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So Small Part Three

The weekend passed slowly, Brian spent every waking moment obsessing about Lynne’s voicemail. She must have heard his message, the one announcing that he had a small penis. What did she think of him now? He had been fooling himself thinking she would want to go out with him.

But that wasn’t the worst of it. He would have to face her at work on Monday, and how could he do that? What would she say? Would she just burst into giggles the moment she saw him. And that thought drew an inevitable reaction. His cock, his small cock, got hard as he pictured her full lips curving into a smile of derision. He couldn’t help himself, he reached down and grabbed his shaft, stroking it eagerly.

What if he got hard right there at work, right in front of her, how humiliating would that be? The idea spurred him on and he jerked faster. All he could think about was cumming as visions of Lynne flipping her blonde hair and throwing her head back in laughter haunted him. He knew he was losing control, but he couldn’t stop, his cock squeezing and stroking and bringing him rapidly to orgasm.

Afterwards the cold reality struck him hard. He was playing with fire, first with Amber, now this appointment with Rose. Those were bad enough, but Lynne worked with him, this could destroy his life.

And so the cycle repeated all weekend long. An endless round of worry and masturbation as his need for humiliation took over his life.

He almost didn’t go into work on Monday, laying in bed longer than usual, delaying the inevitable painful encounter. He had masturbated twice the night before and his cock was still tender to touch, but he felt himself stir again and obeyed his body’s urges, hoping that the calm he experienced afterwards would be enough to get him through the day.

Eventually though he had to get up and go. He couldn’t afford to lose this job after all. So he dressed and headed for work, bleary eyed and stomach churning. Lynne hadn’t arrived when he got there so he hurried to his cube and threw himself into his work. Maybe if he was lucky she would just ignore him completely.

It seemed to work at first, he was aware of her arrival despite his best efforts at focusing. He tracked her movements out of the corner of his eye when she arrived, watching her get settled into her cube then leave and return with coffee. She glanced in his direction but he ignored her, trying to look very busy, and she didn’t say anything.

The day dragged on slowly, every minute felt like an hour. Gradually he became aware of a growing need to pee and finally he couldn’t ignore his body’s demands any longer. Pushing his chair back he stood and walked hurriedly towards the toilet. Lynne wasn’t in her cube so if he was quick he could get there and back without her being aware of it. There were no guarantees, but it was the best he could come up with.

His luck held until he was returning from the toilet. Lynne was back in her cube and on hearing footsteps she glanced round to see who it was. When she recognized him she gave him a hesitant smile.

“Hey.” She said, then paused as though picking her words. “So… good weekend?”

“Yeah.” Brian replied, wondering how badly he was blushing, “I got kinda drunk though. Some of it’s a blur.” Not the greatest cover story, but the only thing he had been able to come up with to explain his voicemail message. Maybe she would let it go at that.

“Oh yeah?” Lynne gave him a searching look and for a moment he thought she was going to say more but she must have changed her mind. “Sounds like fun.” Was all she said. Brian stood there awkwardly for a moment, resisting the urge to fidget.

“Well, lots of work.” He said finally. Lynne smiled and the both returned to their cubes.

The day dragged on slowly and Brian was conscious of  Lynne glancing over at him regularly, almost as though she was considering asking him something or doing something. He hunched down in his chair and acted busy, dreading what questions might come.

He didn’t even leave his chair for lunch, instead pulling out a packed lunch he had brought with him, anything to avoid further conversation. But Lynne wasn’t going to make it that easy. As he ate his lunch he became very aware that Lynne had now swung around in her chair and was openly studying him. She noticed him looking up and smiled again, but there was a questioning look in her eyes. Brian put down his half eaten sandwich, suddenly not hungry at all.

“So…” Lynne began, her voice hushed but loud enough to travel from one cube to another. “The message… on your voicemail?”

Brian closed his eyes, feeling his cheeks heat with embarrassment, there was no escaping it now. “I drank too much.” He muttered. Lynne nodded.

“How small?” She asked, and the question hung in the air between them. Brian glanced around, but no one else was paying any attention so far. Was she really going to try and have this conversation here, in public?

Pushing himself out of his chair, he strode towards one of the currently unused conference rooms and went inside. Lynne followed right behind.

“Do we have to talk about this?” He asked.

“You’re the one who put it on your voicemail.” Lynne smiled, her voice gentle yet teasing.

“I know, but I was…”

“You were drunk.” You keep saying that. “But is it true? Are you… small?”

“Yes.” The admission triggered that familiar wave of embarrassment and arousal within Brian. He clenched his hands into fists, he couldn’t afford the public humiliation here at work, he had to stay in control. Fortunately Lynne didn’t seem quite sure how to proceed, nor did she have Amber’s contempt.

“I’ve never seen a really small one.”  She said, her voice low, as though she was confessing some great secret. “All my boyfriends have been… you know… big.”

Brian felt his cheeks flushing hotter at her unintentional slight. Perhaps without thinking she had called him inferior to her lovers and it stung.

“Lucky you.” The words came out bitter and angry. Lynne stepped back feeling the sudden hostility.

“I didn’t mean… I was just…” Not finding the right words, Lynne turned and left, leaving Brian alone in the conference room, his little cock now pressing against his underwear.

*     *     *     *     *

Lynne didn’t speak to him again for the rest of the day, or the next day. The uncomfortable silence between the two of them went on all week long. Brian couldn’t decide if he was glad to be free of the further pain and humiliation or sad at the loss of the friendship.

Either way it left him with only one thing to think about, Rose. She sent him a text on Wednesday that contained only an address, date and time. He had no idea what she or Amber had dreamt up for him. All he knew is he was expected on Saturday evening.

He didn’t have to go of course, he could just stay home. The sensible thing would be to stay home. But when he thought back to his two encounters with Amber and the pleasure that had accompanied the burning humiliation, he knew he couldn’t resist the chance for more. And so on Saturday at 5:27pm he stood on the steps outside an anonymous door with his finger hovering over the buzzer.

Before he could bring himself to press the button there was a click and the intercom sprang to life.

“Come on up Tiny.” Roses’s voice crackled through the cheap speaker.

Brian pushed at the heavy wooden door and stepped inside the dimly lit hallway. It was an old building and Rose’s apartment was on the third floor so he was out of breath by the time had climbed the stairs and she was leaning against her door waiting for him. She grinned when she saw him.

“Just in time, in you come.” She said, pushing the door wide and stepping aside.

Brian stumbled into her apartment, his breath still coming in gasps. Rose closed the door behind him with an audible thud and turned to look at him. He tried not to fidget under her appraising gaze.

“Hurry up.” She said. “My guests will be here soon. Strip.”

Brian gaped at her, guests, strip, what was she talking about?

“Now.” Her voice grew louder, almost angry. Fearing the consequences, Brian began removing his clothes hurriedly, dropping them in a pile at his feet. Rose didn’t leave or even look away, she just stood there watching, not speaking.

Once he was naked Brian looked at Rose again, wondering what to do next. She nodded in apparent satisfaction. “That will do.” She said and then walked out the room.

Brian stood there, feeling the cool air against his skin and too scared to move, not sure what she had planned. She was gone for several minutes and from the sound of it was busy in the kitchen. He considered calling out to ask her what to do but decided against it.

The door buzzed.

“Let them in.” Rose called through from the kitchen.

Them, who were them Brian wondered. Reluctantly he walked over to the door and pressed the release button. He would find out soon enough, it would only take them a few minutes to climbed the stairs and then they would be at Rose’s front door. Did she expect him to open that too?

Just then she returned to the living room with a plate containing wine, glasses and some other snacks. Was she planning a party of some kind, and why did she have him naked?

A knock at the door disrupted his thoughts. Rose gestured to him to open it, so he did, trying to hide his body behind the door as he did so. There was a large group of women standing outside, at least six.

Wordlessly Brian opened the door wider to let them in. Of course as soon as they were inside his nakedness was immediately visible to them. There was a collective gasp and giggle  and the six fully clothed women took in his complete lack of attire.

Brian felt his cheeks flush with embarrassment, his instinct was to cup his hands over his crotch, but that just drew even more attention to his nakedness. None of the women seemed shocked, mostly just amused. After their initial inspection of him they turned to chat to their host. It was obvious that Rose knew these women quite well. This had all be carefully arranged.

Brian closed the door firmly and then stood waiting for further directions. He didn’t ask, not wanting to draw any further attention his way. It was strange to stand there, naked but ignored as these women chatted and gossiped. Once everyone was seated and had their glass of wine, Rose turned her attention back to him.

With a gesture she indicated for him to come forward and stand in front of the seated women. Brian obeyed with considerable trepidation. With the women sitting down and him standing, his crotch was now almost exactly at eye level, which was particularly uncomfortable.

“He’s a bit flabby.” One of the women said. Her comment wasn’t directed to Brian, but rather to her colleagues. It was as though he wasn’t a person at all.

“Definitely needs exercise.” Another agreed. “You should do something about that Rose.”

“Perhaps some jumping jacks?” Rose laughed. Brian didn’t say anything, cheeks flushed scarlet with humiliation now at the merciless critiquing. “Go on then.” She instructed him.

Brian began to jump, spreading his arms apart as he did so. Each jump made his cock flop around in an uncomfortable fashion and immediately drew the eyes of all the women and caused another round of giggles. Brian could feel his prick start to stir ever so slightly as the humiliation excited him.

Rose had him continue jumping until he was panting and out of breath with beads of sweat forming on his forehead. “You can stop now.” She said.

Brian nodded, gasping for breath, his muscles tired and wishing he could sit down. But she didn’t say anything about that and he didn’t want to push his luck. Now that he had nothing to occupy him he was acutely aware of the stares of the women and the way their eyes roamed his body. That they were all fully dressed only added to his sense of vulnerability.

“He’s not… very big is he?” Another woman commented.

“More like tiny!” This accompanied by a snort of derision.

Brian felt his flush spread down his neck and chest and tried desperately to retain control over his cock. One of the women reached out and put the palm of her hand under his cock, letting his shaft rest there. The whole length fit easily into her palm.

“Maybe he’s a grower not a shower?” She laughed at her own witticism.

Brian couldn’t help himself, her touch along with the torrent of humiliation was more than he could stand. His cock twitched and swelled.

“He likes you! It’s growing.”

“Not buy much.” The continuing commentary echoed around Brian’s skull like hammer blows.

“Don’t expect too much.” That was Rose adding her own layer of humiliation to the evening.

“So how big does it get?” The woman holding Brian’s cock asked. She wasn’t doing anything more than letting it lay in her palm, providing no additional stimulation and yet he twitched and throbbed as he lay there.

“That’s about it.” Rose said. “It gets a little harder, but no bigger. I told you you’d never seen anything like it.”

“Yeah but I thought you meant it was going to be big.” The woman complained. “What could you do with something this small? It’s tiny!”

“Oh I don’t know. It’s kinda cute.” Another woman, a young brunette spoke up for the first time. “It’s kind of fun.”

“Yeah, but would you fuck it?” The woman holding Brian’s penis asked? There was silence to that question. Brian let out a soft whimper, his cock pulsing in her hand.

“If it’s smaller than a cucumber she won’t fuck it.” Another woman spoke up, her crude words causing a ripple of laughter. “That’s no cucumber. More like a carrot.”

“I don’t think it’s even as big as a carrot.” The woman holding Brian’s cock said, staring at his penis. “Rose have you got a carrot.”

Rose swallowed the last of her wine and got to her feet grinning. Brian stood there, stewing in his humiliation, his little cock swollen and pulsing.

“Oh look.” The woman said. “It’s drooling! You don’t often get women touching it do you?”

Brian shook his head shamefaced and there was yet another round of laughter from the women. His cock twitched again, and the woman must have felt it.

“You should probably thank me then, shouldn’t you.” She pressed.

“Thank you Miss for… touching my penis.” Brian said, the words coming out in a rushed whisper. The woman nodded approvingly. He was saved, temporarily at least, from whatever she had in mind next by Rose returning waving a carrot in one hand.

She walked over to stand behind Brian and placed the carrot on the woman’s palm right next to his cock. He groaned as he stared down at it, the thin orange vegetable was clearly longer than his cock.

“Well Tiny, tell everyone are you bigger or smaller than a carrot.” Rose prompted him.

“I’m…” Brian coughed then started again. “I’m smaller than a carrot.” He said his cheeks flaming hot. There was a cackle of laughter in response to that. Rose giggled, pressed against him, running the tip of the carrot up and down his rigid dick.

“You don’t have a cock do you… Tiny.” The woman holding him said. “It’s just a little baby pee pee isn’t it?”

Brian nodded, too ashamed to speak again, his cock pulsed and twitched in her hand and she laughed at his obvious enjoyment of the way she was humiliating him.

“It’s really no use for fucking.” She continued. “So what’s the point of it.”

“We could always decorate it.” The brunette suggested, sniggering. “It stands up well enough after all.”

Brian let out another whimper, moving his hips forward, trying to rub his swollen cock against the woman’s hand or against the carrot that Rose was holding, but they pulled away denying him even the slightest extra stimulation.

“We could put a bow on it.” Rose suggested. “I think I have some.”

And for the next fifteen minutes the women giggled and played with Brian’s cock, first tying a bow around his balls, then adding a little glitter to his shaft and as a final touch using lipstick to write the word TINY on his stomach with an arrow pointing down.

Brian struggled to stay still even while they touched him. He knew he must look pathetic and ridiculous but his cock was pulsing with need and all he could think about what doing whatever they wanted so that Rose would eventually give him the opportunity to cum. Surely she would do that?

When their decorations were complete the women all pulled out phones and started taking photos of their handiwork. Brian didn’t protest, at least none of these featured his face, no one he knew would be able to recognize him even if they did see the photo.

“So does a small cock only give a tiny amount of cum?” The woman who had held Brian’s cock wondered, laughing. “I guess we could find out.”

“How would you even jerk that thing off?” The brunette giggled.

“Oh, I’m sure we could figure out something. Would you like me to touch you?” The woman smirked at Brian who nodded eagerly. “Have you forgotten your manners already?” The woman gave a mock pout.

“Please Miss, I would very much like you to touch me.” Brian mumbled. The woman smirked again.

“Where?”

“My… pee pee.” Brian blushed again with renewed embarrassment.

“Very good.” The woman deftly wrapped her thumb and forefinger around his hard shaft. “I think this is all that will fit.” She teased as her hand began to move up and down, jacking him slowly.

Brian moaned in pleasure at the direct stimulation he had been denied for so long with all their teasing. The other women moved closer, fascinated as the woman continued to jerk his cock with just the finger and thumb.

“It’s like a little toy penis.” The brunette giggled again.

Brian was past caring about the audience or the humiliation, he thrust his hips forward eager for more stimulation. Even the realization that Rose was carefully videoing this masturbation session didn’t slow him down.

“Look how desperate he is. It’s so pathetic.” Another woman commented in tones of derision. Brian squirmed, trying not to be so blatantly needy, but he couldn’t keep his hips still. His tiny cock throbbed and pulsed.

“He’s not going to last much longer.” The woman jerking him said “His little pee pee is so hard, I can feel it twitching. Isn’t that right Tiny?”

Brian nodded, moaning in pleasure. The woman was barely moving her hand now, making him do all the work, thrusting his little prick between her fingers. With a gasp and shudder he came, spurting onto the floor, some of his seed landing on the woman’s shirt.

“That’s it?” The brunette asked? “Already? What was that, three minutes?”

Brian groaned, a third spurt landing on the floor in front of him as the women watched, their expressions showing contempt and derision at his feeble efforts.

“A little cock really does produce a little cum.” Rose added. “He really is worthless, no wonder he pays for it.”

Brian’s post orgasm haze was sharply broken by a hard slap to the cheek from the woman who hand masturbated him.

“You got it on me you pathetic fuck.” She cursed, then slapped him again. “You couldn’t fucking warn me?”

“I’m so, so sorry Miss.” Brian apologized, blinking away tears, his cheek stinging from the blows.

“You will be.” The woman sneered. “I need to clean up. Rose, punish him.” She turned and stalked off to the bathroom leaving Brian still naked and in front of a group of now hostile women.

“It was an accident.” He said by way of defense, but their expressions remained dark.

“Well Tiny, how shall we punish you.” Rose grinned, clearly enjoying the situation. She tapped the phone she had been using to video him against her cheek as she spoke. Brian watched her nervously. “Oh, I know.” Her grin took on a dangerous aspect. “Where’s your phone?”

“My phone?” The confusion was obvious in Brian’s voice. What did Rose have planned now. His judgment no longer clouded by arousal he just wanted to get out of there as soon as possible.

But Rose didn’t need his help for this, she knelt down and rummaged through the pockets in his clothes looking for his phone. When she found his wallet she quickly opened it and removed all of the money before casting it aside and returning to her search.

“Ah.” The triumph was obvious in her voice as rose to her feet, holding his phone up. “Now, let’s see.”

She held her own phone in one hand and his in the other, her finger sliding across the screen as she sent something from her phone to his. She looked up at him and the smile on her face was cruel.

“Who would you like to see your tiny little penis with a bow wrapped around it?” She asked. “Should we send it to work?”

“NO!” The words ripped from Brian’s throat in terror. Rose just smiled in amusement at his fear.

“Okay then Tiny, you pick. Give me a name. Who am I sending the photo to?”

Brian wracked his brain frantically for a way out of this situation, but he couldn’t see one. She had his phone, she had the humiliating photos, and even if he tried to overpower her there were too many of her friends here. Rose tapped her foot impatiently.

“Well?” She asked.

There was only one answer he could give. It would be more humiliating than anything that had happened to him so far, but it was the least damaging option available to him. It would at least stop his shame from spreading any wider.

“Lynne.” He said, his voice little more than a whisper, his shoulders slumping in defeat.

“Oh my god.” The brunette exclaimed. “He actually agreed.”

“He can’t help himself.” Rose said. “He really is that desperate. Lynne it is then.”

Her manicured fingers slid over the screen of his phone scrolling through his contacts until she found the name. She locked eyes with Brian, forcing him to acknowledge what she was about to do. When she was sure he was watching, her finger moved to press the send button. Brian’s stomach lurched, what would Lynne think of him now?

“Done.” Rose said. “Now clean this mess up and go. I don’t want your cum on my floor.”

Brian nodded feeling completely defeated. He knew better than to try and get dressed until he was done so he scurried to the kitchen and came back with some paper towels, then knelt down and hurriedly cleaned up his own semen from the wood floor. The women had all lost interest in him now and were just chatting amongst themselves. He might as well not even be there, he certainly wasn’t a person to them.

As soon as he had finished cleaning up Brian pulled on his clothes, not worrying to tuck anything in or how messy he looked. Without saying a word he walked out of Rose’s apartment and down the steps. On the way down he checked his wallet. Sure enough the credit cards were there but she had taken all the cash, it must have been a hundred dollars at least.

Losing that much money in one day was a blow, but the only thing he could think about was Lynne. There was no way to take back the photo now it was sent. If she hadn’t already seen it she soon would. What would she think? What would she say?

*     *     *     *     *

Brian called in sick to work the next day and again on Friday. He couldn’t face Lynne not after she had seen that photo. He didn’t know what to do, it might take weeks to find a new job and in the mean time there she would be sitting opposite him. How had he let things get so out of control?

On Thursday Amber left him a message about an appointment that Friday. The sound of her voice made his stomach lurch but there was still that tingle of excitement as he thought about the things she had made him do. He knew he had to stay away from her, but the temptation was unbearable.

He could feel himself sinking into depression as his life spiraled downward. He barely got out of bed on Thursday, playing back Amber’s message again and again before finally giving in and jerking off to the sound of her voice. His emotions afterwards were shame and regret.

On Friday he got another phone call but this time it was from Rose. She told him gleefully that she was having another party next Wednesday and she expected him to attend. Every word was like a body blow, but again his traitorous cock responded to the voice and the memories of humiliation.

That afternoon he went out to do the shopping, nervously glancing around the whole time, expecting Amber or Rose or both of them to appear to continue humiliating him. They didn’t of course. He knew rationally that they weren’t that interested in him, it was mostly just a money thing.

When he got back to his apartment he locked the door and opened a can of beer. It was early to start drinking but he needed something to distract himself from it as the time for his appointment with Amber got closer. Eventually though the clock ticked past the time. He was now officially late. What would she do?

Minute after minute passed and nothing happened. No phone calls, no texts, no vengeful threats. He started on his third beer and slowly began to relax. He’d done a lot of damage but maybe it was fixable, some of it at least. The first step was to stay away from those women and take control of his life again.

He felt hungry for the first time in two days and wandered into the kitchen looking for something to microwave. He was still searching the furthest corners of his freezer when the buzzer went. His stomach sank instantly. Who could be calling. Sure Rose and Amber wouldn’t come over? Did they know where he lived?

“Yes?” He asked, nails pressing against the palm of his hand.

“Brian, it’s Lynne. Let me in.” The crackly voice on the other end of the speaker made his heart pound.
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