, not the flight. Tight white crop top, loose grey joggers that sat low on her hips, clean white trainers, and a small designer bag hanging from her shoulder. Her long blonde hair fell in soft waves down her back, and her tan made her look like she’d already been on holiday for a week. People walking past glanced at her automatically, the way people do when someone catches their eye without them meaning to stare.

She shifted her weight from one leg to the other, and the joggers pulled slightly across her hips as she moved, her posture relaxed, confident, like she expected to be looked at and didn’t mind at all.

“Babe, how long is this queue?” she said without looking up from her phone.

Ben looked ahead. “Not too bad. It’s moving.”

“I hate airports,” she said. “Next time we’re getting priority. I’m not queuing like this again.”

“It was another forty quid,” Ben said. “Thought we’d just spend it in Ibiza instead.”

She finally looked up at him over the top of her sunglasses resting on her head.
“You always say that.”

He smiled slightly. “We’re going to Ibiza for two weeks. You’ll survive a queue.”

She didn’t answer. She turned slightly and leaned back against the suitcase handle, her crop top lifting just enough to show the flat line of her stomach. A group of lads walking past glanced at her, then at each other, then looked again. Ben noticed, like he always did. He felt that familiar mix of pride and something else he didn’t like to think about too much.

“I want Starbucks after security,” she said. “And I’m hungry.”

“I’ll get you something,” he said.

“And I need a bottle of water for the plane. And snacks.”

“Yeah, I’ll sort it.”

She nodded like this was all obvious and went back to her phone.

He had paid for everything.
Flights.
Hotel.
Airport parking.
Most of the clothes she’d bought “for Ibiza.”
Even the suitcase she was leaning on.

It had taken him months to save for the trip, overtime shifts and saying no to nights out, but seeing her excited about the holiday had made it feel worth it.

She had been talking about Ibiza for two years. Beach clubs, pool parties, DJs, boat parties, VIP tables, cocktails, photos. He’d booked the best hotel he could afford, one near all the big clubs, with a big pool and a bar and DJs in the afternoon. It looked amazing in the photos. He hoped it would be amazing in real life. He hoped she’d love it.

He knew the moment he saw her lying by the pool in one of her skimpy bikinis, tanned and smiling, he’d feel like every penny he’d spent on the holiday had been worth it.

The queue moved forward and they stepped ahead together. She slipped her arm through his without looking at him, leaning lightly into his side.

“I’m actually excited though,” she said. “I need this holiday. I’ve been so stressed.”

He smiled at that. “You’ve been stressed?”

“Yes,” she said seriously. “Work’s been doing my head in and I haven’t been away in ages.”

They had gone away the year before, but he didn’t say anything.

“I just want sun, cocktails, and to look nice all week,” she said. “And we’re doing the big clubs, yeah?”

“Yeah,” he said. “We’ll do the big clubs.”

“And I want a boat party,” she added. “Everyone says the boat parties are the best.”

“Alright,” he said again. “We’ll do a boat party.”

She smiled then and leaned her head briefly against his shoulder. When she smiled like that, people noticed even more. A man in the next queue looked over twice before pretending to check his phone.

“You’re a good boyfriend,” she said.

That one sentence made the months of saving feel worth it.

They reached the front of the queue and handed over their bags. As they walked toward security, Tiffany walked slightly ahead of him, her bag on her shoulder, her hair moving across her back as she walked. People moved aside without really thinking about it, giving her space as she passed.

“Wait,” she said suddenly, turning back toward him and holding her phone up. “Selfie.”

He stepped next to her automatically and she leaned into him, tilting her head slightly, her hair falling forward over one shoulder. He smiled. She took the photo, checked it, adjusted her hair, and took another.

“Perfect,” she said, already typing.
“What are you putting?” Ben asked.

“Stansted. Ibiza pending,” she said, adding a plane and sun emoji before posting it.

Within seconds, the likes started appearing.

She smiled at her screen.

Ben picked up both cabin bags and followed her toward security, already thinking about buying her breakfast, water for the plane, and whatever she wanted in duty free.

He thought this holiday was going to be the best week of their year.
He thought it would make her happy.
He thought it would bring them closer together.

He had no idea that by the time they came home from Ibiza, things between them would be very different.


Chapter Two

The heat hit them the moment they stepped out of the airport doors, a heavy, dry warmth that felt completely different from England. Tiffany stopped for a moment, pushing her sunglasses up onto her head and looking around at the taxis, the palm trees, the bright white buildings in the distance.

“Oh my God, it’s actually hot,” she said, smiling properly for the first time since the airport.

Ben laughed. “That’s usually what happens when you go on holiday.”

The taxi ride to the hotel took about fifteen minutes. Tiffany spent most of it looking out of the window, watching scooters, beach bars, and groups of people already walking around in shorts and dresses, drinks in their hands, music coming from open doorways.

“This place already looks good,” she said. “I’m so glad we came here.”

Ben felt relieved hearing that.

The hotel was bigger than he expected when they pulled up outside, white buildings, glass balconies, music playing somewhere near the pool area, people already sitting outside with drinks even though it was still mid-afternoon. Tiffany stepped out of the taxi and looked up at the building, then back at him.

“This actually looks nice,” she said. “You’ve done well here.”

Those five words made the months of saving feel worth it again.

They checked in, got their wristbands, and took the lift up to their floor. Tiffany stood in front of the mirror in the lift, quickly fixing her hair and lip gloss, like she was already aware that this place was somewhere people looked at each other.

When they opened the door to their room, the first thing Tiffany did was walk straight through to the balcony and slide the door open.

The balcony looked out over the main pool.

It was exactly like the photos. A large pool surrounded by white sun loungers, palm trees, a pool bar on one side, and music playing from speakers somewhere near a small DJ booth. People were lying in the sun, swimming, drinking cocktails, talking, laughing. It looked like the start of a party that would probably go on all day.

Tiffany stepped out onto the balcony and leaned on the railing, looking down at the pool. The sun caught her hair, turning it almost gold, and her tan looked even darker in the bright light. From behind, her slim waist and curved hips were outlined by the tight airport outfit she was still wearing, and for a moment Ben just stood in the doorway looking at her, thinking that she looked like she belonged somewhere like this far more than he did.

“This is perfect,” she said, turning back to him with a big smile. “You’ve actually done really well with this hotel.”

She walked back inside, stepped up to him, and kissed him properly, her arms around his neck.

“Thank you for bringing me here,” she said.

He smiled, feeling about ten feet tall.

“Let’s catch a few hours by the pool before we have dinner and an early night,” she said, already walking toward the suitcase. “I want to wear my white bikini first.”

She opened her suitcase and started pulling out clothes, holding bikinis up against herself in the mirror, already planning outfits in her head. Ben sat down on the edge of the bed for a moment, watching her move around the room, the excitement in her voice, the way she looked in the bright hotel room light.

He had imagined this moment for months, her on the balcony, the pool below, the sun, the music, her excited and happy.

He still thought this holiday was going to be the best thing that had happened to them in a long time.

He still thought he was the one giving her this experience.

Down by the pool, the music got slightly louder as the DJ changed tracks, and people started moving toward the bar for another round of drinks.

Their holiday hadn’t really started yet.

But it was about to.


Chapter Three

Tiffany took longer than she said she would to get ready. Ben had already unpacked half the suitcase and was sitting on the edge of the bed scrolling through his phone when she finally came out of the bathroom.

“I’m ready,” she said.

He looked up, and for a second he didn’t say anything.

She was wearing the white bikini she had mentioned on the balcony, the one she had bought specially for the holiday. It was small, much smaller than anything she would wear to a beach in England, and it showed off exactly why she had bought it. Her tan made the white fabric stand out against her skin, and the bikini seemed designed to draw attention rather than avoid it.

She stood in front of the mirror, turning slightly to look at herself from the side, adjusting the straps and pushing her hair back off her shoulders. The bikini was tiny, much smaller than anything she would have worn on a beach at home, and she clearly knew exactly how she looked in it.

She turned a little more, looking over her shoulder at her reflection, checking how the bikini bottoms sat on her hips. From where he was sitting on the bed, Ben could see that they barely covered her at all, the fabric sitting low on her hips and leaving most of her backside exposed. She seemed completely comfortable standing there like that, studying herself in the mirror like she was already by the pool.

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

Ben looked up and for a moment didn’t answer straight away.

The bikini top barely contained her, the thin straps over her shoulders and the small triangles of fabric doing just enough to cover her, and he couldn’t help noticing how much of her the bikini seemed to leave on show. She had bought it for exactly that reason, he realised. For Ibiza, for the pool, for being seen.

“You look amazing,” he said finally, and he meant it.

She smiled at that, clearly pleased, and gave one last look in the mirror before picking up her sunglasses and the loose shirt she was going to wear open over the bikini on the way to the pool.

Ben watched her for another second before standing up to follow her out. He had spent months paying for this holiday, and in that moment, seeing her standing there in the hotel room, tanned, blonde, and excited for the pool, he felt like it had already been worth it.

She smiled, clearly pleased, and reached for her sunglasses and a loose shirt to wear open over the bikini. She slipped her feet into sandals, picked up her phone, and walked toward the door.

“Come on then,” she said. “Pool time.”

They walked through the hotel corridor, into the lift, and down to the ground floor. When the lift doors opened, they could already hear the music from the pool area, bass thumping softly, people talking, glasses clinking.

They walked out toward the pool together, Tiffany slightly ahead of him.

The moment they stepped out into the pool area, the heat and noise hit them properly for the first time. The pool was busy, people lying on sunbeds, others in the water, groups standing around the bar with drinks in their hands. Music played from a small DJ booth near one corner, and waiters moved between the loungers carrying cocktails.

Tiffany slipped her shirt off her shoulders and folded it over her arm as they walked toward the sunbeds. She walked confidently, like she belonged there, like she had been in places like this before.

Ben walked a few steps behind her, carrying the towels, watching her walk ahead of him toward the pool.

He couldn’t help looking at her as she walked. He already knew she looked good, but here, in the sun, by a pool in Ibiza, surrounded by people in swimwear and sunglasses and cocktails, she looked even better. Like this was exactly the environment she was made for.

He also noticed something else almost immediately.

Other people were looking at her too.

Not obviously staring, but the quick looks, the second glances, men looking up from their sunbeds as she walked past, a group of lads near the bar going quiet for a second as she walked by, one of them nudging another and saying something Ben couldn’t hear.

He felt that familiar feeling again, the same one he always got when they went out somewhere busy. Pride, mostly. Pride that she was with him, that she had just walked through a pool full of people and then came over and dropped her bag on the sunbed next to his.

She lay down on the sunbed and pushed her sunglasses up onto her face, stretching out in the sun like she had been waiting all year to do exactly this.

“This is perfect,” she said, smiling up at the sky. “I’m not moving from this pool all week.”

Ben sat down on the sunbed next to her, looking around at the pool, the bar, the DJ, the people, then back at her lying in the sun, relaxed, happy, exactly where she wanted to be.

He thought again that the holiday had already been worth it.

Across the pool, near the bar, one of the staff members looked over toward the new couple who had just arrived and noticed the blonde girl lying on the sunbed in the white bikini.

He watched her for a moment, then picked up two menus and started walking toward them.

Their holiday had officially begun.


Chapter Four

“You know,” Tiffany murmured, her lips brushing against his ear as she stood behind him, “seeing you like this… so proud… it’s the best part of the whole trip.”

Ben felt her hands slide over his shoulders, her touch warm and deliberate. She’d enjoyed more than two glasses of wine with dinner. He leaned back into her, the balcony view of the glittering pool fading from his mind. The evening air was cool now, a contrast to the sun-soaked afternoon.

“I’m just happy you’re happy,” he said, his voice a little thick.

She laughed, a light, confident sound. “Oh, I’m ecstatic. That pool? The music? The way everyone just… looks? It’s perfect.” She spun him around gently, her eyes bright with the reflection of the hotel lights. “And you made it happen. All that overtime. All that saving.”

She began to undress him then, her movements slow and possessive. His shirt came off first, her fingers tracing the lines of his chest. She owned this moment, Ben thought, as she pushed him back towards the bed. She always owned moments like this. Her confidence was a force, and he was its willing subject.

He sat on the edge of the bed, watching as she stepped back. With a deliberate, swaying motion, she reached for the hem of her sundress. She lifted it slowly, letting the fabric rise up her thighs, over her hips, revealing the smooth, tan skin beneath. There was no shyness, only a performed unveiling. She knew what she was doing, and she knew what it did to him.

The dress dropped to the floor. She stood before him in just her lace-trimmed bra and a tiny pair of matching panties. Ben’s breath caught. Her body was a masterpiece he never tired of admiring, the full swell of her breasts, the dramatic curve of her waist into her hips, the powerful, round thighs.

She unhooked her bra, letting it fall away. Her 36D breasts were heavy and soft, nipples already pert from the cool air or the attention. Then her hands went to her panties. She hooked her thumbs in the sides and drew them down, bending at the knees just enough to make the motion a tease.

As she stepped out of them, Ben’s eyes dropped lower. His gaze fixed on the smooth, hairless skin between her legs. It was utterly bare, a stark, clean expanse.

“I noticed,” he said, his voice husky.

Tiffany smiled, a knowing, slightly smug smile. “For the bikinis,” she explained, running a hand over the smooth skin. “The really skimpy ones. It’s necessary for the look. You understand.”

He did understand. It was part of the presentation, part of the allure she cultivated. It was also intensely arousing. The complete exposure made her seem even more vulnerable and yet more powerful, a contradiction that always tightened his stomach with desire.

She came to him then, kneeling on the bed, straddling his lap. Her weight settled onto him, her bare skin pressing against his thighs. She kissed him, not with deep passion, but with a warm, appreciative gratitude. Her hands framed his face.

“Thank you, Ben,” she whispered, her breath sweet with the remnants of her cocktail. “For all of this.”

He kissed her back, his hands finding the familiar curves of her waist, then sliding up to cup the heavy softness of her breasts. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, and she sighed, a contented sound. This was their rhythm. Comfortable. Familiar. A script they’d performed many times.

He lay back, pulling her with him. She settled atop him, her knees bracketing his hips. He reached for the condom on the nightstand, rolling it onto himself with a practised efficiency. She watched, her eyes dark and approving.

When he was ready, she guided him. She took him in her hand, positioned him, and then sank down onto him with a slow, controlled descent. Ben gasped as she took him inside, the smooth, bare flesh of her sex enveloping him in a familiar, warm embrace.

She began to move. Her hips rocked in a steady, undulating rhythm. Not frantic, not desperate, but measured and beautiful. She arched her back, letting her breasts sway above him. Ben’s hands gripped her hips, following her motion, trying to match her pace.

She felt good. The physical pleasure was undeniable, the tight heat of her, the slick friction, the way her body moved against his. But as he watched her face, he saw the expression he often saw. Enjoyment, but not transcendence. Her eyes were closed, her lips slightly parted. She was present, but she wasn’t lost.

For Tiffany, the act was a continuation of the day’s performance. A reward for him, a physical affirmation of her appreciation. She enjoyed the feeling of him inside her, the solidness of his body beneath hers. She liked the way his hands held her, the devotion in his touch. But her mind didn’t quiet. It ticked over, remembering the glances by the pool, the buzz of the hotel atmosphere, the promise of the week ahead.

Ben’s own pleasure built steadily. His thrusts became a little more urgent, his breaths shorter. He was lost in her, in the scent of her perfume mixed with sweat, in the visual feast of her body moving above him. He wanted to please her, to give her a climax that matched the bliss he felt.

Tiffany felt his shift. She increased her pace, grinding down onto him with more force, her inner muscles clenching around him. A flush spread over her chest. A small, sharp pleasure began to coil low in her belly. It was nice. It was adequate. She focused on it, chasing the sensation.

Her climax arrived like a polite guest. It wasn’t a wave that crashed over her; it was a ripple, a pleasant tightening and release that made her sigh softly and her body shudder for a few seconds. It was enough. It was satisfying. She smiled down at him, seeing the desperate hope in his eyes.

“Was that good for you?” he whispered, his own peak rushing towards him.

“Yes, baby,” she murmured, leaning down to kiss his shoulder. “It was lovely.”

Her words, her touch, her presence, they unleashed him. His orgasm was stronger, more physical, a convulsive release that emptied him into the condom inside her. He groaned, his body tensing, his hands clutching at her. For him, it was perfect.

She held him as he pulsed, then slowly, carefully, she lifted herself off him. She disposed of the condom, cleaned up quickly, and returned to bed. She slid under the covers beside him, her smooth skin cool against his.

He turned to her, wrapping an arm around her. “Today was amazing,” he said, his voice drowsy with satisfaction and fatigue.

“It was,” Tiffany agreed, settling her head on his chest. “And tomorrow will be even better. The beach club. I need to find the perfect outfit.”

Ben drifted off, his mind a haze of contentment. He had her. She was happy. The holiday was a success.

Tiffany lay awake a little longer. The small, polite climax had faded, leaving a faint, familiar emptiness. She thought of the pool, of the eyes that followed her, of the sheer, unchecked potential of the place they were in. She smiled. Tomorrow was a new stage. And she was ready to perform.


Chapter Five

The next morning they left the hotel late, after breakfast and a couple of hours by the pool, and walked down the road toward the beach. The sun was already high and the air felt hot and heavy, music drifting from beach bars along the road, groups of people walking in flip-flops and sunglasses, drinks already in their hands.

Tiffany walked slightly ahead of Ben, like she usually did, her sunglasses on, her hair loose over her shoulders. Over her bikini she wore a light beige cover-up kimono that moved gently as she walked, catching the sunlight. Every now and then the fabric lifted in the breeze, revealing flashes of the bright yellow bikini underneath.

She had chosen that bikini carefully that morning, holding up three different ones in front of the mirror before deciding on the yellow one because it showed off her tan the most. It was tiny, held together with thin strings at her hips and behind her neck, more about how it looked than how much it covered. The bottoms sat high on her hips and from behind the thin strip of fabric disappeared between her curves, leaving most of her exposed when she walked. Ben had noticed it immediately in the room and knew that on a busy Ibiza beach it was going to attract attention. The top was just as small, barely covering her, and he realised she hadn’t bought the bikini for swimming or sunbathing. She had bought it because she knew exactly how she looked in it.

As they walked down the path toward the beach, Ben noticed the looks almost straight away. Men walking the other way glanced at her and then looked again, some trying to be subtle, others not bothering at all. Tiffany walked ahead of him like she didn’t notice, or maybe like she was used to it, sunglasses on, head high, completely comfortable being looked at.

Ben followed a step behind her, watching the reactions, feeling that familiar mix of pride and disbelief that she was actually with him. Everywhere they went, people noticed her. Ibiza, he realised, was exactly the kind of place where she was always going to be noticed.

Ben noticed everything though.

He noticed the looks.
He noticed the double takes.
He noticed the way people turned their heads slightly as she walked past.

And he felt that same mix of emotions he always felt in situations like this. Pride, mostly. Pride that she was with him, that she walked ahead and then stopped and turned and smiled at him like he was the only person there.

“You coming?” she said, smiling.

He walked up beside her and she slipped her arm through his as they continued down toward the beach, the sound of the sea getting louder ahead of them.

Ibiza already felt different from home.
Everything felt brighter, louder, more relaxed.
And Tiffany seemed to fit into this world perfectly.

He was starting to realise that this holiday might be very different from what he had expected.

They found a space halfway down the beach, not too close to the busy beach bar but near enough that they could hear the music drifting across the sand. The sea was bright blue, almost too bright to look at properly in the midday sun, and the beach was full of people lying on towels, walking along the shoreline, or standing in the water talking and laughing.

Ben dropped the bag onto the sand and shook out the towels while Tiffany stood for a moment looking around, taking everything in, the boats out in the bay, the music, the bars, the crowds, the heat, the whole atmosphere of the place.

“This place is actually amazing,” she said, turning slowly in a circle as she looked around. “I’m so glad we came here.”

Ben smiled, laying the towels down flat on the sand.

Tiffany untied the light kimono from around her shoulders and let it slide off, folding it loosely and dropping it onto the bag before stepping forward onto the towel. For a moment she just stood there, adjusting her sunglasses and looking out at the sea, completely relaxed, completely comfortable, like she had already settled into holiday mode.

The yellow bikini left very little to the imagination. Standing there in the bright sun, with the thin strings at her hips and the small triangles of fabric, Ben thought she might as well have been naked compared to what most people would wear on a beach back home. But here in Ibiza she wasn’t the only woman dressed like that. There were other girls in tiny bikinis, thongs, and string tops all along the beach.

The difference was that Tiffany still stood out.

It was her figure more than anything else that made people notice her. She had a very feminine shape, full, firm natural breasts, a narrow waist that curved into wide hips, and a full, round backside that gave her a slow, confident sway when she walked. The tiny yellow bikini showed off everything she knew were her best features, and as she stood there for a moment in the sun before lying down on the towel, Ben could see people looking without even trying to hide it.

Even on a beach full of attractive people, she still stood out. There were other women in small bikinis and thongs, other girls trying to look good, but Tiffany had the kind of body and confidence that drew attention anyway. She didn’t fidget or cover herself or look around to see who was watching. She just lay down on her towel like she belonged there, like this was exactly the sort of place she had always expected to be.

Ben sat down beside her, noticing the looks from the men walking past, the second glances, the way people looked and then looked again. He felt that familiar mix of pride and disbelief that she was actually with him.

Ben noticed the reaction almost immediately.

And it often wasn’t subtle. A man walking past slowed slightly as he went by, his eyes lingering for a second longer than they should have. Two lads further down the beach looked over, and one of them nudged the other with his elbow, saying something quietly while still looking in Tiffany’s direction. Neither of them even tried to pretend they weren’t looking.

A couple of local guys walking along the sand selling sunglasses and bracelets both looked as they passed, one of them turning his head for a second look before carrying on down the beach, calling out to another group further along.

It wasn’t just one person or one glance. It was constant, small reactions, double takes, people looking and then looking again. On a beach full of people trying to look good, Tiffany still managed to stand out without doing anything at all except lie there in the sun.

Ben noticed it all.

He noticed the looks, the nudges, the second glances, the way people looked at her and then looked at him, trying to work out if they were together. He felt that familiar mix of pride and disbelief again, the same feeling he always got when they went somewhere busy and people noticed her straight away.

He lay back on his towel beside her, looking out at the sea, listening to the music drifting from the beach bar, and thinking that Ibiza was exactly the kind of place where Tiffany was always going to get attention.

And he wasn’t sure yet whether that was a good thing or not.

Tiffany didn’t react to any of it. She just lay down on her towel on her stomach, resting her head on her folded arms, stretching out in the sun like she had been waiting all year to do exactly this.

Ben sat down beside her, looking out at the sea for a moment and then back at her lying next to him, already completely relaxed, completely at home here.

He was starting to realise that Ibiza was exactly the kind of place where Tiffany was always going to be noticed.

Tiffany didn’t seem to notice any of it, or if she did, she didn’t react. She just lay down on her towel on her stomach, resting her head on her folded arms, stretching out in the sun like she had been waiting all year to do exactly this.

Ben sat down on his own towel beside her, looking out at the sea for a moment and then back at her lying next to him, the bright yellow bikini standing out against her tan in the sunlight.

“This place is unreal,” she said again, turning her head slightly toward him, smiling. “This is exactly what I wanted. Beach, music, drinks, boats, everything.”

He nodded. “Yeah, it’s good here.”

She pushed her sunglasses up onto her head for a moment and looked around again, taking in the beach, the people, the bars, the atmosphere. She looked happy, properly happy, more relaxed than she had been in weeks.

“I could stay here all day,” she said, lying back down again. “I’m not moving for at least two hours.”

Ben lay back on his towel and closed his eyes for a moment, listening to the music and the sound of the waves, feeling the heat of the sun and the warm sand under the towel.

He thought again about how much the holiday had cost him, the overtime, the saving, the planning, the stress of making sure everything was booked and paid for.

Then he opened his eyes and looked at Tiffany lying next to him in the sun, smiling to herself, completely happy, exactly where she wanted to be.

And again, he thought the same thing he had already thought several times since they arrived.

It was worth it.


Chapter Six

Later that afternoon, when the heat had softened slightly and the beach had become busier, they walked down toward the shoreline. The sand was hot under their feet and the sea was calm, small waves rolling in slowly, people standing in the water talking, others swimming further out toward the boats anchored in the bay.

Tiffany walked beside him toward the water, holding her sunglasses in one hand, her hair moving slightly in the breeze coming off the sea. The bright yellow bikini stood out against her tan and the blue of the water, and Ben couldn’t help thinking again that she might as well have been naked in something that small. It covered just enough to be called a bikini, but not much more than that.

As they walked into the water and the cool sea reached their ankles, then their knees, then their thighs, he noticed again the looks she got. People walking past, people standing in the water, people lying on towels further up the beach. It wasn’t subtle, and he was starting to realise that in a place like Ibiza, attention was almost a kind of currency.

They stood in the water for a while, talking about where they might go that night, whether they should try one of the big clubs or just stay near the hotel for the first night. Tiffany splashed a little water toward him and laughed, then turned and looked further down the beach.

A short distance away, maybe fifty metres along the shoreline, a tall black man was standing in the shallow water with a small group of people, holding a windsurf board and explaining something to them. He moved confidently, like he had done this a thousand times before, pointing out toward the water, demonstrating something with his hands, then helping one of the people onto the board.

Tiffany watched for a moment, then nudged Ben slightly.

“Hey,” she said, nodding in that direction. “That looks quite fun actually.”

Ben looked over. “Windsurfing?”

“Yeah,” she said. “That would be cool. We should try that one day.”

She watched for another few seconds as the instructor helped someone push the board into deeper water.

“Go and ask how much that is,” she said, turning back toward Ben. “See if we can do it this week.”

Ben laughed slightly. “You want me to go and ask?”

“Well I’m not going over there dripping wet, am I?” she said. “Go and ask. If it’s not too expensive, we’ll do it.”

He nodded and looked back toward the instructor again.

The tall man was now standing with his hands on his hips, watching one of the beginners wobble and fall into the water, laughing and calling something out to them.

Up close, Ben could see he was older than most of the other guys working along the beach, probably mid to late thirties, with dark skin that had been permanently tanned by the sun, short hair, and the kind of athletic build that came from working outdoors every day rather than from a gym. He stood very comfortably in the water, balanced and relaxed, like he belonged there, like this was his space and everyone else was just visiting it.

He wore board shorts and a faded rash vest with the windsurf school logo on the chest, and he spoke to the group in easy, confident English, joking with them as he helped one of them climb back onto the board.

He noticed Ben approaching before Ben said anything and gave a small nod, already smiling slightly.

“You want lesson?” he said, in a relaxed accent. “Or you just looking?”

Ben smiled. “Just wondering how much it is. My girlfriend saw you from down there and said it looked good.”

The instructor followed his line of sight down the beach.

He spotted Tiffany almost immediately.

She was standing in the shallow water, pushing her hair back off her shoulders, looking out toward them, the bright yellow bikini standing out against the blue of the sea.

The instructor looked at her for a moment, then back at Ben, and smiled slightly again, this time a different kind of smile, like he understood something without it needing to be explained.

“You come together,” he said. “I explain everything.”

Ben walked back along the beach toward Tiffany, who was still standing in the shallow water, watching him.

“How much is it?” she asked as he got closer.

“Not too bad actually,” Ben said. “He said he’ll explain properly if we both go over.”

She nodded immediately. “Yeah, let’s go then.”

They walked back together along the beach toward the windsurf boards. As they got closer, the instructor looked up and saw them approaching. He was standing beside one of the boards, holding it steady while someone climbed off.

Up close, he looked even taller than Ben had first thought, broad shoulders, relaxed posture, the kind of calm confidence that came from someone who was used to being in charge of situations and people listening to him.

He looked first at Ben, then at Tiffany, and for a brief moment his eyes stayed on her a little longer.

Tiffany noticed too.

It was only a second, maybe less, but Ben saw it. The quick look, the small smile, the way Tiffany pushed her hair back off her shoulder as they stopped in front of him.

“This my girlfriend, Tiffany,” Ben said.

Antonio nodded slightly. “Nice to meet you,” he said, his voice calm and easy.

“Nice to meet you,” Tiffany said, smiling at him.

Ben stood there while Antonio started explaining the lessons, how long they were, how easy it was to learn, pointing out into the water and describing where they would start. But Ben noticed something quickly.

Antonio was mostly talking to Tiffany.

Even when Ben asked the questions, Antonio answered while looking at her, explaining things slowly, confidently, like he was already assuming she would be the one deciding.

Tiffany asked a few questions, laughing when he explained how many people fall in the water the first time.

“Probably me then,” she said.

Antonio smiled. “Everyone fall first time. Not problem. You learn quickly.”

Ben stood slightly to the side for a moment while they talked, and he suddenly had a strange thought he didn’t quite understand.

He watched the two of them talking for a second, Tiffany smiling up at him, Antonio standing there relaxed, confident, completely comfortable.

For a brief moment, Ben wondered if Tiffany was checking him out.

He immediately told himself that was stupid. Of course she wasn’t. She was just being friendly. They were on holiday. Everyone was friendly on holiday.

Still, as they stood there talking about windsurf lessons and times and prices, Ben couldn’t help feeling like something had just happened, something small, something he couldn’t quite explain.

He just didn’t know yet how important that moment was going to be.


Chapter Seven

The next day Tiffany came out of the bathroom wearing yet another bikini. This was a white one, nowhere near as brief as the one before, but it was still tiny by any normal standard. Ben watched his beautiful girlfriend walking around the small hotel room getting ready for the day at the beach and their first windsurfing lesson.

The bikini covered most of her chest, though only just, and as she turned in front of the mirror Ben noticed again how little the bottoms actually covered when she moved. She seemed completely unconcerned, turning slowly from side to side, checking the fit, adjusting the straps and pushing her hair back over her shoulders, like she was already imagining how it would look on the beach.

“What do you think of this one?” she asked, looking at him through the mirror.

“You look amazing,” Ben said again, and he meant it just as much as he had yesterday.

She smiled, clearly pleased, and reached for her sunglasses and the light cover-up she had bought for the holiday. Ben watched her moving around the room, packing sunscreen into her bag, checking her phone, picking out sandals. He couldn’t help thinking about the day ahead.

After yesterday on the beach, he had started to realise just how much attention Tiffany got in a place like this. And today they were going to be standing right by the shoreline with the windsurf boards, in front of everyone, with Antonio teaching them.

He found himself wondering how many people would be watching her today, not just the tourists on the beach but the other instructors, the people waiting for lessons, the people walking past along the water. Yesterday he had noticed the looks, the double takes, the nudges between groups of lads. It hadn’t really bothered him at first. If anything, he had felt proud walking beside her.

But now he wasn’t so sure how he felt about it.

It was different here than at home. Back in Southend it might be a few looks in a bar or a restaurant, nothing more than that. Here it felt constant. Everywhere they went people looked at her. On the beach, by the pool, walking through the hotel, even in the lifts. And she seemed completely comfortable with it, like she expected it, like she enjoyed it.

He thought about the windsurf lesson again, about her standing there by the boards, everyone around, Antonio showing her what to do, people walking past, people watching from their towels. He realised that for most of the day, in her skimpy bikini, she would be in full view of everyone on that stretch of beach.

The thought made him feel something he couldn’t quite place. Not exactly anger, not exactly worry, just a strange tight feeling in his chest. He told himself he was being stupid. She was his girlfriend. They were on holiday together. Of course, other people were going to look at her. People always looked at her.

Still, as they left the hotel room and started walking toward the beach again, he couldn’t help noticing that this time he was much more aware of the looks she got than he had been yesterday.

And he was starting to realise that Ibiza might be a very different kind of holiday than he had imagined when he booked it.

“You ready?” she said, turning back toward him.

“Yeah,” he said, standing up and picking up the beach bag.

They walked out of the hotel together and down toward the beach again, the same path as the day before, the same bars, the same music, the same heat already building in the late morning sun. Tiffany walked ahead again, sunglasses on, bag over her shoulder, completely at ease, like she had been coming here for years instead of two days.

When they reached the beach, they could see the windsurf boards already lined up along the shore. A few people were standing around in life jackets, and Antonio was in the water with someone, holding the board steady while they tried to balance.

He looked up as they approached and recognised them immediately. He nodded once and waved them over.

“You come for lesson, yes?” he called out.

Tiffany smiled and waved back slightly as they walked toward him across the sand.

Ben noticed again how confident Antonio looked in the water, how relaxed he seemed, like the sea, the boards, the people, everything around him was completely normal and under control. He moved easily through the shallow water, steadying the board with one hand while talking to the person standing on it.

When he finished with the student and walked back toward them, he looked first at Tiffany again, then at Ben.

“Good day for learning,” he said. “Little wind, easy water.”

Tiffany stepped forward slightly. “I think I’ll be terrible at this,” she said, laughing.

Antonio smiled. “Everyone terrible first time,” he said. “Then you get better.”

Ben stood there watching the two of them talk again, noticing how easily Tiffany spoke to him, how relaxed she seemed, how Antonio spoke to her like he had known her longer than a day.

Ben told himself again that it was nothing. They were on holiday. This was just how people were on holiday. Everyone talked to everyone. Everyone was friendly.

Still, as Antonio handed Tiffany a life jacket and showed her how to put it on, standing close beside her and adjusting the straps, Ben felt that strange feeling again, the same one he had felt yesterday when they first spoke.

Something was changing, very slowly, and he wasn’t quite sure what it was yet.

Out in the shallow water, the boards rocked gently in the small waves, and the beach behind them was already filling up with people, music drifting across the sand from the beach bar.

Their holiday was only just beginning, but already it felt like something important had started.


Chapter Eight

The windsurf boards were lined up along the edge of the water, bright colours against the sand, sails lying flat while Antonio explained the basics again before they went into the water properly.

“First you learn balance,” Antonio said, standing on one of the boards on the sand to demonstrate. “Feet here, not too wide. Knees little bit bent. You stand relaxed, not stiff.”

Tiffany watched carefully, arms folded, sunglasses pushed up onto her head. She nodded as he explained, then laughed slightly when he demonstrated how people usually fell into the water the first time.

While Antonio stood on the board showing them where to put their feet, Ben noticed properly for the first time just how lean and muscular he was. Not bulky like someone who lifted weights, but strong in a practical way, broad shoulders, flat stomach, arms and back clearly defined from working in the water every day. He moved easily and confidently, balancing on the board like it was nothing.

Ben suddenly became very aware of his own build by comparison. He wasn’t out of shape, but he worked in an office and went to the gym occasionally, nothing like this. Antonio looked like someone who spent every day outdoors, in the sun, in the sea, moving, lifting, working.

Tiffany seemed to be watching the demonstration very carefully, smiling slightly as Antonio jumped off the board into the shallow water and held it steady for her to climb on.

“Probably me,” she said.

Antonio smiled. “Everyone fall first time. Not problem.”

They carried the boards into the shallow water and Antonio helped Tiffany first, holding the board steady while she climbed on carefully, wobbling slightly as she stood up.

“Relax,” he said. “Look forward, not down.”

She tried to stand straight and immediately wobbled again, laughing as she nearly lost her balance.

Antonio stepped closer into the water and held the board steady with one hand while guiding her slightly with the other so she could find her balance.

“Feet little more back,” he said. “Yes, like that. Good.”

Ben was standing a few metres away trying to get onto his own board and fell into the water almost immediately, swallowing a mouthful of salt water as he came up again.

Tiffany laughed. “You’re doing well,” she called over to him.

Antonio laughed too, then turned back to Tiffany and showed her how to hold the rope and lift the sail slowly.

“Use your body, not just arms,” he said. “You strong enough. You just need balance.”

He stood close beside her while she tried to lift the sail, steadying the board with one hand so she wouldn’t fall in.

Ben watched for a moment while he climbed back onto his own board again, noticing that Antonio seemed to spend much more time helping Tiffany than helping him. Every time Tiffany tried something new, Antonio was there beside her, explaining, demonstrating, steadying the board.

Ben told himself it was normal. She was smaller, lighter, probably harder to balance. Of course, the instructor would help her more.

Still, he noticed how often Antonio was standing close to her, how often he was talking directly to her rather than both of them, how Tiffany seemed to laugh more when she was talking to him than when she was talking to Ben.

At one point Tiffany tried to turn the board and nearly fell in again, and Antonio stepped in quickly, steadying the board and guiding her into position again.

“Slow,” he said. “You move too fast. You must feel the board.”

She laughed again. “I’m trying.”

“You do good,” he said. “You learn fast.”

Ben fell in again a few minutes later and came up wiping water from his face while Tiffany was still standing on her board with Antonio beside her explaining something again.

By the time they came back onto the beach for a short break, Tiffany was talking animatedly about how she had almost managed to turn properly and how she wanted to try again after a rest.

“This is actually really fun,” she said, sitting down on the sand and pushing her hair back off her shoulders.

Antonio stood nearby, drinking from a bottle of water, listening and smiling slightly while she talked.

Ben sat down next to her, feeling more tired than he expected, and realised that for most of the last hour he had been watching the two of them more than he had been concentrating on the windsurfing.

He didn’t like that thought.

He told himself again that it was nothing. Antonio was the instructor. He was supposed to help her. That was his job. And Tiffany was just being friendly. She was friendly with everyone.

Still, as they sat there on the sand and Antonio talked to Tiffany about wind conditions and how long it usually took to learn properly, Ben felt that strange anxious feeling again, the same one he had felt the first time they spoke on the beach.

But there was no way he was going to say anything.

They were on holiday.
Tiffany was happy.
He wasn’t going to ruin that.
He definitely wasn’t going to start an argument on the third day of the holiday he had paid for.

So, he smiled, nodded along with the conversation, and told himself he was just being stupid.

But the feeling didn’t go away.


Chapter Nine

That evening they sat outside the hotel restaurant on the terrace overlooking the pool. The sun had gone down but the heat was still in the air, and the pool area below was starting to fill up again with people drinking, music playing softly while the DJ booth was being set up for the night.

Tiffany was in a short summer dress and sandals, her hair still slightly wavy from the sea earlier, her skin darker already from two days in the sun. She looked relaxed, happy, exactly how she had imagined she would look on this holiday.

“This place just gets better every day,” she said, looking down toward the pool where people were already gathering around the bar. “I’m so glad we booked this hotel.”

Ben smiled. “Yeah, it’s good here.”

She spent most of dinner talking about the windsurfing lesson.

“I actually loved that today,” she said. “I thought I’d be terrible, but I actually got the hang of it a bit. Antonio said I picked it up quickly.”

Ben nodded, cutting into his food. “Yeah, you did alright actually.”

“He said if we do another lesson I’ll be able to go further out properly,” she said. “We should book another one.”

“Yeah, we can do that,” Ben said.

She leaned forward slightly across the table, lowering her voice a bit like she was telling him something interesting.

“Did he tell you he DJs here?” she said.

“Who?” Ben asked.

“Antonio,” she said. “He told me when you went to get drinks earlier. On Fridays and Saturdays, he DJs the pool parties here.”

Ben looked down toward the DJ booth by the pool again. Staff were moving speakers and lights into position while people started gathering around the bar.

“Really?” he said.

“Yeah,” she said. “He said Friday is the big one. Proper pool party, loads of people come in from other hotels and everything.”

She looked down at the pool again and smiled slightly.

“That’ll be good,” she said. “We should definitely stay here Friday night.”

Ben nodded slowly. “Yeah, we will.”

She carried on talking about the lesson, about how she nearly fell in when she tried to turn the board, about how Antonio had shown her where to put her feet and how to lift the sail properly.

“He said I was doing better than most people first time,” she said, smiling slightly again.

Ben nodded again, but he noticed something he hadn’t really noticed before.

She had mentioned Antonio’s name a lot during dinner.

More than he expected.

He told himself it was normal. He had been their instructor. Of course she was talking about him. They had spent most of the day doing the lesson.

Still, as she talked about the pool parties and the DJ nights and how good Friday was going to be, Ben found himself looking down at the pool again, imagining the place full of people, loud music, lights, everyone drinking and dancing around the pool.

And Antonio in the DJ booth.

He wasn’t sure why, but the thought made that same uneasy feeling return again, the one he had felt on the beach earlier.

Tiffany finished her drink and smiled at him across the table.

“This is going to be the best holiday,” she said.

Ben smiled back.

But for the first time since they arrived, he wasn’t completely sure he agreed.


Chapter Ten

The hotel room door clicked shut, muffling the distant thrum of bass from the poolside DJ below. Tiffany dropped her bag on the floor and sighed, a happy, contented sound. “God, I love this place,” she said, turning to Ben with a smile that was bright but slightly distant. She walked to the balcony, looked out at the lit-up pool area for a moment, then came back inside, her movements languid and confident.

Ben watched her. All day, he’d watched her. The white bikini clinging to her curves as she walked to the beach. The way the sun had kissed her tan skin, making her glow. The way Antonio’s hands had guided her hips on the windsurfing board, his fingers lingering just a moment too long. He felt a knot of unease in his stomach, but he pushed it down, smothered it with the sight of her now. She was here, with him. His girlfriend.

He was desperate to touch her. To claim her, to feel her skin against his and prove that he was the one she belonged to. The anxiety of the day had coiled into a tight ball of need in his gut.

“Come here,” he said, his voice a little rough. He reached for her, pulling her gently against him. She smelled of saltwater, sunscreen, and the hotel’s expensive shampoo. Her body was warm and solid against his.

Tiffany smiled, a practiced, affectionate curve of her lips. She let him kiss her, her mouth soft and yielding. But her hands just rested on his shoulders, not pulling him closer. When the kiss ended, she pulled back slightly, her eyes scanning the room. “I need a shower,” she murmured. “All that sand.”

“Later,” Ben said, his hands sliding down to her waist. His thumbs hooked under the hem of her sundress. “I want you now.”

She let him peel the dress off her shoulders. It fell to the floor, a soft rustle of fabric. She stood before him in just her underwear, a lace-trimmed bra that barely contained the full swell of her 36D breasts, and tiny matching panties. Her body was a masterpiece of curves: the dramatic arc of her hips, the smooth plane of her stomach, the strong, toned thighs that tapered down to delicate ankles. She owned the space, standing there letting him look, a faint smile on her face as she watched his eyes devour her.

Ben’s breath quickened. He reached for her bra clasp, fumbling a little with the hook. She helped him, her fingers deft, and the bra came away. Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, the nipples already tightening in the cool room air. He groaned, cupping them, feeling their weight. He bent his head, sucking one nipple into his mouth, tasting salt and sun.

Tiffany sighed, a pleasant sound, but her gaze drifted over his shoulder towards the balcony window. Her hands came up to stroke his hair, a gentle, almost absent-minded gesture. “You’re so eager,” she said softly.

He was. His own clothes were a hindrance. He stripped his shirt off, kicked his shorts away. His body was fit, toned from work, but in her shadow, he always felt a little less. He pulled her panties down, letting them fall around her ankles. She stepped out of them.

Her pussy was smooth, bare, the skin a slightly paler shade than her tan thighs. It was a stark, intimate revelation. She had told him on the first night,  “I’m going to wear some really skimpy bikinis this week. It’s necessary for the look.”

The words felt like a small, cold stone dropping into his gut. For the look. For who? For the beach? For Antonio? He didn’t ask. He just nodded, swallowing the question. He knelt before her, his hands on her hips, and pressed his face between her thighs. He inhaled her scent—clean, feminine, a little musky from the day. He kissed her smooth mound, then parted her lips with his tongue.

She was warm. Wet. But not wet for him. It was a baseline moisture, not the slick, eager arousal he sometimes found. He licked her, trying to coax a response. Her clit was a small, hard bud beneath his tongue. He circled it, sucked it gently.

Tiffany’s hips moved, a slow, rolling rhythm. She moaned, a low, appreciative sound. But her mind seemed elsewhere. One of her hands rested on his head, guiding him, but her eyes were closed, her face peaceful, like she was listening to the distant music rather than focusing on the man worshipping her with his mouth.

He worked her for minutes, until her breathing deepened slightly and her thighs tensed. A small, quiet climax shivered through her. Her body tightened for a brief moment, then relaxed. She patted his head. “Good,” she murmured. “Now come up here.”

Ben rose, his own need a painful, urgent ache. He fumbled for the condom on the nightstand, rolled it onto his hard length. He guided her to the bed, laid her down on the crisp white sheets. She opened her legs for him, a welcoming gesture, but her gaze was soft, unfocused.

He positioned himself between her thighs. The sight of her naked, shaved, open for him was almost overwhelming. Her breasts spread against her ribs, her stomach a smooth curve, her hips creating a perfect cradle for him. He pushed inside her.

She was tight. Warm. He felt her walls clasp him, a familiar, comforting embrace. He began to move, a steady, rhythmic rocking. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her into each thrust. He watched her face.

Tiffany’s eyes were closed. Her lips parted. She was there, but she wasn’t with him. Her mind seemed to be floating somewhere else, back on the beach, maybe, with the wind catching her hair, with Antonio’s laugh ringing in her ears. Her responses were polite: a soft moan when he went deep, a little gasp when his pace increased. But there was no frantic clutching, no desperate nails digging into his back, no whispered, hungry words. She was enjoying it, like she enjoyed a good cocktail or a warm sunbeam. It was pleasant. Adequate.

Ben’s own need, however, was a roaring fire. The friction, the heat, the sheer visual glory of her body underneath him drove him faster, harder. He lost himself in the physicality, in the pounding rhythm, in the possessive thought that he was here, inside her, he was the one making her moan.

His climax built quickly, a rising wave that blurred his vision. He grunted, thrusting deep, holding himself there as the release tore through him. The condom tightened, filled. He shuddered, collapsing onto her, his weight pressing her into the mattress.

For a moment, they lay there, joined, breathing. Tiffany’s hands came up and stroked his back lightly. “That was nice,” she whispered.

Nice.

He pulled out, disposed of the condom. She shifted, curling onto her side, facing away from him towards the balcony. The room was dark now, only the ambient glow from outside lighting her silhouette.

“Antonio said the afternoon lesson slots are better,” she said, her voice sleepy but bright. “The wind is more consistent. I think we should book another one tomorrow. I really want to get better at it.”

The name, spoken so casually in the intimate aftermath, landed like a slap. Ben lay on his back, staring at the ceiling. The sex had been physical, satisfying for his body, but it had left an emptiness in his chest. She’d been thinking about the lesson. About him. While he was inside her.

“Yeah,” he managed to say. “Sure.”

Tiffany murmured something else about the beach club they should try, then her breathing deepened, slowed. Within minutes, she was asleep.

Ben lay awake. The distant thump of bass from the pool party below vibrated through the floor. The room was cool, the sheets crisp. Tiffany’s naked, beautiful body was inches from him, a curve of warm skin and soft breath.

But he felt a cold space between them. A distance that hadn’t been there yesterday. He thought about her smile at Antonio. The ease of their conversation. The way she’d shaved herself for the look. He thought about her polite, detached pleasure during sex. The small climax. The way she’d floated away from him even as he moved within her.

Ibiza was changing something. He could feel it, a subtle shift in the air, like the first hint of a storm. He was paying for this paradise, but he was no longer sure he was the one she was performing for.


Chapter Eleven

Getting dressed that Friday evening took much longer than Ben expected. He was ready first, as usual, sitting on the edge of the bed scrolling on his phone while Tiffany was still in the bathroom getting ready, hairdryer running, music playing quietly from her phone.

He could hear drawers opening and closing, the rustle of clothes, the click of makeup brushes on the sink. Every now and then she would call out from the bathroom asking which shoes she should wear or if he had seen her lip gloss.

When the bathroom door finally opened and Tiffany stepped out into the room, Ben’s eyes nearly popped out of his head.

She was wearing a tight white mesh mini dress that clung to her body and left very little to the imagination. Underneath she wore only a tiny thong, clearly visible through the sheer fabric and the cut-out slashes in the dress. The material stretched over her figure, showing every curve, her waist, her hips, the shape of her legs, and the outline of her chest beneath the thin fabric.

She stood in front of him and turned slowly once, checking his reaction more than the mirror.

“Well?” she said.

Ben just stared at her for a moment.

“You can’t wear that down to the pool,” he said, half laughing, half serious.

“Why not?” she said, smiling slightly. “It’s a pool party. Everyone will be dressed up.”

He stood up and walked toward her, still looking at the dress, or what little there was of it.

“You look… unbelievable,” he said.

She smiled, clearly pleased with that reaction, and turned slightly to look at herself in the mirror on the wardrobe door, smoothing the dress down over her hips.

“I bought it for Ibiza,” she said. “You don’t wear things like this at home.”

He stood behind her for a moment, looking at her reflection in the mirror, the two of them standing there together. He felt that familiar mixture again, pride that she was with him, disbelief at how good she looked, and that small uncomfortable feeling he had started to get more often since they arrived.

“Antonio’s DJing tonight,” she said casually, still looking at herself in the mirror. “It’ll be busy down there.”

Ben nodded slowly. “Yeah, you said.”

She picked up her small bag and checked her phone again.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s go down before it gets too busy.”

They left the room together and walked down toward the pool, the music already louder now, lights reflecting off the water, people gathering around the bar and the DJ booth at the far end of the pool.

As they walked into the pool area, Ben noticed the looks almost immediately again. People turning their heads, men watching as Tiffany walked past, the white dress standing out in the lights around the pool.

At the far end, in the DJ booth, Antonio was already there, headphones around his neck, talking to one of the bar staff and checking something on the mixer.

He looked up as people started arriving around the pool.

A few seconds later, he saw Tiffany and Ben walking toward the bar.

He recognised them immediately.

And Ben noticed that too.




Chapter Twelve – The Pool Party

By the time they reached the pool area the music was already loud, lights reflecting across the water and onto the white walls of the hotel. The place was heaving, far busier than any night so far that week. People were standing around the pool with drinks, groups dancing near the DJ booth, others sitting on the edge of the pool with their feet in the water.

Tiffany stopped for a moment at the top of the steps and looked down at the scene, smiling.

“This is exactly what I wanted,” she said.

Ben looked around. She had been right about one thing, everyone was dressed up. Lots of girls in tight dresses, short skirts, bikinis with shirts over the top, heels around the pool, makeup, hair done, everyone trying to look good.

But as they walked down into the crowd, Ben realised something else very quickly.

Even here, Tiffany still stood out.

It wasn’t just the dress, although that didn’t exactly hide her in a crowd. It was the way people reacted as she walked past. Men turned their heads, conversations paused for a second too long, people looked and then looked again. A group of guys standing near the bar actually stopped talking completely as she walked past them.

Ben noticed something else too. Some of the men were there with girlfriends, and more than once he saw the women notice where their boyfriends were looking and turn to see what they were looking at.

The reactions were very different.

The men looked impressed.
The women did not.

Tiffany either didn’t notice or pretended not to notice. She just walked beside him toward the bar, completely confident, completely comfortable, like she belonged in the centre of all this attention.

They ordered drinks and stood near the edge of the pool, the music loud now, people dancing near the DJ booth where Antonio stood behind the decks, headphones around his neck, moving easily between the mixer and the crowd, talking to people, smiling, completely at home in the environment.

After a few minutes, he looked up and saw them.

He recognised Tiffany immediately.

He raised a hand slightly in acknowledgement from the DJ booth and nodded once in their direction.

Tiffany saw him and smiled, raising her drink slightly in return.

Ben noticed that exchange too.

He took a sip of his drink and looked around again at the crowd, at the lights reflecting on the water, at the people dancing, at the DJ booth, and then back at Tiffany standing next to him, talking, smiling, completely at ease in this world.

He had booked this holiday because he thought it would make her happy.

Watching her now, standing by the pool with the music playing and people looking at her everywhere they went, he realised he had been right about one thing.

She really did belong here.

He just wasn’t sure anymore where that left him.


Chapter Twelve

Later in the evening the pool area was even busier, the music louder, lights moving across the water and the walls, people dancing everywhere around the pool and near the bar. Ben and Tiffany had been standing near the edge of the pool for a while, talking, drinking, moving a little with the music.

At some point Ben said he was going to the toilet and pushed his way through the crowd toward the hotel lobby.

When he came back a few minutes later, he stopped near the bar and looked around for Tiffany.

He couldn’t see her.

He walked around the edge of the pool, checking the place where they had been standing, then looked toward the dance area, then back toward the bar again. For a moment he felt a small flash of panic, thinking he had somehow lost her in the crowd.

Then he looked up toward the DJ booth.

And he saw her.

She was standing up in the booth next to Antonio.

Antonio had one hand on the mixer and was pointing at something on the deck with the other, explaining something to her over the music. Tiffany was leaning slightly forward, listening, laughing at something he said.

Ben stood still for a moment, watching.

After a few seconds, Antonio moved slightly behind her and reached around her to adjust one of the controls, showing her how to move one of the sliders. From where Ben stood, it looked like he was guiding her hands, showing her what each control did, talking close to her ear so she could hear him over the music.

Tiffany laughed again and tried moving one of the controls herself while Antonio stood close behind her, watching what she was doing and pointing to another button on the deck.

People around the pool were dancing and drinking and talking, completely unaware of the small scene happening up in the DJ booth, but Ben couldn’t take his eyes off them.

He told himself again that it was nothing. Antonio was the DJ. Tiffany was just curious about the equipment. Anyone would be excited to stand in a DJ booth at a busy pool party.

Still, as he stood there watching them talking and laughing above the crowd, he felt that same uneasy feeling again, stronger this time.

After a minute or two, Tiffany looked out across the pool and spotted him standing near the bar. She waved at him enthusiastically and pointed up at the booth as if to say look where I am.

Ben forced a smile and waved back, then picked up their drinks from the bar and started walking toward the DJ booth.

As he got closer, Antonio looked down and saw him approaching, then said something to Tiffany, who turned and looked down again, smiling as Ben came up the steps toward them.

“You see?” Tiffany said excitedly as he reached the booth. “He’s showing me how all this works.”

Antonio smiled slightly and stepped back from the decks.

“Your girlfriend wants to be DJ now,” he said, half joking.

Tiffany laughed. “I don’t even know what half these buttons do.”

Antonio nodded toward the mixer. “You learn fast. Like windsurf.”

Ben smiled politely, but he couldn’t quite shake the feeling he had when he first looked up and saw them together in the booth.

The music continued, the lights moved across the water, people danced around the pool, and the party carried on late into the night.

But for Ben, something had definitely changed that evening.

He just didn’t know yet how much.

Ben stood at the bottom of the steps for a few minutes longer, holding his drink and looking up at the booth. Tiffany was still laughing at something Antonio had said, her hands on the mixer while he pointed at something on the deck and explained how to bring the next track in.

People around the pool were dancing, shouting, talking, drinks being passed around, lights flashing across the water, but Ben found himself mostly watching the booth.

After a while he realised he couldn’t just stand there all evening looking up at them.

Tiffany was clearly enjoying herself up there, learning how the decks worked, talking to Antonio, right in the centre of everything. People around the pool were looking up at the booth as much as they were dancing, and every now and then someone would point up toward Tiffany and say something to their friends.

She was exactly where she liked to be, he realised. Right in the middle of everything, music, lights, people, attention.

He took a long drink and turned away from the booth, walking back toward the bar and then into the crowd around the pool.

If she was going to stay up there for a while, there wasn’t really anything else he could do. He ordered another drink and then stood near the edge of the dance area, watching the crowd and the lights reflecting across the pool.

After another drink, the music got louder and the crowd got more energetic, and he found himself pulled into the atmosphere a bit more, moving slightly with the music, talking to a couple of guys near him who were also on holiday, everyone shouting over the music and laughing about how busy the place was.

Every now and then he looked back up at the DJ booth.

Tiffany was still up there.

At one point he saw her actually put the headphones on while Antonio stood next to her, and a few people near the front of the booth cheered and pointed up toward her.

He felt a strange mix of emotions again. Part of him was proud that she was up there, that she was the one people were looking at, that she was the one getting attention.

Another part of him felt like he was slowly becoming just another guy in the crowd.

He finished his drink and went back to the bar for another one, then ended up talking to a group of people from Manchester who were also staying at the hotel. They were all drunk and friendly and talking about clubs and boat parties and how expensive everything was.

Ben laughed and talked with them, but every now and then he still looked back toward the DJ booth.

Tiffany was still up there, still laughing, still talking to Antonio, still right in the centre of everything while he stood down in the crowd with everyone else.

After a while he stopped looking up so often and just stayed with the group he was talking to, drinking and dancing and trying to enjoy the night.

But in the back of his mind he couldn’t shake the feeling that something had changed again that evening.

And he wasn’t sure he liked the direction it was changing in.


Chapter Thirteen

The music was a physical force, a throbbing bassline that vibrated through the floor of the DJ booth and up into Tiffany’s bones. Up here, the world below was a kaleidoscope of coloured lights, moving bodies, and shimmering water. She felt elevated, separate, special.

Antonio stood beside her, his tall, muscular frame a solid presence in the confined space. He was showing her the mixer, his fingers dancing over the knobs with effortless confidence. “See this?” he said, his voice close to her ear because the music was too loud for normal conversation. “This is the crossfader. You slide it, and you bring the next track in.”

His breath was warm against her neck. His arm brushed against hers as he gestured. The contact was casual, but it sent a jolt through her system. She nodded, trying to focus on the equipment, but her attention was splintered. The lights, the crowd, him.

She leaned in to look at the deck, and his strong body shifted, pressing against her side. It wasn’t an accident. The firm, warm pressure of his torso against her back, his hip against her thigh, was deliberate. His hands, previously guiding her on the equipment, drifted down, skimming her sides through the sheer mesh of her dress. The touch was electric, a proprietary glide that made her skin hum.

She felt a flush of heat bloom inside her, a reaction that was immediate and primal. The cocktails, the atmosphere, the sheer audacity of being up here, watched by hundreds but hidden from their true view, it all coalesced into a dizzying cocktail of arousal. She was playing a role, a version of herself that was bolder, freer, hungrier.

Then she felt it.

A distinct, hard pressure against her lower back. His erection, unmistakable even through his clothes. It was big. The size of it, the assertive push against her spine, sent a wave of liquid warmth straight to her core. She gasped softly, the sound lost in the music.

Antonio’s hands settled on her hips, his fingers curling into the curve of her waist. He pulled her back gently, a fraction of an inch, pressing her round ass firmly against the bulge straining against his trousers. The contact was shocking, intimate, and thrilling. They could see her, but they couldn’t see this. The secrecy was intoxicating.

Her own arousal was a slick, gathering heat between her thighs. The tiny white thong she wore was already damp. She was lost in the moment, in the pulsing lights and the thrumming beat and the feeling of this powerful, attractive man claiming her space.

She couldn’t resist.

Her hand moved, slow and deliberate, sliding behind her own back. Her fingers sought the hard ridge pressed against her. She found it. Her palm cupped the shape through his trousers, confirming it. He was huge. The length, the thickness, was a tangible promise under her touch. She squeezed gently, a pulse of daring communication.

Antonio’s breath hitched behind her. His response was immediate. One of his hands left her hip and slid down, over the front of her dress, across the taut mesh covering her stomach. His fingers dipped lower, finding the hem of her short dress. They pushed underneath, into the private space between her thighs.

His touch was direct, confident. He found the soaked fabric of her thong, his fingers pressing against the damp centre. He rubbed, a firm, circular motion through the thin material. The sensation was sharp, overwhelming. Tiffany’s head fell back slightly, a moan escaping her lips that was swallowed by the music.

His other hand remained on her hip, holding her steady against his erection. She was pinned between his two points of contact, the hard promise at her back and the skilled, invading touch at her front. The crowd danced below, oblivious. The lights flashed. The bass hammered.

His fingers worked her, rubbing her swollen clit through the wet thong. The friction was exquisite, building a tight, urgent coil deep inside her belly. She ground herself back against his cock, a silent, answering rhythm. Her own hand still clutched him behind her, feeling him pulse and grow even harder under her grip.

This was a different kind of power. Not the performative power of walking through a crowd and being seen. This was the raw, clandestine power of being taken in a public space, of letting a man’s desire override every caution. Antonio wasn’t tentative. He wasn’t adequate. He was dominant, skilled, and he wanted her with a palpable, physical intensity that Ben’s careful lovemaking never approached.

Tiffany looked out across the crowd and saw Ben. Her heart lurched as her eyes locked onto his familiar figure, dancing in the sea of bodies below. “Oh God,” she thought, her breath catching. Ben’s right there, and this man is rubbing my clit . The realization hit her like a wave, this was beyond reckless, it was dangerous. But instead of pulling away, the thought only heightened her arousal. The naughtiness of it, the thrill of being caught, somehow made it even more intoxicating.

Her gaze lingered on Ben for a moment, his face illuminated by the flashing lights. He seemed so far away, so oblivious. This isn’t cheating, she told herself firmly. This was Ibiza. This was the kind of thing that happened here, wild, uninhibited, free. She was just living in the moment, letting herself be swept up in the heat and the music and the undeniable pull of Antonio’s touch. Her body made the decision for her, grinding back against him with reckless abandon. She could feel him hardening even more behind her, his cock pressing insistently against her ass.

She whimpered, her hips rocking against his hand. It was wrong, so wrong, but it felt so good. Her pussy clenched around his fingers, her wetness soaking his hand. She was already lost in the sensation, her mind clouded with desire. This wasn’t about Ben. This wasn’t about anything except the raw, undeniable need that Antonio was stoking inside her.

Her hand reached back, gripping his thigh for support as her body began to tremble. She could feel her orgasm building, a crescendo of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm her. And all the while, Ben danced below, completely unaware of what was happening just above him. The secrecy, the risk, the sheer audacity of it all was like fuel to the fire burning inside her.

She didn’t pull away. She couldn’t. She was in too deep now, and Antonio wasn’t about to let her go.

Antonio leaned in closer. His lips were right at her ear, his voice a low, rough shout against the wall of sound. “I want to fuck you, baby.”

The words weren’t a question. They were a declaration. A hot, blunt promise that shot straight to her core. Her body clenched in response, a fresh gush of wetness soaking the thong under his relentless fingers.

She didn’t answer with words. She answered with her body. She arched her back, pressing her ass more firmly against him. She shifted her hips, opening her legs slightly wider to give his hand more access. Her own grip on his cock tightened, a silent, desperate yes.

His fingers pushed past the barrier of her thong now, slipping underneath the elastic edge. He found her bare, slick flesh. Her shaved pussy was smooth, wet, and utterly exposed to his touch. His fingertips slid into her, exploring her opening. They were thick, calloused from windsurfing, and they felt invasive and perfect.

He didn’t just touch her; he claimed her. One finger pushed inside her, stretching her. She was tight, but he worked her open easily. The penetration was a shock of pure pleasure. Tiffany’s eyes flew open, staring at the swirling lights of the party below, but her vision blurred. Her focus was entirely on that point of entry, on the feeling of being filled by a stranger’s finger in a booth above a crowd.

He added another finger. The stretch was greater, a delicious, burning fullness. He began to move them inside her, a slow, deep piston motion that mimicked exactly what his words had promised. She could feel every ridge of his knuckles, every push and retreat. Her inner muscles clenched around him, trying to pull him deeper.

Antonio’s mouth was at her ear again. “You’re so fucking wet for me,” he growled, the words vibrating through her skull. “I can feel you dripping. You want it, don’t you?”

She nodded frantically, a helpless, eager motion. Her own climax was building, a rising tsunami fed by the public secrecy, by his boldness, by the sheer size of him promising so much more. His fingers worked her faster, deeper. His thumb found her clit and pressed, circling the sensitive bud with brutal precision.

The orgasm broke over her not as a gentle wave, but as a violent, convulsive snap. Her body stiffened against him. A sharp, silent cry ripped from her throat. Her thighs trembled violently. Her hand fell away from his cock, her arm going limp. Inside her, his fingers felt her inner walls spasm and clutch, a series of rapid, intense pulses. The pleasure was blinding, all-consuming, and utterly different from the small, polite releases she had with Ben. This was a conquest.

As the tremors subsided, she was panting, leaning against the mixer for support. Antonio slowly withdrew his fingers, bringing them out slick and glistening. He didn’t wipe them. He simply brought his hand back to her hip, holding her steady.

He leaned in once more, his voice a final, dominant whisper in her ear.


Chapter Fourteen

Antonio’s final whisper was a hot command against her ear. “Follow me.” He said something in rapid Spanish to the young woman manning the other deck, who glanced at Tiffany with a knowing smirk and a nod. Then his strong hand closed around Tiffany’s, his grip possessive and sure. He led her, stumbling slightly on her heels, away from the flashing lights of the mixer, down the steep steps at the back of the booth.

They didn’t go toward the pool. Instead, he turned sharply, pulling her through a side door marked ‘Staff Only’. The thumping music became muffled, then distant. The corridor was narrow, poorly lit, lined with supply closets. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum solo of adrenaline and lust. This is really happening.

Another door, a small, windowless room. A staff break room, by the look of it: a small table, a fridge humming loudly, lockers along one wall. The second the door clicked shut behind them, the world narrowed to this tiny, private space. The air was warm, tinged with the smell of old coffee.

Antonio turned to her. In the dim light, his eyes were dark pools of intent. He didn’t speak. He simply put his hands on her shoulders and pushed, firmly, inexorably, down.

Tiffany’s knees hit the linoleum floor. She looked up at him, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. The mesh of her dress was scratchy against her thighs. He loomed over her, a powerful silhouette. His hands went to his belt, the buckle clinking loudly in the quiet room. He unzipped his trousers, pushed them and his briefs down just enough.

And then he was there.

Oh my God.

His cock sprung free, thick and heavy and already fully erect. It was big. Long, with a pronounced curve, the skin a deep, beautiful black against the pale fabric of his trousers around his thighs. The head was broad, flushed dark, a bead of clear pre-cum already glistening at the tip. The sheer size of it, the intimidating, beautiful reality of it, made her mouth water.

“Go on, baby,” he said, his voice a low rumble. He fisted his length, holding it steady before her lips.

Obediently, instinctively, Tiffany leaned forward. She pressed her lips to the broad head, a soft, worshipping kiss. She tasted salt and musk. Her tongue darted out, tracing the flared rim, licking away that pearly drop. The taste was primal, masculine, addictive.

She opened her mouth wider, taking him in. The initial stretch was intense. He was so much thicker than Ben. She had to work her lips around him, her jaw already aching pleasantly. She sucked just the head, swirling her tongue around the sensitive underside.

“That’s it,” Antonio groaned above her, his free hand tangling in her hair, not forcing, just guiding. “Take it.”

Emboldened, she slid her mouth down his shaft, taking more of him. She used her hand to grip the base, forming a tight tunnel for him to fuck. She began to move, establishing a rhythm: down, suck hard, up, swirl her tongue. She worshipped him. For long, breathless minutes, the only sounds were the hum of the fridge, their ragged breathing, and the wet, lewd sounds of her mouth working his cock. Saliva dripped from her chin onto her chest. Her own arousal was a throbbing, soaking ache between her legs. She was performing, but this was a performance she felt in her soul, the ultimate act of submission to a more powerful, more desirable man.

He let her continue, his hips giving shallow thrusts into the warm, willing cavity of her mouth. “Fuck, your mouth is perfect,” he gritted out. After what felt like an eternity of exquisite tension, he pulled back, his cock slipping from her lips with a slick pop.

He hauled her to her feet, his strength effortless. Before she could even catch her breath, his hands were on the thin straps of her mesh dress. He yanked them down her arms, the flimsy material offering no resistance. The dress crumpled to her waist, then he pushed it down over her hips until it pooled at her feet. She stood before him in only her tiny, soaked white thong.

His eyes darkened as he took in her full, bare breasts, the heavy, 36D curves, the large, dark nipples already pebbled hard in the cool air. He palmed one roughly, his calloused hand abrading her sensitive skin, then bent his head and sucked the other deep into his mouth. The sensation was brutal, electric. He wasn’t gentle. He bit and sucked, claiming her, marking her. Tiffany cried out, her hands flying to his shoulders for balance.

Then he spun her around, facing her toward the lockers. He bent her over, one strong hand pressing firmly between her shoulder blades. With his other hand, he hooked his fingers into the side of her thong and jerked it aside, exposing her completely. The cool air kissed her wet, bare folds. She felt the broad, hot head of his cock nudge against her entrance, sliding through her slickness.

“Oh, fuck, babe,” he grunted, the words thick with lust. “You’re so tight.”

He pressed forward.

OMG.

The thought was a white-hot flash in Tiffany’s mind. This is the hottest thing ever. This incredibly attractive, powerful man was stretching her open, filling her in a way she’d never been filled before. The sensation was overwhelming, a burning, delicious fullness that stole her breath. He was so much bigger than Ben. The stretch was exquisite, almost painful, a raw invasion that her body eagerly accepted.

But… but…

A jolt of panic, cold and sharp, cut through the haze of pleasure. She’d never had sex without a condom. Not once. And he was inside her now. Bareback. The reality of it, the risk and the taboo, sent another, darker thrill through her. She was letting a virtual stranger come inside her. The thought was terrifying. And it made her pussy clench around him involuntarily, milking the thick intruder.

“Fuck, yes,” Antonio hissed, feeling her spasm. He began to move.

His thrusts were deep, slow, and punishingly deliberate. He pulled almost all the way out, then drove back in to the hilt, his hips slapping against her round ass. Each stroke dragged against her sensitized inner walls, lighting up nerves she didn’t know she had. He held her hips hard, controlling the pace completely. She was just a vessel for his pleasure, and the helplessness of it was the biggest turn-on of all.

Tiffany moaned into the cold metal of the locker, her fingers scrabbling for purchase. The coil of her own orgasm, so soon after the last, began to wind tight again, fuelled by the sheer carnal wrongness of it. He fucked her through it, his rhythm never faltering as her body convulsed around him, a silent, shaking climax that left her seeing stars.

He didn’t stop. He kept pounding into her, his breath coming in harsh grunts. She could feel him swelling even larger inside her, the rhythm becoming frantic, losing its precision. “Gonna come,” he warned, his voice guttural. “Gonna fill you up.”

And he did. With one final, deep, shuddering thrust, he buried himself to the root and held there. Tiffany felt the hot, insistent pulsing of his cock as he emptied himself deep into her womb. Thick, wet spurts that seemed to go on and on, flooding her, claiming her in the most primitive way possible.

He stayed lodged inside her for a long moment, both of them panting. Then, with a soft, wet sound, he pulled out.

Tiffany remained bent over, trembling. She felt it immediately. A warm, viscous trickle escaping her stretched entrance, oozing down her inner thigh. His spunk. Coating her. The evidence of what they’d just done was already leaking out of her.

She heard him zipping his trousers, the buckle fastening. She straightened up slowly, her legs unsteady. She turned to face him. He was already composed, adjusting his shirt, though his hair was slightly mussed.

He gave her a brilliant, casual smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “Sorry, babe. Great fuck, but I have to get back to work.” He leaned in, kissed her cheek as if she were a friend he’d had a drink with. “See you on the beach later in the week.”

And he was gone. The door swung shut behind him, leaving her alone in the buzzing silence, the scent of sex and coffee thick in the air. She looked down. A pearly strand of his cum was already clinging to her bare thigh.


Chapter Fifteen

The crowd was a living, sweating beast around her, but Tiffany moved through it like a ghost. The bass from the speakers was a physical tremor in her chest, but it felt distant now, muffled by the roaring in her ears. Her body hummed with a strange, contradictory electricity, the lingering, brutal satisfaction of Antonio’s possession, and a cold, creeping sense of humiliation. He used me, she thought, her heels catching on the uneven pavement. He fucked me and left me alone in a break room. But her nipples were still hard against the mesh of her dress, and between her thighs, she could feel a fresh, warm trickle tracing a path down her inner leg. His cum. It was leaking out of her. The thought made her stomach lurch, but it also sent a shameful, undeniable pulse of heat through her core.

She scanned the dancing bodies, her heart hammering. Then she saw him. Ben. He was with a group of guys and girls; their faces flushed with drink and dance. He was laughing at something, his head thrown back, a bottle of beer in his hand. He looked so… normal. So safe. A wave of intense, almost painful relief washed over her. There he is. My Ben. Someone who would look after her. Someone who loved her.

She pushed her way toward him, her movements slightly unsteady. As she got closer, she tried to subtly smooth her dress, but the fabric refused to sit right. She’d been too rushed, too shaky in that bathroom to fix it properly. Her hair, she knew, was a wild mess from Antonio’s grasping hands. She could feel her mascara, smudged from sweat and… other things. Her lips felt swollen, bare of lipstick, probably red and puffy from wrapping around his cock. She just had to hope the dim, strobing lights and Ben’s own relaxed, drink-hazed state would hide the evidence.

“Ben!” she called out, her voice sounding breathless.

His head turned. His face lit up with a genuine, uncomplicated joy that made her chest ache. “Babe! There you are!” He wrapped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her into his side. He smelled of beer and clean sweat. “I lost you. Got chatting with these guys from Manchester. So pleased you’re back with me.”

He kissed her temple, his touch familiar and gentle. He didn’t seem to really look at her. He didn’t notice the wildness in her eyes, the disarray of her clothes. The relief deepened, mixing with a sharp pang of guilt. She buried her face in his neck for a second, inhaling his safe, known scent. It was a balm.

“I just needed some air,” she lied, her voice muffled against his skin. “It’s so intense in the middle of it.”

“Tell me about it,” he laughed, swaying with her to the music. “It’s amazing, though, right?”

“Yeah,” she whispered. “Amazing.”

Her gaze drifted upward, over his shoulder, to the glowing DJ booth perched above the fray. Antonio was back at the decks, head down, headphones on one ear, his hands moving with confident grace over the equipment. The red and blue lights strobed across his focused profile. He looked completely in command, utterly absorbed. Like nothing had happened. As if she were just another forgotten conquest in a staff room. The humiliation burned hotter, but so did the memory of his thickness stretching her, the feel of his hot release flooding her. She squeezed her thighs together, feeling the slick residue. Ben’s arm around her felt like a lifeline and a cage all at once.

“You okay?” Ben asked, peering at her face. “You look a bit… flushed.”

“Just hot,” she said quickly, forcing a bright smile. “And tired. It’s been a long day. Maybe… maybe we should call it a night?”

Ben’s expression softened with concern. “Of course. You must be exhausted.” He said quick goodbyes to his new friends, his hand finding hers. “Let’s get you upstairs.”

The walk to the elevator felt endless. Every step made her more aware of the sticky, drying mess between her legs. She felt exposed, dirty, and yet profoundly, disturbingly turned on. The elevator was empty. As the doors closed, Ben turned to her, his eyes full of soft, drunk affection. He leaned in and kissed her. It was sweet, loving. She kissed him back, but her mind was a whirlwind, the taste of Antonio’s skin, the smell of sex and coffee in that little room, the feel of Ben’s familiar lips.

As Ben leaned in to kiss her in the elevator, Tiffany’s heart lurched. His lips were warm and familiar, but her mind screamed with sudden panic. Could he taste him? Could he taste Antonio, his skin, his sweat, the faint bitterness of his cock she had sucked so eagerly in that cramped break room? She kissed Ben back, her mouth moving almost mechanically, but her thoughts spiralled. Her tongue had been so deep, so desperate for Antonio, and now it was here, in Ben’s mouth, betraying her with every gentle stroke.

She pulled away slightly, her breath hitching, and forced a smile. Ben didn’t seem to notice anything amiss. His eyes were soft, hazy with alcohol and affection. He brushed a strand of hair from her face, his touch tender. “You okay?” he asked, his voice laced with concern.

“Just… a little overwhelmed,” she lied, half-truth, her voice trembling only slightly. She leaned her head against his chest, hoping to hide the guilt flaming in her cheeks. The elevator hummed as it climbed, and Tiffany’s thoughts raced. She could still feel Antonio’s essence on her, inside her, his taste, his smell, his cum. She had scrubbed at her lips in the bathroom, but had it been enough? Or was she carrying traces of him, like a brand, a secret mark Ben couldn’t see but might sense?

Ben held her close, his warmth a soothing contrast to the chaos in her mind. She clung to him, burying her face in his shoulder, inhaling the familiar scent of his skin. It grounded her, even as her thoughts churned. He doesn’t know, she reminded herself. He can’t know. But the guilt clung to her, sticky and unavoidable, as the elevator dinged and the doors slid open. She stepped out with Ben’s hand in hers, her legs trembling slightly, and wondered if the taste of betrayal would ever truly leave her.

In their room, the silence was a relief. The party thumped on below, a distant heartbeat. Ben kicked off his shoes, already pulling his shirt over his head. “God, I needed that,” he sighed, his toned chest gleaming in the lamplight. He was a fit, handsome man. But his body lacked the raw, predatory power of Antonio’s. It was built for devotion, not domination.

“Come here,” Tiffany said, her voice softer than she intended. She needed to reconnect. She needed to feel his touch, to overwrite the other. She needed him to want her, to prove she was still his.

She let her dress fall from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet. She stood before him in only her ruined thong. She saw his eyes widen, drinking in her naked curves, the full, heavy breasts, the narrow waist, the dramatic swell of her hips. His arousal was immediate, tenting his shorts. Seeing it, the familiar hunger in his eyes, made her feel a little more in control. She hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thong and peeled it down slowly. She stepped out of it, completely bare.

Ben’s gaze dropped to her smooth, shaved pussy. “Fuck, Tiff,” he breathed. “You’re so beautiful.”

He didn’t see the subtle, glistening evidence. He just saw her. He closed the distance, his hands coming to cradle her face, then sliding down her back to grip her ass, pulling her against his hard length. His kiss was deeper now, more urgent. She could taste the beer on his tongue. She responded, arching into him, letting her hands roam over his shoulders and back. She was performing again, but this time the script was comfort, not conquest.

He walked her backward to the bed. They tumbled onto the sheets, a tangle of limbs. He kissed his way down her neck, over her collarbones, then took a nipple into his mouth. His suck was gentle, worshipping. It felt nice. Pleasant. But it didn’t spark the desperate, wildfire Antonio had ignited with a single, rough bite. Tiffany closed her eyes, focusing on the sensation, trying to will her body to respond. She carded her fingers through Ben’s hair, urging him on.

He moved lower, his kisses trailing over her stomach. He settled between her thighs. His breath was warm on her sensitive flesh. He didn’t comment on her wetness; on the fact she was already slick, a slickness that wasn’t entirely for him. He just began to lick her, his tongue broad and soft, tracing slow circles around her clit.

It was good. Skilled, even. Ben was an attentive lover. But his touch was tentative, seeking permission. It lacked the arrogant, claiming pressure of Antonio’s fingers. Tiffany moaned, lifting her hips, trying to lose herself in it. Her body tingled, a low-grade pleasure building. But it was a dim candle compared to the inferno she’d just experienced. Her climax, when it came, was a small, polite tremor, a gentle sigh of release that left her feeling grateful but curiously empty. She patted his head. “Mmm, that was lovely, baby.”

Ben looked up, his eyes glazed with lust and love. He kissed her inner thigh, then moved up her body. He fumbled for a condom on the nightstand. The sight of it, the routine of him rolling it on, was a stark, almost painful contrast to the raw, unprotected fullness she’d felt just an hour ago.

He entered her slowly, carefully. She was still loose, stretched from Antonio, and the condom created a faint, rubbery barrier she’d never noticed before. Ben’s size, once perfectly adequate, now felt… modest. He began to move, a steady, earnest rhythm. His hands gripped her hips, his face a mask of concentration and pleasure.

As Ben slid into her, Tiffany couldn’t help but notice the difference. She could feel him, the familiar rhythm, the warmth of his body, but compared to Antonio, there was no stretch, no fullness. It was almost like a ghost, just a hint at being penetrated. The condom added a strange barrier, dulling the sensation even further. She gripped his shoulders, trying to focus on the connection, but her mind kept drifting. Antonio had filled her completely, his thick cock stretching her in ways Ben’s could never match. The memory was vivid, almost overwhelming. She could still feel the imprint of Antonio’s size, the way he had claimed her, dominated her.

Ben’s thrusts were steady, loving, but they lacked the raw intensity she had just experienced. His hands were gentle on her hips, his touch reverent, but she missed the roughness, the primal way Antonio had handled her. She closed her eyes, trying to lose herself in the moment, but the contrast was too stark. With Antonio, she had been overwhelmed, consumed. With Ben, it was… nice. Pleasant. Safe. But it wasn’t enough. Not after what she had felt.

She wrapped her legs tighter around him, urging him deeper, hoping to find some of that fullness again. But it wasn’t there. Ben’s size was perfectly adequate, but after Antonio, it felt almost insignificant. She bit her lip, trying to suppress the growing frustration. She loved Ben, truly she did, but right now, she couldn’t help but wish for more. For that stretch, that fullness, that raw, unrelenting intensity.

Tiffany wrapped her legs around him, holding him close. She met his thrusts, making all the right sounds, soft gasps, little moans. She raked her nails lightly down his back. She was giving him a show, giving him the girlfriend he deserved. But inside, her mind was a split screen. The feel of Ben’s loving, familiar strokes, and the searing memory of Antonio’s brutal, deep pounding. The condom, and the hot flood that had filled her womb. The safety of Ben’s arms, and the thrilling danger of being used and discarded.

She focused on Ben’s face, on the love there. She clung to it. This is real, she told herself. This is what matters. She concentrated on the friction, on the pleasant fullness, and after a few minutes, she felt another small, quiet climax ripple through her, more for his benefit than hers. It was enough to make her sigh and tighten around him, which sent him over the edge.

He cried out, a short, sharp sound of release, and thrust deep, shuddering as he came inside the latex. He collapsed on her, his weight a comforting anchor.

They lay there, sticky and breathless. Ben nuzzled her neck. “I love you so much, Tiff,” he mumbled, already half-asleep.

“I love you too,” she whispered back, and she meant it. She did.

But as his breathing evened out into sleep, she stared at the ceiling. The ghost of Antonio’s cum was still a faint, cool sensation between her thighs. She could still see him in the booth, a king on his throne. And she knew, with a chilling certainty, that the polite, condom-clad sex with her loving boyfriend hadn’t even begun to scratch the itch the other man had carved into her very soul.


Epilogue

The next morning the hotel restaurant was bright and quiet compared to the night before. Sunlight poured through the big windows overlooking the pool, where a few early risers had already claimed loungers with towels. Staff moved slowly between tables with coffee pots and plates of fruit and pastries.

Tiffany and Ben sat opposite each other, both wearing beach clothes, sunglasses on the table, sun cream and phones next to their plates. Tiffany had her hair tied up loosely, still slightly messy from the night before, and she felt strangely tired, like she hadn’t really slept properly.

Ben looked relaxed though, happy, sipping coffee and looking out toward the pool.

“Last night,” he said, shaking his head slightly and smiling. “Awesome. That was a great party.”

Tiffany looked up from her coffee, her stomach tightening slightly.

“Yeah,” she said. “It was good.”

Ben took another sip of coffee and then smiled at her again.

“And you with Antonio,” he said.

For a split second her heart stopped.

Her mind jumped immediately to the staff room, to his hands, his voice, the rough way he had taken her, the way he had left her there afterwards. Heat and humiliation rushed through her chest at the same time.

She looked up at Ben, trying to read his face, trying to see if he knew, if he had somehow seen something, if someone had told him something.

But he just smiled and shook his head slightly.

“Up in the DJ booth,” he said. “Learning the decks. You were so cool. Honestly, you were the star of the whole party. Everyone was looking up at you.”

Tiffany blinked and let out a small breath she didn’t realise she had been holding.

“Oh,” she said. “Yeah. That was fun.”

Ben leaned back slightly in his chair.

“I was talking to some guys from Manchester and they were all saying, ‘Who’s that girl up in the DJ booth?’ I was like, that’s my girlfriend,” he said, smiling proudly. “You were the star.”

She forced a smile back at him, but her mind wasn’t at the breakfast table anymore.

She was back in that small room again, Antonio’s hands on her, the roughness, the way he had taken what he wanted without asking, the humiliation of it, the way he had walked away afterwards like it meant nothing.

The memory should have made her feel ashamed.

Part of her did feel ashamed.

But another part of her felt something else entirely.

A slow warmth spread through her stomach and down between her legs as she remembered his strength, his confidence, the way he had looked at her like she was something he had decided to take.

She took a sip of coffee to hide her expression and looked out toward the pool where staff were setting up loungers and umbrellas for the day.

She realised something then that she didn’t want to admit to herself.

The humiliation had been real.
But so had the excitement.
And the excitement was the part her body remembered most clearly.

Ben reached across the table and squeezed her hand.

“Best holiday we’ve ever had,” he said.

Tiffany looked back at him and smiled softly.

“Yeah,” she said quietly. “Best holiday.”


Book Two Teaser

Taboo: Borrowed On Holiday – Book Two

The holiday wasn’t over.

If anything, it felt like it was only just beginning.

After the pool party, after the DJ booth, after the night that Tiffany couldn’t stop thinking about, everything felt different. The hotel didn’t feel like a hotel anymore; it felt like a small world where everyone knew each other, where the days blurred into the nights and the nights blurred into something else entirely.

Antonio acted like nothing had changed.

When they saw him on the beach the next day, he just nodded and smiled slightly, the same calm confidence, the same easy way he spoke, like he hadn’t completely changed the way Tiffany thought about herself, about Ben, about the holiday, about everything.

But when he spoke to her, when he looked at her, she knew he remembered.

And she couldn’t stop thinking about it.

She told herself it had been a one-off. A crazy holiday mistake. Something that happened in Ibiza and would stay in Ibiza.

But when Antonio messaged her later that day, just a short message through Instagram, everything she had told herself started to fall apart.

Pool party Sunday. You come again.
I want to see you again.

Her heart had started racing just reading it.

She didn’t tell Ben about the message.

On Sunday afternoon, Antonio found them by the pool again. He talked to both of them, casual, relaxed, asking if they were enjoying the holiday, asking if they wanted another windsurf lesson. But when Ben went to the bar to get drinks, Antonio leaned slightly closer to Tiffany and spoke quietly so only she could hear.

“Tonight,” he said. “You come with me after party.”

Her heart started hammering immediately.

“And my friend will be there too,” he added calmly, like he was talking about nothing important at all. “You will like him.”

Tiffany didn’t answer straight away.

She knew exactly what he meant.

She should have said no.
She should have walked away.
She should have told Ben everything.

Instead, she just nodded slightly.

And from that moment on, she couldn’t think about anything else.

That night was going to change everything again.
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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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