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“ Baby, I’m close... I’m almost there! Keep going, keep going... Oh, god... yes!"

My wife Lana’s moans were loud enough to reach the neighbors seven floors down. She arched her back under me, seemingly caught in the throes of a shattering climax. But I knew the truth. She was faking it. She would never find true satisfaction with my dick—a part of me no larger than my pinky finger.

But let me take you back. Back to the moment I first discovered the harsh reality of who I am.
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Chapter I
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My name is Sam. I’m 27. My wife, Lana, is 24—a woman with a voluptuous, curvaceous body and features that define seduction. We met at a scientific symposium where she saw my ambition and fell for my success. At the time, I had just founded PPC, my tech startup. Funding was pouring in, and I felt ready for stability. I was ready for marriage.

We were engaged for three months before tying the knot in Paris. Back then, Lana was the embodiment of eroticism—liberated, bold, and provocative. But after the wedding, she changed. She became quieter, less vibrant, and the fire seemed to dim. I couldn't understand why.

Two years later, we remain childless. We love each other, or so I thought. The distance grew, fueled by my constant business trips. Lana blamed our lack of children on my absence during her fertile windows. I had no choice; my company needed me, or it would wither away.

Then, something strange happened.

I was in Singapore, attending a high-stakes meeting with PPC’s incubator. The atmosphere was tense, the air thick with corporate pressure. Suddenly, my phone vibrated in my pocket. For some reason, I had forgotten to silence it.

Seizing a moment when everyone was distracted, I slipped the phone out. The sender's name flashed on the screen: "Lana."

I opened the message. It was a short video. Lana was sitting there, completely naked, in a room I couldn't quite identify—was it our bedroom or a hotel suite? But it wasn't her nudity that paralyzed me. It was the monster she held in her hands. A jet-black, thirteen-inch beast—maybe longer. She was rubbing it against her pussy, moaning in a way I’d never heard. Fortunately, the volume was low, but I could still feel the vibrations of her voice... before the message vanished from the chat.

I finished the meeting drenched in sweat. For the next thirty minutes, I didn't hear a single word spoken. As soon as it ended, I bolted out and called her. She didn't answer at first. On the second try, she picked up.

It was a video call. She was sitting on the sofa in our living room, a pillow resting on her lap. 

"What the hell was that you sent me?" I asked, my heart hammering against my ribs. We rarely fought, and I loved her truly.

"What do you mean?" she replied coolly.

"The damn video! Why did you send it?" I snapped, trying to force her to acknowledge what I’d seen.

"I have no idea what you’re talking about, honey. What video?" she asked with a playful, innocent tone.

"Lana, please. You sent a video of yourself naked in the room thirty minutes ago, and then you deleted it. What’s going on?" I laid out the details, desperate for the truth.

"Sam, what’s wrong with you?" she said calmly. "Why would I be naked in a video without you asking? You’re making things up." Her voice was so steady it made me doubt my own sanity. 

Maybe I was hallucinating. Maybe the two weeks in the Far East and the jet lag were finally breaking me.

"Never mind, honey. Forget it," I said, trying to steady my breathing. "Are you alone at home?"

"No, I’m not. Mom has been here for two days because of that fever I told you about. Don’t worry, I’m fine." She responded coldly. Behind her, her mother, Karen—49 years old—stood with furrowed brows, staring into the camera at me.

I ended the call, feeling a mix of guilt and irritation. Maybe I had rushed things. Lana was never a reckless woman. But try telling that to my mind. I spent the entire evening with my brain replaying the clip like a goddamn commercial; a wet black cock—I don’t know what it was lubed with—that Lana was rubbing against her pussy, which was wide open due to her position. She was lying on her side, one leg hooked up while the other was stretched out, as that massive black rod played with her clit.

Dammit. What was I doing? After dinner, I decided I couldn't stay alone, so I went down to the hotel bar and ordered shots of whiskey that only made matters worse. Especially when Jerome showed up. Jerome is one of the security experts working for the incubator. He left America and came to Singapore, where he founded his security firm to protect companies, drawing on his experience as a former U.S. Marine. I had met him before the meeting, and he had offered a partnership between my startup and his company. Jerome stands nearly two meters tall. Despite being close to sixty, he still possesses a powerful physique. For some reason, his dark skin made my drunken mind veer off track, remembering the black cock Lana held in the video. I almost asked him about the size of his dick, if it weren’t for the fact that he was talking incessantly, showing off his expertise and his ability to protect my company's headquarters if I decided to contract with him.
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I tried to sleep that night, but I couldn't. I tried to forget the video, but another call came from Karen, blaming me for what I had done. She had overheard our entire conversation. I hung up and tried to sleep. Then, the past began to seep into me as if I were a sponge slowly soaking it up. I remembered Lana when we first met. The scene played out in slow motion, with high-definition clarity. I’m standing in the conference, surrounded by people, while she stands further away with someone. I couldn't recall his features. But his size was massive compared to her. I remembered how she left him and came toward me, stealing me away from everyone with her enchanting smile. I was the star of that evening, no doubt. It was the night of the founding. So, was it a coincidence and love at first sight? Or was my success the reason? And now, Lana is discovering that I am a sexual failure. I can no longer ignore the size of my small dick. It has now—and only now—become a major problem in our relationship. It never felt that way before. Or maybe I just didn't notice that it was a problem. Dammit... 

I fell asleep after a long struggle. My sleep was a succession of nightmares, one after another. In the morning, I woke up early. I went down to jog through the city streets. When I returned and showered, I felt a bit better. I spent the next two days normally. I could barely remember the video. It started to feel like a mere hallucination. But it hadn't vanished completely. I have to verify something before traveling to New York tomorrow... I’m going down now to the internet cafe I passed while I was jogging. 

I ended up entering the cafe, selected a US-based VPN, and logged into YouTube. What I was looking for wasn't complicated. There it was: "Sam Brown: The Prodigy Building His Legacy Tonight." In the video recorded by Louise, my business partner and CFO, the party unfolds. I bumped the quality to the highest resolution... damn, Singapore is living in the future; America is a developed nation in name only. In 4K, I started watching the 38-minute video. It was long enough to let me see exactly what I was searching for. In the footage, Lana is sitting in the front row as I take the stage—this was before I actually met her. She was looking at me with an expression I couldn’t quite decipher. Was it admiration? Or just a strange stare? Dammit, everything was becoming a blur. Beside her sat her friend Millie, and right behind them was a man in his forties. His size made him impossible to miss. He was talking to them, but the two girls listened without turning around, as if they didn’t want to draw suspicion... that specific kind of behavior. You know it well. He was the same type as Jerome, but younger. The camera panned between me and the audience, so the shots of them were brief... I shut down the computer when the video ended and walked out. I lit a cigarette despite the strict laws and sat there watching the crowds. There is something I don’t understand. A rubber black cock. And a Black man in my wife's past that she never mentioned to me, not even once... I have to dig deeper when I get home. My thoughts were cut short by my phone announcing a call from Lana. I pulled myself together, painted on the most loving husband face you could imagine, and pressed the green button. 
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