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Chapter 1 - Alfred

​I laid in the bed of my dorm, playing the conversation over and over again in my head. It kept me from sleeping. I’d done a lot of stupid things in my life, but this had to be the dumbest.

​“Fuck.” I whispered, tossing and turning under the covers. It was the moment I’d been waiting for my entire life, and I chickened out and turned her down.

​Her name was Bella, and we’d been close friends since year one of university. She was tall, brunette, and beautiful. We had a lot of classes together, as we both studied marketing and entered the same year.

​It was hard to believe she hung out with me at all, but she was a sweetheart by nature and cared more about who a person actually was than if they were considered popular or not. She was a refreshing breath of air to me, because she was the first girl I really developed a relationship with.

​Still, it’s not like there was any flirtation. Things were strictly platonic, and because of her immense beauty, she was annoyed by guys who only wanted one thing from her. That’s why I made sure to keep my little crush to myself, I didn’t want to ruin things between us. I knew we would never be together, and I was perfectly content living in the friend zone.

​Over time, our friendship crossed over outside of the classroom. She’d invite me to parties on the weekends, or out for wings or drinks on weekday nights. There were times when I felt a spark, but I never had the confidence to pursue it. She was out of my league and I knew it.

​Bella was two inches taller than me, with long legs and what I considered a perfect posterior. She dressed somewhat modestly, but would sometimes wear shorts that showed off her bottom half. Being around her in that state of dress drove me wild, but I tried to ignore it. I noticed over time that she never seemed to go on dates, or have the kind of guys around that I expected would try to date her. I never had the guts to ask her about it, as I didn’t want her to think I was creepy for prying into her love life.

​One night, we were at a local dive bar, and the rest of our friends went home early. There was an awkward silence at first, and I focused on my club sandwich while she stared off at the television. I could feel my pulse in my ears, it was the first time we’d been all alone together and I wished I was the type who could strike up a witty conversation.

​“Can I ask you something?” she said.

​“Yeah, sure.” I said, covering my mouth to speak because it was stuffed full of food. She smirked, giving me a moment to finish my bite before relaying her question.

​“Do you ever feel intimidated by how casual everyone is with hooking up around here?” she asked. It wasn’t the question I expected, and I reflected for a moment before responding.

​“I wouldn’t say intimidated. I mean, it’s kind of weird, you know? Not really my thing.” I said.

​“Me neither.” she said, taking a swig of her drink and wiping her mouth with her forearm before setting her glass down hard on the wooden bartop. “At the same time, I mean, well, nevermind.”

​“No, what is it? It’s just me. Who cares?” I asked, intrigued by her line of questioning. I’d always felt left out of the dating pool, and couldn’t imagine a girl as pretty as her could feel the same way.

​“Promise you won’t tell anyone?” she asked.

​“Of course. Pinky promise.” I said, offering my smallest digit. She latched hers to mine, giggling and nodding her head.

​“Okay. I’m a virgin, that’s why I’m so shut off when it comes to dating. I feel like everyone has more experience than me, and it’s just mortifying.” she said.

​“Really? You are?” I asked. I couldn’t believe it, but she seemed turned off by the question as she brushed her hair behind her ear and looked away.

​“Yeah.” she whispered.

​“Oh. Wow.”

​“Yeah, see, this is why I didn’t want to tell you.” she said.

​“No, I didn’t mean it like that. Actually, I am too. I’ve never done it either.” I said. Her eyes went straight to mine, and it felt like an eternity passed by in a split second. I thought she was going to lean in and kiss me, but she simply smiled.

​“You’re so sweet. Maybe that’s part of why I’ve always been drawn to you.” she said.

​“You feel drawn to me?” I asked, entering a state of disbelief.

​“Well, yeah. Why do you think I call you all the time to hang out? I’m comfortable around you.” she said.

​“Oh. Wow. Thanks. Me too. I mean, I’m comfortable around you too.” I said.

​“I’m glad. You should come to my dorm sometime, you know? We could maybe have a sleepover.” she said.

​“Yeah. Absolutely. I’d love that.” I said. It felt like I’d been administered pure adrenaline straight through the anus. It felt like there was hope. She giggled softly, and threw a ten dollar bill on the counter.

​“I need to get home so I can rest. Thanks for admitting that to me, I feel a lot better knowing I’m not the only one.” she said.

​“Yeah. Thanks for inviting me out, I would have just wasted the night at my dorm playing video games.”

​“You’re welcome. I’ll see you tomorrow in class.” she said. I spun around in my barstool, watching the way her round butt swayed as she walked in her tight blue jeans. It may not have been much, but it felt like the greatest moment of my life.

​That’s not what I was tossing and turning about. The cause of my restlessness stemmed from the following Friday night, when she invited me to her dorm room. When I showed up, her roommate was out for the night, and Bella laid her mattress out on the living room floor in front of the television.

​“Here, I have Net Flicks. Pick whatever you want.” she said, handing me the remote control.

​“Alright, cool.” I stared in awe as she walked towards the kitchen, wearing such short shorts that I could literally see the bottoms of her tanned cheeks swaying with each step. I bit down on my lip, and felt the swelling surge of pressure in my own shorts.

​Holy fuck, is she really wearing those? And with a white tank top? Oh my God. Don’t jerk off, fight the urge. Don’t do it. Control yourself, Alfred. Play it cool…

​Spoiler alert, I failed miserably. After choosing one of my favorite comedies, Bella returned with popcorn and we watched the beginning of the movie. She didn’t laugh as much as I expected, and seemed almost preoccupied with her thoughts.

​“Hey, do you mind if we cuddle? It’ll help me relax.” she said, several minutes later. We pulled the covers up over ourselves, and she mashed her soft bubble into my crotch. From that moment forward, I was practically seeing stars. The movie no longer existed, and the move she wiggled in my arms, the harder I became.

​“This feels good.” she whispered, throwing her arm over mine and clamping down. The scent of her hair was only making me more aroused, and I loved feeling the softness of her flesh.

​My temperature spiked, and I was very self conscious about my erection pressed between her cheeks. She didn’t acknowledge it, but there was no way she didn’t notice. I couldn’t make it go away, and it was so hard that it was pulsing involuntarily. Each time it happened, she sharply inhaled, grinding back against me.

​I froze, simply laying there and torturing myself. It should have been obvious, but I’d never considered the possibility she wanted to have her first time with me. It would have made sense, but it never crossed my mind. I should have made a move, and done one of the many things I wanted to do to her, things as simple as kissing her cheek and neck.

​Paralysis. That’s all there was, and after a while, I could tell she was becoming annoyed. She didn’t enjoy the humor of the movie, nor her inability to get me to take action. Finally, she turned slightly in my arms.

​“Alfred? I want you to take off my clothes, and I want you to make love to me.” she said. My mouth gaped, and I took a deep breath. My penis screamed through its pulse to take her, but I didn’t know where to start. She was the hottest girl I knew, the person I wanted the most, and I was a nervous, fumbling virgin who couldn’t talk to girls. Cuddling with her was already the most action I’d ever gotten, and I was proud of myself for not having finished in my pants up until that point. “Alfred?”

​“I’m sorry. I can’t, maybe another time.” I said, rolling the opposite direction and springing to my feet. I’m not sure what caused the panic, but I flipped my boner up into my waistband and high tailed it, making the excuse that I forgot about a homework assignment before disappearing out her front door and into the night.

​Those words would haunt me, endlessly for the next two days. We didn’t speak during those forty eight hours, even though I desperately wanted to reach out to her. What could I possibly say to excuse my actions? It was humiliating, and I wished I could melt into the bed and disappear forever.

​I stared at my cellphone, hoping and praying she’d reach out. It made no sense because we always spent time together on weekends, but I didn’t have the guts to reach out. All I could think about was how amazing it could have been if I hadn’t panicked. I could have lost my virginity to the girl of my dreams, instead of jerking off over and over again fantasizing about something that never happened. Not my proudest moments.

Chapter 2 - Bella

​I couldn’t get over my anger towards him. Rejecting me was one thing, but running away into the night and refusing to reach out to me? I was livid.

​We’d spent so much time together, and I did everything I could to let him know I was interested. I invited him over to my place to Net Flicks and chill for God’s sake, and directly asked him to take my virginity.

​It would have been fine if he let me know what was going on. I just felt completely nullified and invalidated. Alfred always seemed so sweet, and in my naivety, I’d built him into the perfect person to share my first time with.

​Part of what scared me about sex was my lack of experience. That and the intimacy. That’s why I wanted Alfred, because I found him to be very disarming and easy to be myself around. Intimacy didn’t scare me with him, and with him being a virgin too, I figured we could sort of practice with each other and see where things went.

​I thought about reaching out to him several times, but could only come up with rude things to say, which I tried to avoid. Like, what the fuck happened? Where have you been? Am I really that revolting? Sorry for offering myself to you like an idiot, if you found me that repulsive, maybe you shouldn’t have come over?

​He could have easily said he wasn’t comfortable, or told me no. The running away and avoiding me after said it all, Alfred wasn’t interested in being my first. We could still be friends, but it was going to take me a little while to get over that feeling of rejection. It wasn’t his fault, but I’d really planned everything out and was very excited to share myself with him. It came as a complete shock to me when he outright refused me, and with no further explanation, practically ran from my dorm room.

​Monday came around, and I skipped my first two classes because I still didn’t want to see him. There was still a chance I’d run into him, as it was a small campus, so I made sure that I looked my very best. My third period was Linear Algebra, and I made it there without seeing him.

​Class started like normal, and it helped get my mind off of things with Alfred. I’d always been good with numbers, and enjoyed my professor in the class because he explained things in such simple, logical ways.

​Boom! A textbook slammed down onto the desk beside me, and one of the other students, a tall muscular guy in the class, sat down and smiled.

​“You scared me.” I whispered. The professor cast his glare in our direction, but returned to teaching.

​“My bad. I like to make an entrance. It’s Bella, right?” he asked, making no attempt to control the volume of his voice.

​“Yeah.” I whispered.

​“I’m Jason. You’re very pretty.” he said, offering a handshake. I wanted to pay attention, so I politely shook his enormous hand, which engulfed mine.

​“Nice to meet you. Thanks.” I said, pointing to the front of the class to let him know where my attention was.

​“I’ve been checking you out all semester. You’re like my dream girl.” he said, causing me to chuckle at the ridiculousness of his approach.

​“Oh, am I? If you don’t mind, I’d like to pay attention to the class.” I said.

​“I’d like to pay attention to you. I’ll shut up if you hang out with me tonight.” he said, with a twinkle in his eye and sideways grin. He was handsome, and despite his lack of originality, had a certain charm.

​“Fine. You better shut up though.” I said, playfully flirting. It felt kind of nice to get some validation, after what happened with Alfred. I’d been avoiding the dating game out of fear, but I was ready to put myself back out there. Jason made a zipper motion over his lips, and tossed away the pretend key. I rolled my eyes.

​Throughout the class, he kept smiling and making eyes at me, flirting without speaking. He passed me little notes, saying he thought I was cute, and asking what type of flowers he should bring when he picked me up for “our date”. To his credit, he managed to not say a single word until the class ended.

​It was fun, and flirty, and made me feel a lot better than when I woke up that morning. We exchanged numbers, and began texting throughout the day. He was so engaged, that it was easy going back and forth with him. We played silly games like 20 questions, and never have I ever. My anxiety faded, and I found myself looking forward to our date.

​He convinced me to meet him between classes, and gave me a box of chocolates and a dozen red roses.

​“I told you I like Lily’s.” I said.

​“Lily’s are for tonight. Besides, everyone likes roses.” he said. He towered over me, and I felt more and more drawn to him physically. He may not have been my knight in shining armor, but he felt like he might be the right guy to have my first time with. I knew he wouldn’t turn me down, as it was clear that he was chasing sex, and by the end of my last class, our texting had taken a turn in that direction.

​The entire day was a whirlwind, and I couldn’t wait to meet up with him. He was hot, fun, and he seemed like the type of guy who had plenty of experience. I’d wanted Alfred so we could meet on the same ground, and grow our experience together, but it made sense to choose someone who already knew what they were doing. He could lead our bedroom excursion in the same way he’d led the chase all throughout the day, and I found that endearing.

​He was a good dirty texter, and I was shaking with excited nerves by the time he came over to my dorm. Initially, we were going to meet out for food and drinks, but the sexually charged direction of the conversation led to a mutual agreement on changing plans.

​When he showed up, there were no Lily’s, but none of that was needed. It felt almost understood between us what would happen, and I had a very strong feeling that at no point in the night would I need to tell him that I wanted him to make love to me, partially because that’s not what I wanted from Jason. In his case, I wanted him to fuck me.

Chapter 3 - Alfred

​Becca didn’t show up to class, and by the time I wrapped up my day, I was hit with the strangest feeling. I can’t even really explain it, just an ominous, foreboding feeling. She was the first person I thought of, and I realized it was time to swallow my pride and let her know she was on my mind.

​ALFRED: Hey Becca, noticed you weren’t at class and just wanted to check up on you. Hope all is well.

​I pressed send, and then pushed it out of my mind because I was so nervous that she’d be mad at me. The whole situation made me crawl in my skin, and I wasn’t sure what had to happen in order for me to shake it off. For the next several hours, there was no response, but that same feeling kept arriving in my stomach.

​The sun went down, and I couldn’t focus on gaming because my mind was elsewhere. I realized that Becca was the most important woman in my life outside of my mother. She was my friend, she treated me well, was gorgeous, and had tasked me with the great honor of being her very first. This was more than just getting over it, this was about taking action. One thing was certain, and it’s that Becca was worth fighting for.

​My mind locked in, and I ran through a quick routine to get ready. After my shower, I put on something reasonable, and went outside to unlock my bike. Her dorm was only a ten or fifteen minute ride, and I thought I might as well surprise her. Even if she wasn’t happy to see me, I was going to pour my heart out and apologize profusely.

On the way to her dorm, I rehearsed the lines in my head, and thought only of her taking my explanations in the best possible way. I fantasized about her professing her love, and then giving her body to me like she’d offered before. I was on my way to wipe the slate clean, and I took a detour to stop at a nearby florist. It threw my time off by about a half hour, but I needed it to steady my nerves and psyche myself up.

When I arrived at her door, I felt truly brave for the first time in a very long time. My heart was racing, but I wasn’t going to turn back. After a deep breath, I knocked several times on her door. There was no answer, so I knocked again. And then again, and again, leaving thirty seconds or so between each series of knocks.

There was music blaring from another dorm, and I wondered if that was the reason she couldn’t hear me. Maybe she wasn’t home at all, but I’d come such a long way to tell her how I felt. Finally, I placed my hand on the doorknob, slowly turning it and pushing open the door. It was unlocked, and I was in. I stepped inside quietly, my plan being to leave the flowers and write her something of an apology note.

“That’s so good!” my eyes bulged and I froze in place, gripped by the sudden fear of realizing someone was in the bedroom. “Yes, daddy. Please!”

Oh my God. No. That must be Tara, I’ve gotta get out of here. I turned to head for the door, but there was another guttural female moan, and I recognized her voice. It wasn’t her roommate, it was Becca!

My natural instincts were denial and intrigue. There was no way she was having sex, she must have been masturbating. And if that’s what it was, then I had to catch a glimpse. I felt almost like an animal, like I’d tapped into some primordial force within myself that made me calm. The door wasn’t pulled shut, and I crawled towards it on my hands and knees on full alert.

There was a rhythmic slapping sound, and before I could accept that she was already hooking up with someone else, I saw it with my own two eyes. She only had a box spring with a mattress on top, giving me a perfect view when I peeked in through the opening of the door.

I’d never had sex, so seeing it in real life was jarring. It wasn’t gentle, or romantic, not what was happening between them. It was rough, and carnal.

“Open.” he said, on top of her in missionary, holding a handful of her hair. He spit into her mouth, and she gulped it down. I swallowed myself, spinning with fear of being caught and the shock of what I was witnessing.

“Oh, daddy. It’s so good.”

“I knew you’d make such a good little slut for me. Here, let’s switch. I want you to sit on me.” he said, smiling. That’s when it hit me, I knew exactly who he was, and I hated him.

Jason Hood, the ultimate idiot and future college dropout. He thought that university was high school, and only seemed there so he could continue his rampage of trying to sleep with every girl imaginable. We didn’t interact much, but he was always condescending when we did.

My cock was throbbing and it was out of my control. I hated what I was watching, but that didn’t stop my body from entering full arousal. She was so gorgeous, completely naked and climbing into his lap. That’s when I saw it, and my heart somehow sank even lower. He had the biggest penis I’d ever seen, thick and manly, with oversized balls to match.

My view left her ass facing me, which would have been a gorgeous view if not for the big juicy length that was splitting it in half. I was hyperventilating, and I reached into my pants and took hold of myself. I didn’t want to, it felt shameful, but the pressure was too much. I had to relieve myself to the sight in front of me. 

“Oh my God, James. I didn’t know it could feel this good.” she said, her hips slowly rising and falling as she became accustomed to taking him. I stared at his cock, and the magnum condom adorning it.

“You’re so wet, baby. You really like that dick, huh?” he asked, reaching to place his hand around her throat. I couldn’t find the line between anger and arousal, down on my knees and rubbing myself frantically while trying to remain silent. I went from feeling on top of the world to feeling completely inadequate in the matter of seconds.

“I really do. It’s so big.” she said, giggling. The sound of her laughter had always brought me so much joy, but now it was just another dagger in my heart. I could have been laying where James was, and she’d have never known that he was so well endowed.

“Come here, let me suck those gorgeous tits,” he said. The sound of his voice made my skin crawl, but I could only envy him. He pulled her torso nearer, latching onto her nipples and groping. I could hear the sounds of his mouth suctioning her breasts before they started kissing. I wished it were less intimate, more mechanical.

They transitioned through positions, with James hammering away at her like she owed him money. Bella was delighted by this, squealing and moaning in the most sensual tones. Her body was immaculate, her soft flesh bouncing beneath his hard thrusts.

Would this guy cum already? Jesus. His stamina didn’t let up, and I could hear her wetness being displaced by his greedy cock. I slowed my breathing to remain silent, and before long, I was approaching release.

“You’re so tight, Bella. I’m gonna nut inside of you!” he said, holding her hips and pulling her against him from behind. Her eyes rolled back, and her tongue was hanging out of her mouth, drooling with a monotone hum of pleasure.

“Nnnnnhhhh…” seeing her in that state sent me over the edge. It was the single most erotic thing I’d ever seen, and I wished she was mine more than anything in the world. I held the palm of my hand in front of the head of my cock, using it as a makeshift bowl as I stroked myself towards completion.

“I love your cock, daddy. I love it.” she moaned, lost in ecstasy. Jason was like a jackhammer, entering warp speed and grunting as he emptied himself into the condom. She was practically crying in agony, and the last thing I remember is holding my breath and biting my lip as the most incredible, full body sensation swept over me.

When I woke up, the lights were on, and they were standing over me. Jason was butt naked, his muscular body and rubber donned cock protruding with cum hanging over my head,  looking down at me, mocking me.

“You know this guy?” he asked, laughing. My entire body was tingling, and I had no recollection of what was happening until several seconds later.

“What the fuck, Alfred? What are you doing here? You scared the shit out of me!” she said, getting hysterical while my brain rebooted itself.

“Damn! This is wild, yo. Homie was in the corner jerkin’ it, woah! That’s actually wild, like, yo.” he said, mouth and eyes wide.

“Jason, just, can you give us a minute?” she asked. I suddenly remembered, and realized that I’d passed out, alerting them I was there. I checked the back of my head for blood, and sat up.

“I’m sorry.”

“What are you doing here?” she asked, her face and tone stern.

“Uhm, I’m so sorry. I was just dropping by to give you these Lily’s. I wanted to explain myself.” I said.

“Oh shit, he remembered the Lilys! That’s my dude.” Jason said, offering me a high five before pulling it away when he remembered that I’d just cum all over myself. Reminded of his presence, I quickly pulled up my pants, covering my soft, shriveled dick.

“Jason, wait for me on the bed.” she said, pointing him into the room and closing the door.

“I hate that guy.” I said, shaking my head in defeat.

“You know him?”

“Yeah, he’s in my English Lit class. I don’t even think he can read.” I said, looking down.

“He is kind of dumb. Like a puppy, but he seems harmless.” she said. I let out a sigh, wishing for the second time I could run away from her.

“Didn’t seem harmless while you were riding him.”

“Alfred! Don’t you dare judge me. I offered myself to you, and you turned me down, remember?” she asked. I could tell I’d struck a nerve.

“You’re right. I’m sorry, I just, fuck. I just really like you, and I pussed out, and now I lost you. And to…fucking that guy of all people. I mean, his dick is huge, good for you.” I said, finally standing up from the floor. Passing out left me covered in a thin layer of sweat, and I could feel a small knot swelling on the back of my head.

“You haven’t lost anything, Alfred. Except maybe your dignity for a couple days.” she said, snort laughing at her own joke.

“More like a couple months. Maybe I’ll change my name, and enroll somewhere else. A fresh start would be nice.” I said, returning her smile.

“Let’s work on that. For now, get some ice, and go home. I might need a few days, but we’re fine.”

“You promise?” I asked, reaching out with my pinky.

“I’m still mad at you, but yes.” she said, completing the embrace. It was a terrible, tragic ending to the night, but at least I had hope. Once again, I tucked my tail, and got the hell out of her dorm room.

Chapter 4 - Bella

​I gave myself a couple of days to think about what had happened. Things spiraled so quickly out of control, and I had to process it. What started as anger and betrayal, grew into nothing more than a dumb, somewhat laughable story over the course of a couple days.

​Alfred sent two texts each day, one in the morning, and one at night, explaining the whole series of events from his point of view. He admitted to chickening out, stating that I was so far out of his league that his brain simply couldn’t handle the offer, and he went into shut down mode. I thought that was cute.

There was still a feeling of violation I had to work through. Just because I didn’t lock my front door doesn’t mean he should have barged in, no matter his intentions. It was a bonehead move, and I didn’t answer the door for a reason. Actually, I never heard him knock, but if I did, I still wouldn’t have answered it. I was in the middle of something.

After ignoring his texts for two days, I finally decided it was time to reconcile. Sure, he’d rejected me, but it was out of fear. If he’d have only been willing to communicate and be more vulnerable, the whole situation would have been easily avoidable. It’s not like he was the first guy I’d met who struggled with putting words to his feelings, and when I thought about it, it made sense. He wasn’t exactly a social butterfly, but that’s part of what I liked about him.

I finally went to my first period class, and despite my reluctance, interacting with him was just like before. We didn’t mention the incident, and slid right back into our familiar dynamic.

Then the weekend rolled around, and I slept with Jason several more times. I wasn’t really sure where Alfred and I stood, but I enjoyed the sex and wanted more. Alfred reached out, asking if I’d like to hang out. The timing was interesting, like his ears were burning, because it was ten minutes after my third time with Jason.

We met out at our favorite bar, and after about an hour, we both loosened up a bit. He brought it up, apologizing again.

“It’s fine. It’s in the past, it was just really unfortunate.” I said, grinning.

“Kind of funny that I passed out.”

“Yeah.”

“Anyway, I dunno, like I said, I’ve been kicking myself everyday since it happened. I should have just gone for it. I’m sure I wouldn’t have been the best, but I wouldn’t still be a virgin. It’s a big regret of mine.” he said. There was something so innocent and pure about him, so different from Jason.

“It’s fine, sweetie. I know. I shouldn’t have taken it so hard, it’s just, you literally ran. And then you never reached out! What was I supposed to think?”

“You’re right. I was a coward, I’ll never do that again.” he said.

“You promise?” I asked. We latched pinkeys, and then continued with our conversation. He admitted that he liked watching me, and seeing my naked body. Hearing him talk about it gave me the chills, as it threw me right back into the memory of my first time, and ultimately, into my feelings for him.

One way or another, the subject of cuckolding came up, and there was a sudden burst of conversational energy. We’d never connected so hard, and once everything was on the table, the solution was obvious. That night, I took him back to my place, and showed him the best night of his life. The sex was connected, playful, and fun. There was no pressure, and wasn’t as rough and lusty as with Jason. I loved it, and it really felt like it bonded us like never before.

I was young and explorative, and loved the idea of having Alfred as my boyfriend, and Jason as my occasional hookup. Alfred called it a bull, and said that he was down as long as he got to watch. Jason of course, simply wanted sex and would go along with anything if that was the end result.

It’s almost summertime now, and we’re all friends now. Alfred and I have been official for four months, and he’s even tutoring Jason with reading. It turns out, he was right. Jason was so good at sports in high school that the teachers simply passed him to keep him on the field, but he read at about a seventh grade level.

I think it’s so cute how they’ve come around to each other. Jason admitted he used to think of Alfred as a square, but since he shared his girlfriend and helped him learn to read, he thought he was the greatest guy ever. He almost has a guy crush on him, while Alfred more so tolerates him and wants the best for him. It’s been one heck of a year, and I hope to make plenty more memories with my men once the summer rolls around.
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Stolen by a Nerd - Hotwife Pregnancy

Brock is the university's star quarterback, and has a three month rule when it comes to dating. He's breaking it for Lilly, a cheerleader, because he still hasn't convinced her to indulge his ultimate fantasy with one of his buddies from the team.

Lilly has a 4.0 GPA, and takes her future very seriously. While she likes the idea of becoming a hotwife, she isn't sure if she can step that far outside of her comfort zone. Brock keeps badgering her, until one night, on a whim, she suggests that she try hooking up with Gilby, his math nerd tutor and roommate. After all, he's quite harmless, and she feels comfortable with him.

Brock scoffs at the idea, because he's a nerd and there's no way he could satisfy her. They make a friendly wager, and she goes over to sit down with him. Gilby is hesitant at first, but gets into it as soon as Brock says it's okay. When Lilly pulls it out, they can only stare in awe at the biggest dick either of them has ever seen, and Brock feels instant regret at his decision.

Stolen by a nerd involves unconventional relationships, and an improbable romance.
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Friends With Benefits 

Adam is Violet's shy roommate. They get along just fine, but she can't seem to get him out of his shell. 

She decides to go snooping through his things while he's at class, and can't believe what she finds. Apparently, they have more in common than she imagined. Armed with her newfound knowledge, she feels empowered to make him into her good boy. 

He can't believe the sudden change in the way she treats him, and starts seeing her in a whole new light. 

Friends With Benefits is a friends to lovers romance. 
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Cuckold’s Nightmare

Nicholas has never had a girlfriend, and is blown away when Sheryl shows interest in him. She's tired of frat guy types with bad personalities and zero ambition, and craves a kind, gentle man.

They get along well, but she isn't attracted to him. They start dating anyway, and she hopes it will come with time. Instead, the opposite happens. He's too timid to make a move, and constantly apologizes for every little thing he does.

A month goes by before she discovers that he's a secret cuck, and is so starved for intimacy that she decides to take him up on it. She finds the perfect alpha bull, and falls for him right away. Brock is tall, tatted, jacked, and has a bit of a mean streak. He's everything Nicholas isn't.

Sheryl begins her journey as a hotwife, completely unaware the bull she chose just so happened to be Nicholas' bully while they were in school. What started as a playful fantasy, quickly turns into Nicholas' ultimate nightmare.
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Gullible Hotwife

Chad and Lily are happily married, but can't seem to connect in the bedroom. He suspects the problem stems from their twenty five year age gap, and a lack of physical attraction on her end.

He can't stop thinking about pleasing her, but knows he can't do it himself.

Chad confesses his longest held fantasy, cuckolding, and suggests they try it out to spice things up. Lily is lukewarm on the idea, but heats up around quickly after being tempted with the most eligible bachelors from his circle of wealthy friends.
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Always Stuck - Free Use Hotwife

Katie is ready for something new, and Barry decides to let her have it. He's having trouble keeping up, and likes the idea of watching.

The couple chooses a bull, and sets a trap he can't resist. Stuck in the dryer, a classic conundrum.

It's her first time as a hotwife, and she's going to take full advantage of the perks of her new lifestyle.
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Futanari MPreg Harem

Jackson inspects roofs for a living, and accidentally crashes his drone into the courtyard of a random building. No one answers the door, so he's forced to scale the wall in order to retrieve it.

He's immediately apprehended, held at gunpoint and handcuffed by three beautiful women. They take him inside, and he tries to explain that it's just a big misunderstanding. They don't buy it, and after seizing his cell phone, he's told he won't be leaving.

There are thirteen women living in the compound, but they aren't what they seem. They're a secret tribe of futanari women who left their island for America, and are attempting to assimilate. They can't take the risk of letting him go, but they have all sorts of things in store for him.

Involves unconventional relationships, futa on male, and MPreg.
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