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Scott had always prided himself on his confidence, but nothing in his life had prepared him for the quiet humiliation he now faced. Standing in the aisle of the pharmacy, he stared at the pink box of condoms in his hands – "small size". His fingers twitched, tempted to put it back on the shelf, to pretend this had never happened. But he knew better. His wife, Emily, had made it clear: this was what she wanted. 

At first, he had thought she was joking when she casually mentioned it over dinner. “I think you should switch to a smaller size," she had said, sipping her wine as if discussing a change in detergent. He had laughed, waiting for her to smirk, to tell him she was teasing, but her expression had remained neutral. "The ones you use now are too loose," she added. The words hit him like a slap. 

He had tried to argue, to insist that the fit was fine, that he had never had complaints before. But Emily had simply shrugged. “I'm just saying, you'll last longer if things are snug," she reasoned. “And it's safer. You don't want accidents, right?" The logic was airtight, but Scott couldn't shake the sinking feeling in his gut. This wasn't just about condoms – it was about pride, about the silent messages hidden in her words. 

Now, standing at the register, Scott avoided the beautiful cashier's gaze as she scanned the box of WHITEBOYZ condoms. He imagined her judgment, the smirk she must be suppressing. Of course, she likely didn't care, but his ego was already battered enough to conjure demons where none existed. 

"These are good," she said, "one of our best-selling items. How long have you been wearing your WHITEBOYZ?"

"Um, ha, actually I'm just buying them as a joke. For a buddy," Scott said, his face going crimson.

The young cashier stood behind the counter with an effortless confidence, her deep brown eyes locking onto Scott's for just a second longer than he expected. Then her full lips curled into a knowing smile as she scanned the barcode on the back of the bright pink box with white lettering: WHITEBOYZ. Scott watched, mortified. Her perfectly manicured fingers moved with a slow, deliberate grace. Strands of silky blonde hair fell over her shoulder as she tilted her head, revealing the delicate curve of her neck.

"Well, my boyfriend Kyle wears these too." When she turned the pink box over they both could read the brand slogan: "Small hands, but big hearts." She added, "He's about your size."

"My size?" Scott said, puffing his narrow chest out in the air.

She smiled and glanced down at his small pale fingers. "Yeah, you know?"

"Well, like I said, these are just a joe–" his voice trailed off, losing confidence before he could finish the lie.

"Usually it's the girlfriend who buys them," she said, her attention drawn to a new customer walking inside the pharmacy. "I haven't seen many white boys actually buying WHITEBOYZ. Just us white girls."

When he got home, Emily greeted him with a warm smile, oblivious to the storm in his head. “Thanks for picking those up," she said, pressing a kiss to his cheek. 

Scott nodded, forcing a smile, but as he placed the box of WHITEBOYZ on the nightstand, he couldn't help but wonder – was this really about comfort and safety, or was there something else, something unspoken, lurking beneath her request?
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Later that night, they decided to give one of his new WHITEBOYZ condoms a try. Scott stood in the soft glow of their bedroom lamp, shifting uncomfortably as Emily watched him with an amused yet sultry gaze. 

He rolled the snug condom into place, his little white face heating as he realized how perfectly it fit. His palms grew damp, and a sulk settled into his features. Emily, on the other hand, had to bite her lip to keep from grinning, resisting the urge to clap in female satisfaction. Her instincts had been right, after all – maybe she really "could" be a professional shopper someday.

“These are SO much better than those baggy Trojans," she murmured, stepping closer, trailing her fingers teasingly along his skinny arm. “It's a perfect fit."

Scott's face reddened further. “Yeah, well, this isn't even a medium, Emily. It's a damn small!"

Emily let out a breathy laugh, covering her mouth for a second before dropping her hand and flashing him a reassuring smile. “Oh, come on. It's just branding," she teased. “It doesn't mean anything."

He gave her a flat look. “Emily, the word 'BOY' is in the damn name."

She fidgeted slightly, tugging at the hem of her sweater, and then exhaled with a light chuckle. “Baby, I don't care about the label. All I care about is how 'right' it feels." Her voice dipped slightly, the teasing edge melting into something softer, warmer. She reached for his hand, lacing her fingers with his, her touch gentle but firm. “And you and I both know that these fit you just 'right'."

Scott sighed, running a hand through his hair, his posture still stiff with unease. “I just... I don't know. I felt like the pharmacy girl was judging me."

Emily's lips curled at his memory, a mischievous glint flashing in her eyes. “Next time, I'll buy them for you," she offered, stepping in closer, pressing against him. “I don't mind."

He hesitated before sighing in surrender. “Fine, babe. But can we just stick to Trojans?"

She arched a brow, her smile turning coy. “But these are 'better,' she murmured, fingers tracing down his chest, settling against the waistband of his briefs. “And safer. And cheaper..." She tilted her head, voice dropping to a whisper. “And honestly, kind of sexy."

Scott groaned, half-defeated, half-aroused, but his protest died in his throat when Emily's fingers brushed against him through the thin latex. She pressed her palm more firmly against him, her touch deliberate, coaxing.

“Besides," she purred, eyes locking onto his with undeniable heat. “I 'like' how they look on you."

He swallowed, his resistance crumbling. Emily had always had a way of making him feel like the only man in the world, even when his pride took a major hit. And right now, with her lips inches from his and her body warm against him, he couldn't think of a single reason to keep sulking.

She leaned in, brushing her lips along his jaw before whispering against his ear, “Now... are you going to keep pouting, or are you going to take your sexy wife to bed?"

A slow smirk crept onto Scott's face, his hands sliding to her hips, gripping just enough to make her gasp. "Bedroom. Now."

Emily giggled, breath hitching as he lifted her effortlessly and carried her toward the bed. The small-sized condom issue? Long forgotten.
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As soon as their romantic liaison was over, a few short moments later, Scott was already on his feet, slipping out the door with an urgency that bordered on desperation. He couldn't even bring himself to meet Emily's gaze – his own frustration and shame too heavy to bear.

His 'little problem' was getting worse. This time, he barely lasted a minute. Emily, patient and understanding as she was, couldn't hide the flicker of disappointment in her eyes. As he turned to leave, the last thing he saw was her slipping back under the comforter, the soft fabric draping over her curves. She wore only a light purple T-shirt, her toned thighs and the delicious swell of her bare ass teasing him as she shifted, reaching into the top drawer.

His stomach tightened as she retrieved her sleek, 3-inch pink device – the Jackrabbit. She didn't say a word, didn't need to. The way she turned it on, the soft hum filling the space between them, was enough.

Scott hesitated at the doorway, trying to mask his embarrassment with casual nonchalance. "Just heading to the store, babe... Gonna pick up dinner for us, so you don't have to worry about cooking. Need anything?"

Emily's sultry gaze burned into him, her irritation palpable. Beneath the blanket, her arms moved with purpose, the buzzing unmistakable. "Double A batteries."

Scott swallowed hard. "Really?"

"Yes, really," she purred, a teasing edge to her voice. "I have a feeling I might need extras. Do I need to spell it out for you?"

He wanted to die. "No, dear. Of course not."

"Clever boy."

Heat crawled up his neck, his Scottish-Irish complexion betraying his flustered state. "Right, of course, babe. I mean... enjoy yourself. I'll be right back!"

She moaned – loud, exaggerated, dripping with sarcasm. "Thanks for everything!"

Scott bolted, trying to outrun the storm of thoughts that followed him. He hated how little he could give Emily in bed. In every other way, they were the perfect couple, which only made the bedroom failures sting more.

Sometimes, in his darkest moments, he wondered if he'd been cursed – by some old woman shrinking his manhood out of spite. The thought made his stomach turn.

Especially because he knew his wife was built for size and power. 

Emily was the kind of woman who turned heads without even trying. At 5'6", she carried herself with a confidence that made her presence feel larger than life. Her curves were the kind that inspired poetry – lush, feminine, utterly hypnotic. A narrow waist only emphasized the decadent swell of her hips, and the way her full, rounded ass moved when she walked was nothing short of mesmerizing. 

Her skin was porcelain, untouched by the sun, the kind of soft, creamy white that begged to be traced with fingertips. A striking contrast to her long, thick waves of dark brown hair – a sultry blend of Irish wildness and Italian fire – that cascaded down her back like silk. Large, natural breasts completed the picture
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