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Chapter 1 - Jeffery 


​Lena was the apple of my eye, and the love of my life. I’d have done anything for her, which is why it was so difficult to accept that I couldn’t please her sexually. At the beginning of our relationship, we were having regular sex and I loved every second of it. She was easily the most beautiful girl I’d ever been with, and I couldn’t believe she actually let me have sex with her.

​Unfortunately, I was the only one enjoying myself. It wasn’t something I picked up on right away, or at all for that matter, largely because I was so satisfied with everything about her that I never stopped to think about how she felt. It was selfish, but there was no intent behind it.

​She wasn’t the shy or timid type, which was one of my favorite things about her personality. I always knew where I stood with her, which is why I was shocked when she brought it up, breaching the subject after I tried initiating sex.

​“I’m just not in the mood, baby.” she said, brushing me off.

​“Okay, that’s fine. You’re just so pretty, I always want you.” I said, keeping the mood light. She gave me a look, and I felt like maybe I’d done something wrong. “I’m sorry.”

​“You don’t have to apologize, Jeff. It’s not your fault. I’ve really tried everything, but I can’t reach orgasm with you.” she said, her words stinging my ears.

​“Oh. Wait, like never?” I asked.

​“Not once.”

​“Maybe we could try more foreplay.” I said, pressing on despite my bruised ego.

​“It’s not that.” she said, opening her book and shifting her attention away from the conversation.

​“What is it? Is it something I can fix?” I asked. Lena sighed, forcefully closing her book and turning slightly in bed to face me.

​“You really want to know what it is?” she asked.

​“Of course.”

​“Honestly, I think I just need someone bigger, you know, down there.” she said. I’d always been insecure about my smaller penis, and hearing her say it directly felt like a dagger.

​“Oh.”

​“Don’t take it personally, it isn’t your fault. It’s just, well, my ex-boyfriend Paul wasn’t big or anything, just average, but I was still able to feel it, and I could cum with him. I like being intimate with you, sometimes it just feels like a chore, you know? There isn’t really anything in it for me.” she said, sincerely apologetic. I felt uncomfortable in my own skin, and wanted to leave the room immediately.

​“I’m sorry.” I muttered, feeling hopeless.

​“Don’t apologize, baby. I don’t want to make you feel bad.” she said. Her words were still ringing in my head, and I could feel myself flushing hot with embarrassment.

​“You can’t even feel it?” I asked, unsure of my reason for continuing to seek humiliation. She was very clear about it, but I was having trouble accepting it.

​“I mean, kind of. You know, it just doesn’t hit my spots, I guess.” she said. The worst part was that I could tell she was being as nice as she could about it, and that the truth was probably even worse than she was letting on.

​“I understand, I’m just trying to think of a solution and nothing is coming to mind.” I said, shrugging my shoulders. It was a painful realization, and I felt ashamed that I hadn’t even noticed that she wasn’t getting off during sex. It felt like I’d been tricked, but when I thought back to our times together, I couldn’t think of a time when she said she enjoyed it, or even mentioned having reached climax.

​“We could try toys, maybe? I don’t know, honestly my libido is so low right now that I don’t even want to think about it. Let me revisit it once I’m more in the mood.” she said.

​“Right. Okay.”

​“I’m sorry, baby. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

​“No, it’s fine.” I said, rolling over to hide my emotions. Tears welled up in my eyes, and she condescendingly patted my shoulder before returning to her book. She didn’t do anything wrong by telling me the truth, but I still felt inadequate and betrayed. I’d always been on the smaller side, but she was the first woman to address the issue with such brutal honesty.

Chapter 2 - Lena 


​A part of me wished I hadn’t brought it up, because it was the start of a litany of problems between us. He was so insecure about his penis, and sex in general that it started to dominate his mind. I wanted to want to have sex with him, but my body wasn’t cooperating. I couldn’t bring myself to do it, and made excuses whenever he tried.

​His frustration was understandable, but so was mine. We’d always gotten along so well before, and I hated that such a tiny issue was corrupting an otherwise fulfilling relationship. Weeks passed without us having sex, maybe longer, until I finally gave in so that he would stop bringing it up.

​It was terrible. He came in less than five minutes, which was actually the best part because it meant that it was over and I’d done my “wifely duty”, but it really put it into perspective how little I wanted to fuck him. Jeffery got on top of me, squeezed my boobs and sucked my nipples while thrusting his tiny prick until it popped, all the while I laid motionless and unimpressed beneath him. It was pathetic, and I closed my eyes because watching him gave me secondhand embarrassment.

​My sex drive was non-existent, except for when he left or went to work, then I went into hypersexual mode and would masturbate over and over so that I could release all the pent up tension within myself. It was a strange phenomenon, and I would have felt bad about it if it weren’t so organic. There was nothing I could do about it, nothing about him turned me on and he simply had no clue how to pleasure me. I felt bad for him because it was so little and that wasn’t his fault, but at the same time, I wasn’t lying about the complete lack of sensation it caused.

​As our relationship deteriorated, I found myself fantasizing about bigger, more alpha men. Sex wasn’t the most important part of a relationship, at least not for me, but my total lack of satisfaction was making me consider that it might be a deal breaker between us. It wasn’t healthy to spend so much time thinking about sex with other men, but I couldn’t seem to control it.

​Little things started irritating me, and Jeffery seemed hell bent on relating everything back to the lack of sex. One day, things boiled over and we got into a huge shouting match. It was the middle of the day, and it was the loudest, most intense fight we’d ever been in. I didn’t know he was capable of such anger, and by the time he stormed out of the apartment, I knew we’d reached a crossroads.

​We lived in an apartment building, and there was a knock on the door soon after Jeffery left. I wasn’t wearing a bra under my tank top, so I grabbed my robe and went to the door. It was Benson, our next door neighbor, and I realized he was checking in because of the fight.

​“Are you okay? I heard a bunch of yelling.” he said.

​“Oh, yeah. Sorry about that, I’m fine. Jeffery left to cool down, I didn’t mean for it to get so out of control.” I said. Benson towered over me, and I could see him peering over me into our apartment. “You can come inside.”

​“Yeah, I don’t mean to be overprotective, I just don’t like hearing men yell at women like that.” he said, walking into the apartment and looking around to make sure he wasn’t still there.

​“I understand, but everything is fine now.” I said. Benson was an older black man, and lived alone in the apartment next to ours. I’d always thought he was handsome, but for some reason it really hit me right then and there how attractive he was. “Did you want something to drink?”

​“If you don’t mind. Water is fine.” he said. I went to the fridge and fetched a bottle, underhanding it in his direction as he sat down on the couch.

​“Nice catch.”

​“Thanks. You know, I couldn’t help overhearing what you two were arguing over.” he said, looking into my eyes. I sat down beside him, fixing my hair anxiously.

​“Oof. That sucks.” I said, laughing at my own embarrassment. We were pretty explicit, and I said some mean, regrettable things to Jeffery.

​“Yeah, for both of you.” he said, releasing a belly laugh at our expense. “It’s kind of ironic, actually.”

​“How so?”

​“Oh, just from my perspective, I mean. I’m in my apartment listening to my beautiful neighbor scream at her boyfriend about his tiny penis, while I’m single and all alone even though mine is huge.” he said. It caught me off guard, but it was also intriguing. I giggled reflexively, and accidentally looked down at his crotch.

​“That is ironic. Maybe you could lend him a couple of inches.” I said, biting my lip and looking away because I felt like he caught me glancing.

​“It doesn’t work like that, baby. Maybe I could lend you a couple of inches, though.” he said, smiling and leaning back on the couch. “I can’t say I haven’t thought about it before.”

​“Oh my gosh, Benson. You’re terrible.” I said. He spread his arms and hooked them over the back of the couch, taking up as much space as possible. There was a palpable confidence about him that I found intoxicating, and I couldn’t help playing along with him.

​“I’m just saying, if you’re ever in the mood for some BBC, you know where to find me,” he said. I wasn’t used to being talked to like that, and it would have normally been too forward except that I was so fucking horny and unsatisfied. I knew it was wrong, that I should have shut it down, but I couldn’t seem to enact any form of self control.

​“Fuck.” I said, breaking our eye contact but I could feel myself flushing red. “You shouldn’t tempt me like that.”

​“I’m just offering a solution for your problem. I’d love to help you out.” he said, placing his hand on my thigh. “Pretty little thing, I might break you in half though.”

​“Benson.” I said, whispering. He leaned in slightly, smirking because he could sense that I was struggling to resist him. I wasn’t normally the type for a hook up type of scenario, but casual, guilt free sex was exactly what I needed.

​“It’s okay, baby. It’s perfectly natural to be curious.” he said, reaching between his legs and taking hold of himself over his white athletic shorts. I looked down, and couldn’t believe what I saw.

​“No way. That’s not real.” I said, gasping audibly at the sight of the distinct outline of the biggest bulge I’d ever seen.

​“Don’t be scared, it won’t bite you.” he said, slowly moving his hand along his impressive length. My mind went blank and my mouth started watering, my body’s reaction to him was completely automatic and beyond my control. “Is it bigger than Jeffery’s?”

​“Uhh, yeah. Way bigger.” I said, unable to hide my excitement.

​“Do you want to see it?” he asked, already knowing the answer.

​“We can’t.” I said, still fighting my urges because I knew it was wrong. I’d never cheated before, but I couldn’t deny that it was exactly what I wanted.

​“I’m not asking you to do anything, I just want to let you look at it.” he said. The butterflies in my stomach were going crazy, and each time I looked down at it, my will to fight was further drained.

​“We shouldn’t.”

​“It’s okay, baby. We’re not doing anything wrong, I just need to give it some air.” he said. I inhaled sharply, nodding my head. Benson pulled on his waistband, and it was so big that it flopped out like it was spring loaded. My mind melted a little, and my eyes went wide. I’d never seen anything like it, the biggest, blackest cock imaginable.

​“Holy shit.” I said, admiring his veiny length. Any thought of Jeffery, or of being in a relationship was dumped from my mind, replaced only with submissive thoughts of worshiping his big black dick, and a willingness to do anything necessary to please him.

​“Do you think that could satisfy you?” he asked, obviously enjoying my reaction. He held it by the base, moving it back and forth like a pendulum in a teasing attempt to hypnotize me. I started giggling, fidgeting because it felt like I was losing my autonomy. The arousal was too much, and I couldn’t pry my eyes off of it.

​“Yes.”

​“Do you want it?” he asked.

​“Yes. So much.” I said, following his swinging dick back and forth with my eyes.

​“You’re so beautiful, I’d love to see your pretty little face with a mouthful of my dick.” he said, his smooth, velvet voice adding to the impossible allure. It had been far too long since I’d had an orgasm, and I wasn’t myself.

​“Benson.”

​“Don’t fight it, baby. It’ll be our little secret. You deserve to have what you want.” he said.

​“It’s so big.” I said, practically whining like a spoiled brat because I knew I couldn’t have it. Or at least, I shouldn’t.

​“You’re the reason it’s so hard, Lena. You should do me a favor.” he said. I let out a groan of frustration, still held back by my morals. I couldn’t give in, it wasn’t right.

​“What if I just watch you? That way it won’t be cheating, since I’m not technically touching it.” I said, my horny brain searching for loopholes and ways to will its desires.

​“I like that idea, you should take off your robe for me.” he said, pulling his shorts all the way down to his ankles and spitting onto the head of his cock.

​“That’s so hot.” I whispered, watching him spread the saliva around by stroking up and down. I did as I was told, removing my robe and stepping onto the slippery slope.

​“God damn, baby. I’ve always wanted to see your tits.” he said, letting another glob of spit fall onto his endowment. There was no more thought, simply reaction. I pulled my tank top down and let them spill out, eager to provide him with the motivation he needed to continue. “Good girl.”

​“I can’t believe we’re doing this. It’s so bad.”

​“Doing what? We aren’t doing anything, just two neighbors enjoying each other’s company.” he said, slapping his cock against the palm of his hand. I wanted to touch it, to kiss it and debase myself for him. Somehow, I held myself in place, watching him instead.

​“It’s not fair. Why is it so big?” I asked. The impulsive urges were becoming intrusive and irresistible, and it was only a matter of time before the last of my willpower ran out.

​“Come on, baby girl. Please touch it. It would feel so much better in your pretty little hands.” he said.

​“Fuck.” I said, having a sudden pang of panic at the sound of a door slamming at another unit in our building. I found myself sliding off the couch, lowering myself in front of him.

​“Good girl, have you ever been with a black man before?”

​“No. I haven’t.” I said, shamelessly admiring his manhood. His balls were swollen, and his dick was so much larger than Jeffery’s that it wasn’t even comparable.

​“You can kiss it.” he said. I shook my head no, but leaned in anyway, replacing his hand with mine.

​“Oh my God, Benson. It’s so heavy.” I said, trembling with nervousness as I held his shiny black dick with both hands. Cock drunkenness washed over me, and the next thing I knew, it was in my mouth.

​“Oh, fuck yes. That’s it, baby. Good girl.” he said, encouraging me and placing his oversized hand on the back of my head. I knew Jeffery could walk in at any moment, but there was no reasoning with my needs.

​Gluck, gluck, gluck…

​“Mmm…” I moaned, struggling to fit it in my mouth. It was such a novelty, a big black dick just for me to suck on and play with. I knew it was wrong, but it felt so good that it overrode my morals.

​Benson leaned forward, pushing my head down further in his lap and sliding his hand into my shorts. The moment his fingers touched my pussy, it was over. There was no more resistance, and we were reduced to the behavior of animals, vigorously pleasuring each other.

​“Yeah, choke on that shit.” he said, forcing his hotdog fingers deep inside me. “So fucking wet.”

​“Fuck, daddy. That feels so good.” I said, gasping for air and sucking on his balls. He brought out my inner submissive, and the way he made me feel was such a stark difference to the way I felt for Jeffery. He made me so wet that my insides made squishing sounds, and it wasn’t long before I needed more.

​“Take these off,” he said, breathing heavily and yanking at my shorts. I stepped out of them and pulled my shirt over my head, allowing him to pull me in for a kiss. Embracing someone new was exhilarating, but I wasn’t on birth control and pulled away. “What is it?”

​“I can’t get pregnant.” I said. Benson grabbed his shorts, and pulled out a golden square, with the big, bold word “Magnum XL” printed on the front.

​“Put it on for me,” he said, sitting back down on the couch. His dick was so hard that it was visibly throbbing, and I dropped to my knees and tore open the wrapper. I’d never seen such a big condom, and I giggled dimly as I removed the rubber and put it on his big black cock, rolling it all the way to the base.

​“What if I can’t take it?” I asked, having the sudden realization that it might not even fit. It’s not like I had any experience sitting down on pringle cans.

​“Oh, you’ll take it.” he said, grabbing me by the waist and hoisting me effortlessly onto his lap. “And you’ll cum all over it.”

​“I need it. I haven’t cum in forever.” I said, confessing my truth as he lined himself up with my opening. Regular condoms were too big for Jeffery, the fit was loose and they’d slide off at some point whenever he wore them. Even with the Magnum XL, it was a tight fit for Benson.

​“I know, baby. You need some black dick, let me show you.” he said. I spread open my cheeks, letting him attempt to work it inside. The tip slid inside, splitting my lips and opening me up as I sat down further onto his pole. “God damn, Lena. You feel like a virgin.”

​“Go slow, go slow.” I said, my breath hitching as stars exploded in my vision. I’d never experienced anything like it, and was cumming almost the moment he penetrated me. It was completely unexpected, and I didn’t know my body could be so reactive.

​“That’s my tight little white pussy, now.” he said, pulling me in close and grabbing my ass with both hands, slowly impaling me on his fuckstick and turning me into a complete blabbering mess.

​“Ughn, ughn, fuck, daddy. Oh, gosh. I’m cumming, I can’t stop. I can’t stop, daddy.” I said, overwhelmed with the sensations he provided. He was the antidote to my problems, and I grinded in his lap with my eyes closed, biting down on my lip and riding the powerful orgasmic waves his BBC blessed me with.

​“Fuck yeah, baby. Sit on that shit.” he said, thrusting from the bottom and hitting spots that triggered something dormant. I felt the warm, wet rush of my arousal floodgates. I didn’t even know squirting was real, but I discovered it while bouncing up and down on Benson’s big black dick.

​“Oh, God.” I said, the chills moving up my spine as he pressed his face between my tits, kissing and sucking. The deeper his cock invaded, the more intense the pleasure tremors became.

​The way he made me cum felt almost shameful, especially because he did it so effortlessly, over and over again while Jeffery had failed to succeed a single time in that department. There was so much pent up tension in my body, and Benson’s black cock pounded out every ounce of it, turning me from a sexually frustrated girlfriend into a submissive slave for his perfect black dick.

​“I have to feel you, Benson. I have to feel you cumming.” I said, my melted mind stealing my autonomy as I pulled the condom off of his penis. Benson smiled, latching his arms under my legs and lifting me up in the air. He stood in front of the couch, kissing me deeply while using his powerful arms to bounce me on his dick. It was a secret fantasy of mine, to be suspended in the air and fucked into oblivion, and it sent me to another level of blissful release.

​“Good girl, cum for that dick.” he said, grunting. He was significantly more aggressive and in control than I was used to, and it drove me absolutely wild. My bodily functions were out of control, and I couldn’t believe the amount of times he made me squirt and cum. “Give me that shit, fuck yes. I’m gonna nut so deep inside of your tight little pussy, Lena.”

​“Yes! Please, daddy. Yes!” I called out, loudly proclaiming my satisfaction without thinking of the consequences. His thickness swelled, his hot, raw flesh rearranging my insides as he erupted inside me. My eyes rolled back and I went limp in his arms, but he easily held my weight as he claimed my body.

​After he finished, Benson gently laid me down on the couch, and kissed me on the forehead. A smile spread across my face, and I felt like all of the stress had evacuated my body. I laid there for several minutes, savoring my bliss and catching my breath. Benson leaned over me, kissing me again and letting me know that he was taking off.

​“We should do that again sometime.” I said.

​“Definitely. You’re mine now.” he said. We changed back into our clothes, and I went to the bathroom to clean up the excess cum while he went back to his apartment. No sooner had I finished, Jeffery walked back in the front door, still carrying what was left of his anger from our argument earlier. I’d completely forgotten about it, and had trouble walking straight.

​“I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t mean it.” he said.

​“Oh, it’s fine.” I said, brushing it off as guilt overtook me. I needed to shower, because I looked and smelled like I’d just been fucked senseless.

Chapter 3 - Jeffery

​Lena hopped in the shower, and I laid down on the couch to watch some television to take my mind off things. Something felt off, and I noticed that the apartment smelled different but I couldn’t put my finger on it. I chose one of my favorite sitcoms, something comforting that I could zone out and watch.

​Her words from earlier kept replaying in my head, and I tried shaking them away. My dick was too small for an adult woman, it was like a one eighth scale replica of a penis, it was like a ring pop, all the nasty insults she hurled in anger. I tried letting it go, but it felt like we were at an impasse that I had no chance of getting past. Right as I started to settle down and immerse myself in the show, I noticed something on the floor in front of the couch. I stared at it for a couple seconds, confused because I didn’t recognize it.

​“What the hell?” I asked, sitting up and giving it a closer look. That’s when my mind clicked, and I saw that it was a comically oversized condom. I got closer, crouching down and cocking my head to the side. It looked about the right size for my forearm, but it was wet so I didn’t touch it.

​I felt my adrenaline kick on and my entire body flushed hot. My first thought wasn’t cheating, partially because I’d only been gone for a couple hours, and also because I couldn’t wrap my head around the condom fitting on an actual dick. I kind of figured she’d purchased an oversized dildo and for some reason put a condom on it.

​Gingerly, I walked back to our bedroom, and saw Lena laying sprawled out on the bed like a starfish, her eyes were closed but there was a smile on her face. I couldn’t think of how to address it, so I snuck away and grabbed the tongs so I could retrieve the condom. I walked back down the hallway, and tossed the condom onto the bed.

​“What is this?” I asked. Her eyes went wide when she saw it, and I could feel the panic gripping her.

​“Oh, uhm, it’s uh, you know…” she said, stammering. I waited for her to put something together, but she finally just sighed. “Fuck. I’m sorry.”

​“Sorry about what? I don’t get it.”

​“You know I haven’t been satisfied, Jeffery. I didn’t mean to, he came over, and it just happened.” she said, shrugging and raising her sad eyes to mine.

​“Who came over? When? What are you talking about?” I asked. My heart was pounding, and I think I went into a low grade state of shock because my entire awareness changed, my focus narrowing and my personality turning aloof. I sat on the end of the bed, eyes down on the floor while she relayed the story of what happened.

​She fucked our neighbor, the friendly older black man who always said hello to me. Apparently, he had a huge dick. Her words bounced off of me, the shock acting as a protective shield in some ways. I was emotionless, already conditioned to hearing her tell me that I didn’t please her sexually. She tried being factual when she explained what happened, but there were several slips where I could tell she enjoyed it.

​“So, what now?” I asked, feeling sick to my stomach. Lena was the best woman who’d ever given me the time of day, as well as the most beautiful, and the idea of some big dicked dude stealing her away in my own apartment made my heart break a little.

​“I don’t know, Jeffery. Can we just sleep on it and talk about it later?” she asked. I nodded, and rose from the bed, grabbing a pillow and spare blanket because I knew that meant I was sleeping on the couch. I didn’t even care, as I was emotionlessly exhausted and wanted to escape.

​We talked again the following day, and it was even worse than I expected. She told me she still loved me, and wanted to be together, but she also made no qualms about the fact that she needed sex from other men in order to stay sane.

​“They’re different needs, Jeffery, that’s all. You fulfill my emotional needs, and he can handle my sexual needs.” she said. I hated hearing it, but I knew on some level that accepting it was my only chance at keeping her, and I was so desperate not to lose her that I found myself agreeing with her justifications, validating them even though it made my stomach turn.

​We exchanged a small peck on the lips, and it was the most awkward quick kiss of my life. I wanted to go for a run, but I was too paranoid to leave the apartment because I knew what would happen. It didn’t really matter one way or the other, as she was going to fuck him anyway but I still stayed home and sulked.

​Lena went about her day as if nothing happened at all, meeting her friend Sarah for coffee and lunch, and returning to the apartment in a great mood. I found myself obsessing about Benson, picturing his donkey dick entering her while she creamed and came, screaming out for him in ways she never did for me.

​It turned me on, and that was the worst part. I hated the idea of her with someone else, but that didn’t stop my dick from filling with blood. After hours of looping, intrusive thoughts of her bent over in front of him, begging him to fuck her, I couldn’t handle the arousal any longer and went to the bathroom for a wank. It wasn’t the proudest moment of my life, staring down at my inferior cock and finishing in the toilet, but at least it momentarily relieved the tension.

​I knew it was pathetic, but I was going to at least try to stay in the relationship. Maybe being a cuckold wouldn’t be the worst thing, and at the end of the day, at least I’d still have Lena.

Chapter 4 - Lena

​It wasn’t what I planned, but making Jeffery into a cuckold seemed like the best available option. I wanted to see if we got along better once sex was off the table, especially seeing as it seemed to be the main cause of our issues. The only problem was Jeffery never left the apartment, he didn’t really have friends or hobbies, and after a couple of days, I was fed up with not having sex and decided to rip the band aid off. The way I saw it, it was either going to work out, or it wasn’t, so there was no need to hide what I was doing.

​“Benson is coming over. I wasn’t sure if you wanted to leave, or what. I just wanted to let you know.” I said.

​“He’s coming over here? Why?”

​“Are you serious? We already discussed this.” I said. He was eating a bowl of fruity cereal, and seemed confused.

​“He’s coming over to fuck you?”

​“Yes, Jeffery. We’re going to have sex.” I said, annoyed that I had to address it directly once again. We already had an understanding, and I felt like he was playing dumb.

​“Jesus Christ, fine. I guess I’ll leave my own apartment. Why can’t you just go over there?” he asked.

​“Jeffery, I don’t want to get into an argument. You’re either okay with this or you aren’t, it’s not going to work if you continue acting like you have some say in my sex life.” I said, putting my foot down because dealing with him and sex was exhausting. I just wanted to explore my relationship with Benson, and I wasn’t interested in being interrogated about it.

​“Fine. I’m okay with it.” he said, returning to his cereal. It surprised me how quickly he rolled over, but it gave me a glimmer of hope that we’d turned over a new leaf. There was a knock at the door shortly after, it was Benson.

​“There she is. I’ve been dreaming about you for days.” he said, grabbing my ass with both hands and pulling me in for a kiss at the doorway. Jeffery looked over at us, watching us make out for several seconds before Benson slapped my ass and told me to go to the bedroom.

​“Yes sir.” I said, my body reacting so naturally to his touch that I wanted nothing more than to submit to him. I thought it would be more awkward, embracing him in front of Jeffery, but our new roles felt totally organic and true.

​“Sup buddy?” Benson asked. I went to the bathroom, and could faintly overhear their friendly small talk conversation. Benson followed a minute later, leaving our door open as he climbed into bed with me.

​“I need it.” I said, letting him take control. For some reason, I wanted Jeffery to hear us, to see us even. I wanted confirmation that he could handle it, or else I wanted him out of my life. Benson rolled me onto my stomach, pulling my sweats down to my knees and shoving his face in my ass.

​“Such a pretty pussy.” he whispered, kissing and licking while I gripped the sheets. I loved the way he made me feel, but I also felt an extra spike of pure arousal because Jeffery had to hear it. I wasn’t sure what to do with that feeling other than explore it further, because it felt mean but I couldn’t deny that it made me want it more.

​“That feels so good.” I said, arching my back and pushing my butt against his face. His warm, skillful tongue drew circles around my clit, and he spread my legs open further as he added his fingers to the equation.

​“Not as good as you taste, baby, I promise you that.” he said, laying his palm hard enough across my bare ass that it made me squeal. I wouldn’t have liked it except for the fact that I knew he could hear it, and that made me want him to spank me more.

​“Harder, daddy.” I said, bracing myself for another firm smack. I laid my head in my pillow, grunting as he granted my request.

​“I need that shit, Lena.” he said, stripping down. I raised my head to look back at him, and smiled at the sight of his formidable endowment, the perfect reminder of why I was there in the first place.

​“Me too.” I said, exhaling deeply to relax my body. He yanked my sweats and underwear all the way off, chucking them to the side before mounting me from behind.

​“Are you ready, baby?” he asked, his deep voice booming through our apartment.

​“Yes, daddy. I need your big cock, I fucking need it.” I said, begging so Jeffery could hear. Benson seemed to enjoy that aspect too, and was extra verbal and dominant. I still wasn’t used to his size, and my body clenched when he inserted it, flooding my mind with endorphins just like our first time together.

​“Pretty little white ass, that’s mine.” he said, thumbing my asshole while thrusting into me. I was so turned on that the only thing on my mind was my own pleasure, and he gave it to me with deep strokes that made my toes flex and curl.

​“Oh my God!”

​“That’s it, baby girl. Take that long dick.”

​“Yes!”

​“Good girl, moan for daddy.” he said, spanking the side of my ass again. It was rougher sex than I was accustomed to, and I loved being manhandled by a masculine, hung man.

​“Oh my God, Benson. I’m going to cum if you don’t slow down.” I said, bracing myself against the headboard.

​“Do it, baby. Cum for daddy.” he said. I’d completely forgotten about Jeffery, but suddenly felt his presence. Right as I was about to cum, I turned my head to see that he was standing in the doorway, pants down and stroking away at his little dick with the dumbest look on his face. It made me cum even harder, and solidified the new roles in our cuckold relationship.

​Jeffery finished before Benson, but still stood there watching while our new black bull filled me with hot sticky cum. As good as it was the first time, it was even better doing it without guilt. In the simplest of terms, I was a very happy hotwife.

Chapter 5 - Jeffery

​It took a couple of days for me to get over the jealousy. I wanted to be the one giving her mind bending orgasms, and fucking her, but the reality was that I didn’t have the capability, and at the same time, I wanted her to be happy.

​I learned that it wasn’t so bad, and that I still got to experience a whole new type of sexual satisfaction than I knew existed. Watching her in agonizing pleasure, seeing the way Benson brought her to new heights, I was able to live somewhat vicariously through them, especially so because they liked being watched.

​Benson and I had always gotten along, albeit more in a casual, neighborly way. He started hanging out at our place, and vice versa, and we became something of a happy throuple. Not only that, he and I became good friends and started playing video games together. We both smoked weed, and had a lot in common when it came to what we preferred to do with our free time.

​A few months into the arrangement, we found out that Lena had fallen pregnant. There was no question about the paternity of the child, as Lena had completely cut off direct sexual contact, and we decided the best move was to combine apartments and resources. Benson moved in, and they took the bedroom while I claimed the living room, and once the baby arrives, we’re going to split the duties evenly between the three of us.
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Gullible Girlfriend

Daisy is the new girl, the prettiest at university, and chooses Billy Lumpkin to be her boyfriend.

He's never been with a woman before, and can hardly believe his luck. They start dating, but he's too scared to make a move on her.

Frustrated by his lack of resolve, she finds the other guys in class are perfectly willing to step up and fill in where he's lacking, handling all of her needs and more behind closed doors.
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Broken By His Bully

Brian asks his girlfriend to talk to his bully Dominic, and she reluctantly agrees despite being turned off by the request. Carly is mentally checked out of the relationship, and no longer finds him attractive.

She's instantly drawn to Dominic, magnetized by his masculine disposition and charisma. He knows exactly how to push her buttons, seducing her with ease while Brian hides in the closet, listening to the rhythmic slapping of bare flesh, filthy dirty talk, and his girlfriend's enthusiastic, desperate moans.

Involves NTR, cheating, and cuckolding.
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Free Use Haven - Hotwife Reverse Harem

Gilbert reluctantly agrees to move in with Sophia's ex-boyfriend, but only after they're officially kicked out of their lease. The kicker is that he has two roommates, both male, and they live in a free use mandated zone.

He says that he'll leave her if she goes through with it, folding immediately when she calls his bluff without hesitation. Gilbert can't face losing her, and tags along to the tiny house in one of the few safe zones left in the post-crash United States.

Gullible Gilbert can be convinced of anything, including being a subservient cuckold while his beautiful girlfriend fulfills her free use duties with all three of their muscular new roommates.
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Forbidden Infidelity

Khloe works with her boyfriend Terry at a fifty and older retirement community, and develops a crush on one of the members. She knows it's wrong, but can't deny the magnetic attraction.

He's tall, muscular, handsome, and so much older. The way he makes her feel is undeniable, and a rush of excitement sweeps over her every time she sees him. She struggles with dark, intrusive fantasies that leave her trembling with desire.Their dynamic becomes more and more flirtatious, her self control wilting until she can no longer resist the forbidden temptation.
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Temptation Therapy

Billy suspects the church he belongs to might actually be a cult, but he goes along with it to please his fiance. Jelena is gullible to a fault, and completely dedicated to the Church of Righteous Saints.

When she stumbles across Billy's browsing history, she reports him for viewing adult material and they're called in for a therapy session with Father Michael, who views the indiscretion as adultery.

The church is very strict when it comes to doling out punishments, and believes in the principle of an eye for an eye. After handcuffing Billy to a chair, Father Michael convinces her that the only proper punishment is committing the ultimate act of betrayal.
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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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