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Chapter 1



I stood by the edge of the shimmering pool, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the deck. The air smelled of chlorine and sunscreen, and laughter echoed from our group of friends sprawled on lounge chairs. This was Ethan’s parents’ pool, though they were rarely around, always off on some exotic trip. Ethan had his own place, but he loved hosting our crew here, where the vibe was relaxed and the fridge was always stocked. My girlfriend, Lily, lounged beside me in a red bikini, her sunglasses reflecting the water’s sparkle. I wore baggy shorts—not swim trunks, but close enough. I’d chosen them carefully, the thick fabric hiding what I didn’t want anyone to notice.

“Dude, those are the baggiest swim trunks I’ve ever seen,” Ethan teased, his voice cutting through the chatter. “You planning to swim in those or use them as a parachute?” The group chuckled, and I felt my cheeks heat up.

I shrugged, trying to play it cool. “Just more comfortable, man. Need the extra room, if you know what I mean.” A lie, but I hoped it’d shut them up. The truth was, I was self-conscious about my size down there. These shorts were my shield, keeping my insecurity under wraps.

But my cover didn’t last long. As I walked past Sarah, she grinned mischievously and grabbed the waistband of my shorts, yanking them down to my ankles. My penis sprang into view, exposed to the entire group. I scrambled to pull my shorts up, but Sarah held them down, giggling. By the time I wrestled them back into place, everyone had gotten an eyeful. Laughter erupted, loud and unrestrained.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Jake,” Mia said, wiping tears from her eyes as her laughter faded. “So what if you’ve got a small one? We all know now.”

“Yeah, dude, no one cares,” Noah added, his tone softer, like he was trying to be kind.

“I’ll be honest,” Chloe piped up, “I would’ve guessed you were packing something bigger. Or at least average.”

Sarah, still grinning, tilted her head. “I’m just surprised it doesn’t hang down. I’ve never seen one like that. Does it always just stick out like that?”

I shifted uncomfortably. “Uh, I guess…”

“That’s kinda weird,” Sarah continued, her curiosity sounding genuine but cutting. “No offense, Jake, but it’s like… a kid’s or something. Did you, like, go through puberty?”

“Of course,” I snapped, stung by the implication. I’m a 28-year-old man, for fuck’s sake.

“Well, I didn’t know,” Sarah said, shrugging. “You don’t have any pubic hair either, so I figured you shaved or maybe didn’t grow any.”

“I thought it’d make it look bigger,” I mumbled, instantly regretting it. The group chuckled again, and I felt myself shrink even more. Shaving had been a desperate move, but with my size, the hair just made it look even smaller, like it was hiding in a forest.

“Maybe he’s a grower?” Noah suggested, tossing me a lifeline.

Lily shook her head, her voice casual but piercing. “Nope. It gets a tiny bit bigger, but it’s still really small.”

Her words hit like a punch. I’d always known I was below average, but hearing Lily say it so bluntly, in front of everyone, made my stomach twist. Could they just move on already?

“It’s not a problem for you?” Ethan asked Lily, raising an eyebrow.

Lily shrugged. “I don’t know. Honestly, I’m curious what a normal-sized one—or bigger—would feel like.”

Chloe turned to me, her expression almost sympathetic. “You haven’t thought about letting her try something bigger?”

“What? No!” I said, my voice sharper than I intended.

“Come on, it’s the least you could do for her,” Mia chimed in.

“Yeah, man, don’t be selfish,” Noah added.

Chloe reached over and placed her hand on mine, giving it a gentle squeeze. “It’s not your fault you’ve got a small one, Jake, but you should let Lily have a satisfying sex life.”

“It’s not that much smaller than normal,” I argued, grasping at straws.

Chloe shook her head, a small smile playing on her lips. “You know what? Ryan, show them yours.”

“What? You sure?” Ryan, her boyfriend, looked surprised.

“Yeah, I’m cool with it. Come here,” Chloe said, waving him over.

Ryan stood next to her, and with a quick tug, Chloe pulled his swim trunks to his ankles. His dick, noticeably bigger than mine, dangled there, a stark contrast that made my heart sink. The group’s eyes flicked between us, and I could feel their silent comparisons.

“Now look,” Chloe said, her tone almost clinical. “This is what a normal penis looks like. See how it hangs down, reaching the bottom of his balls?” Lily’s eyes locked onto Ryan’s cock, and Chloe took it in her hand, stroking it to an erection. Lily gasped as it grew to its full size. “And this is fully erect. Lily, wanna touch it? I won’t let you sleep with him, but you can feel the difference.”

I was frozen, too shocked to intervene. Lily’s small, soft hand wrapped around Ryan’s cock, her fingers exploring it with a curiosity she’d never shown with me. My chest tightened, but—inexplicably—my shorts tightened too. Watching her touch him was humiliating, but it was turning me on.

Lily turned to me, her eyes bright. “Jake, can you pull yours out again?”

I hesitated. The last thing I wanted was to show everyone again, especially now that I was hard for reasons I couldn’t explain. But the group’s encouragement—half-teasing, half-insistent—wore me down. I pulled my shorts down, revealing my small, erect penis.

“Oh my gosh, Jake, look how much bigger Ryan is!” Lily exclaimed, grabbing my cock with one hand while still holding Ryan’s with the other. “Your hard is about the same size as Ryan’s soft.”

Her words pushed me over the edge. I couldn’t stop it—an orgasm hit me, and cum shot onto the ground in front of me. The group erupted in laughter, their voices ringing in my ears.

“Whoa, what’s going on here?” a voice called out.

It was Lucas, Ethan’s younger brother, striding out from the house onto the pool deck. He was 18 now, but to me, he was still the punk kid who used to tag along with our group. His eyes widened as he took in the scene: my shorts around my thighs, cum on the ground, and Lily still holding Ryan’s cock. The group’s laughter died down, but their smirks lingered.

I yanked my shorts up, my face burning. Lucas had just walked in on the most humiliating moment of my life—my small penis exposed, my girlfriend groping another guy, and me cumming from the whole messed-up situation. I felt utterly emasculated, like I’d shrunk to half my size under his gaze.

“Well, I’d say today was informative, don’t you agree, sweetie?” Lily said, her voice sweet but laced with mischief. She looked up at me with those big, innocent eyes, still holding Ryan’s cock like it was no big deal.

I couldn’t find words. My throat was tight, my mind a blur of shame and that confusing, persistent arousal. Lily let go of Ryan and stood, brushing her hands on her bikini bottoms like she was wiping off the moment. “Let’s get out of here,” she whispered to me, grabbing her towel.

We left the poolside chaos behind, the group’s chatter fading as we walked to her car. I wanted to pretend none of it had happened, to erase the last hour and go back to being the guy with a hot girlfriend and a private insecurity. But Lily wasn’t about to let it go.

As we climbed into her car, she turned to me, her expression serious. “I’ve been thinking, and I think our friends are right. You should let me try sex with a bigger guy.”

“You can’t be fucking serious,” I said, my voice sharper than I meant. My hands clenched in my lap, still sticky with embarrassment.

“I am serious,” Lily replied, her tone calm but firm. “Just listen. You’re the only guy I’ve been with, and I’m sorry, but I feel like I’m missing out. Maybe I’ll find out I prefer smaller ones like yours. Or maybe bigger ones hurt. I won’t know until I try.” She paused, then added, “I’m not trying to hurt you, but it’s like… sex with you feels like something’s missing. It’s almost like I’m still a virgin. Your penis is so small that it’s like it doesn’t count as real sex.”

My jaw dropped. She’d just said sleeping with me was like not having sex at all, comparing it to being fingered. I wanted to argue, to defend myself, but the weight of her words crushed me. “Do I really have a choice?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Lily shook her head, her lips curving into a small smile. “Not really. I’ve felt this way for a while, but I didn’t know how to say it. For our relationship to work, I need to experiment.”

I sighed, slumping back in the seat. “Where are you even gonna find a guy?”

“Actually, I already have someone in mind,” she said, her voice brightening. “There’s this guy I used to work with—Evan. Remember him? He flirts with me all the time, even sent me a dick pic once. It’s pretty average, like a couple inches longer than you and thicker. I’m thinking I’ll drop you off at our place, then head to his.”

“Right now?” I asked, my stomach lurching.

“I don’t see why not,” Lily said, starting the car. “It’s gonna happen anyway. Might as well start now. Evan was texting me flirty stuff this morning—I’m sure he’s down. I’ll call him to put your mind at ease, okay, babe?”

She pulled out her phone and dialed, putting it on speaker before I could protest. My unease wasn’t about whether Evan would say yes—it was about her wanting to do this at all.

“Hey, girl,” Evan’s voice came through, smooth and confident.

“Hi, Evan,” Lily said, her tone playful. “Can I ask you for a favor?”

“Yeah, sure. What do you need?”

“This is gonna sound crazy, but I need your dick,” she said bluntly.

“For real? Did you and Jake break up?” Evan asked, sounding intrigued.

“Nope, we’re still together,” Lily said. “I have his blessing, though.”

“Really? He’s cool with you sleeping with me?” Evan’s voice held a mix of surprise and amusement.

“Yeah, it’s like an experiment,” Lily explained. “We agreed I need to try a guy with a bigger penis. Jake’s on the smaller side.”

Evan burst out laughing, the sound grating on my nerves. “Wow, uh, yeah, of course I’ll help you out.”

“Yay!” Lily chirped. “I’ll be there in half an hour.”

She hung up, and I closed my eyes, letting out a long sigh. “You at least need to use a condom, okay?”

Lily nodded. “I’m sure Evan has some.” We pulled up to our apartment, and she put the car in park. Leaning over, she gave me a quick kiss. “I’ll be back later and tell you every detail, okay?”

She barely waited for me to shut the car door before speeding off. I trudged into our apartment, my mind spinning. In a single afternoon, I’d been humiliated in front of our friends, exposed as inadequate, and now my girlfriend was on her way to another guy’s place for sex. I collapsed onto the couch, trying to process it all, but my body had other ideas. Images of Lily with Evan—her hands on him, his cock inside her—flooded my mind. To my horror, I was hard again. I didn’t understand why, but I pulled out my penis and started stroking, lost in the twisted mix of shame and arousal.
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