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So Small Part Four

“I’m not going away Brian, so let me in.” Lynne’s voice crackled through the speaker.

Brian could feel his heart hammering in his chest as he stared at the door in panic. She was here, downstairs, he didn’t know what to do. The buzzer went again, she really wasn’t going to go away. What did she want? Hand trembling, he pressed the release button to unlock the downstairs door.

“Come up.” He said, clearing his throat.

It didn’t take her long to climb the stairs. There was a knock on his door and he felt a wave of dizziness as the panic almost overwhelmed him. Just for a moment he considered retreating to his bedroom and ignoring her.

“Come on Brian.” She shouted as though she knew what he was thinking. “You don’t want to have this conversation through the door.”

He winced at the thought of his neighbors hearing every word of what Lynne had to say. She really left him with no choice. Bracing himself, he yanked the door open to face her.

She was standing there, foot tapping and a look of determination on her face. As soon as he opened the door she pushed past him and inside his apartment. Brian turned to face her, closing the door reluctantly not wanting this confrontation to be public, but also not wanting to be trapped here with her.

She didn’t go very far into the apartment, but instead turned to look at him again. Brian couldn’t meet her gaze, instead looking down at the floor next to her feet. Lynne snorted, but didn’t say anything. When he glanced up she was still staring. Brian shuffled his feet and looked down again. The silence dragged on. He didn’t know what to do and Lynne clearly wasn’t going to just go away.

“Well.” Lynne said in a tone loaded with accusation. Brian glanced up but couldn’t meet the anger he saw. “You clearly wanted my attention. You have it. Explain.” Her words were clipped and short, brimming with impatience.

Brian opened his mouth, frantically hunting for something to say, for some way to explain his recent actions, but he had nothing. Lynne snorted again.

“Let me guess… you were drunk… again.” The way she formed the words made it clear that she didn’t believe that excuse for a second. “Just like the time you informed the world you have a tiny penis.”

Brian felt his cheeks heat up as Lynne said the words. He knew, of course, that she had heard that message but to hear her say it was like a hammer blow to his psyche. Licking his lips and hunching his shoulders he stared fixedly at her feet.

Lynne reached out with one hand and somewhat awkwardly put it on his shoulder.

“I like to think we’re friends Brian.” She tried again. “You can talk to me you know.”

But he couldn’t. How could he tell her of all people about the prostitute and the humiliation and worst of all how much he had enjoyed it. He could feel her hand resting on his shoulder, part of him wanted to lean in towards her, wanted it badly, but he was frozen with fear and indecision.

Lynne withdrew her hand and shoved her phone to his face. The movement alone was an accusation. With no way to avoid it, Brian stared at the picture only inches from his face. The photo of his penis decorated by those women, the one they had sent to Lynne from his phone.

“And then I get this.” There was a hardness now in her voice, frustration perhaps at his lack of response. “And you won’t even speak to me.”

Brian knew she was right, that he was behaving badly, and that he was probably about to lose even her friendship permanently but somehow he just couldn’t make himself speak. Couldn’t make himself tell her how much it excited him that she had seen that photo.

“Well?” She moved closer to him now, forcing him to look at her face. He backed up against the door, suddenly intimidated though she was not a large woman. “Don’t you have anything to say? Anything to tell me.” She was getting louder now as anger took over.

“Why did you send me that photo.” She moved closer still, her body almost touching his, her hands braced on the door on either side of his head. He could easily push her away, force her from his apartment, but he didn’t want to. He didn’t want her to go, no matter how painful this was.

With an exasperated sigh Lynne whirled away from him and began pacing up around the room.

“What the fuck is wrong with you.” Though the words were directed at him, she didn’t seem to expect and answer this time. “Are you some sort of pervert? Obviously you’re a pervert.”

As she paced she seemed to be stoking up the anger inside her, spitting out the words with increasing viciousness. Brian watched her, his mouth dry, a strange mixture of emotions churning in his stomach. There was something captivating about seeing this side of Lynne. He’d only ever her seen her happy and friendly before.

“Do you think people want to see that?” She continued, still pacing. “Jesus it really is tiny too. If I had something that small I wouldn’t be showing the world.  Even my smallest vibe is bigger than your dick.”

She stopped pacing and turned to look at him directly. This time he couldn’t look away, entranced by the anger in her eyes.

“Still got nothing to say? I just called you a tiny dicked pervert and you’d standing there like a fucking moron. God, that thing barely deserves to be called a cock, I don’t think I saw anything that small even in college.”

Brian moaned softly, his face was hot and red with the shame of her words. He couldn’t deny any of them, it was all true. It was utterly humiliating and yet he didn’t want her to stop. But she did stop. She just stared at him, a look of shock flitting across her face followed by something he couldn’t identify. Understanding? Amusement?

“Do you like this?” Lynne asked suddenly. Brian hadn’t been expecting that. “You’re hard.” The statement was blunt, but it lacked the previous anger.

Brian stared back at her. He still didn’t know what to say or how to react. Her emotions were switching so fast he couldn’t keep up. Was she angry? did she find it funny? What would she do if he admitted the truth?

“Does it excite you to hear me talking about your tiny little dick.” She was moving towards him again, getting slowly closer, each word clearly enunciated to emphasize it.

Brian couldn’t help himself, he let out another moan, he could feel his cock twitch with each of the words… tiny… little… dick. Lynne smiled in sudden understanding even though he hadn’t answered her question verbally.

“It really is very small.” She said grinning. “But since I’ve already seen it, there’s no point in being shy. Get it out.”

Brian gaped. Was she serious? It was like his hottest fantasy coming to life, but the risk!

“Now!”

It was the tone of her voice that did it. She expected his obedience and he gave it, reaching down and unzipping his pants then pulling his cock free. She stared at it for a moment, her lips twitching into a smile.

“You have a baby cock don’t you Brian.” She said. He nodded and she frowned in displeasure. “I want to hear you say it. You have to speak now or this is over.”

“I… h-have a baby cock.” Brian stammered, his voice husky. He could feel his heart pounding in his chest with a combination of fear and excitement. Would she walk out now? But instead Lynne grinned.

“You know my last boyfriend was almost eight inches.” She mused, glancing again at Brian’s cock. “How big are you exactly.” She mimed quotes as she said the word big and he flushed again with embarrassment.

“About four inches.” He admitted, ducking his head again. Lynne raised a hand to her mouth, half hiding her chuckle.

“So small. I didn’t realize…” She faded off apparently thinking about something. “Have you ever had a girlfriend? Have you been with a woman?”

“No.” Brian’s cheeks were crimson now as he had to admit his inadequacies in detail. “Yes.”

Lynne quirked an eyebrow. “No or yes, which is it?”

“N-no girlfriend but I have been with a woman.” He answered.

Lynne walked over to the sofa and stretched out on it. “Explain.”

She didn’t invite him to sit down so he stayed standing, his hard cock still sticking out of his pants on display for her. The position was incredibly humiliating but his cock just pulsed and twitched. Lynne glanced up at him and her lips twitched into a smile as she waited for him to answer.

“I’ve visited a prostitute.” He said, the words coming out in a strangled rush. For just a second Lynne’s eyes widened, he had surprised her, but she didn’t seem shocked or horrified.

“Because no woman would be interested in your tiny little dick.” Again she emphasized those words. “Or because you were too scared to find out.”

“B-because I was too scared.” Brian confessed. Lynne nodded as though his answer had confirmed her own assumptions.

“Too scared to be with a woman, even one who might have been interested in you.” She murmured. “So why the photo now?”

Brian closed his eyes and took a deep breath, trying to fight back the panic that threatened to overwhelm him.

“Because the prostitute made me.” He admitted. Lynne sat up at that and it seemed like a spark of her anger returned.

“She forced you to?” She sounded outraged. “Brian, you can’t visit this woman any more!”

“I know.” Brian nodded. “It’s just I…” He trailed off, lacking the words to explain what he got out of the visits.

“Brian…. Did it turn you on, sending me the photo?” Lynne’s words were gentle, but she was leaning forward now, watching him intently.”

“Yes.”

“You wanted me to see how small your cock is.” It wasn’t really a question, there was a teasing note to her words now.

“Yes.” Brian licked his lips, mouth dry.

“And… standing there now, with your tiny dick sticking out for me to look at, it excites you doesn’t it?”

This time Brian just nodded, he could feel the heat of his blush moving down from his cheeks to his neck. His cock bobbed and twitched as Lynne talked about it.

“It makes you want to touch it, doesn’t it?” Lynne slipped off the sofa and onto her knees, moving closer so she could study it. She pursed her lips and blew, the air tickled his cock, making it pulse and throb. She laughed and grinned up at him. “It’s like a cute little toy.”

She continued to study it for what felt like forever, leaning in close but never quite touching it. Brian shifted his weight from one foot to the other, resisting the urge to fidget and hide from this close examination.

“Do you want to fuck me Brian?” It sounded so crude coming from her mouth, but it was exactly what he wanted to do. “Do you want to shove your tiny cock in my pussy?”

He nodded and cleared his throat. “Yes.”

“Of course you do. Poor little boy.” She was teasing but there was an edge to it that sent a shiver through his body. “Would you like to see it now?”

“Please.” He nodded again.

Lynne slid back up onto the sofa in a single graceful movement and then spread her legs slowly apart, pushing the short skirt she was wearing up her thighs. Brian watched, captivated by the slow reveal. Finally her panties came into sight, plain white bikini panties. Brian stifled a moan of disappointment. Lynne laughed, genuine amusement.

“You didn’t think I walk around in a skirt this short with no panties on.” Her tone was reprimanding, but her eyes danced. Brian flushed again, realizing he was letting his fantasies run away with him. “I’m not one of your hookers.” She gave him a stern look but the quirk of her lips showed she was joking.

“No… I just.” Brian didn’t really know what he was trying to say, his eyes were still fixed on those white panties, his thoughts on what they contained. Lynne hooked her thumbs in the waist of the panties and tugged them slowly down, raising herself off the sofa as she did so.

Brian stared, transfixed as Lynne removed her panties ever so slowly. She was trimmed down there, just a small tuft of hair to highlight her sex. She let the panties fall to the floor and then kicked them aside, spreading her legs once more, letting him gaze directly at her cunt.

“That’s what you wanted to see isn’t it? How about a thank you.” Her voice was light and teasing but there was the faintest hint of command.

“Thank you Lynne.”  Brian spoke in a whisper, his eyes locked between her legs. Lynne laughed.

“Guys are so obvious. I know you’ve been trying to sneak glances for months. I kept waiting for you to make a move. Of course I didn’t know about your little problem.”

As she spoke she ran her hand along her thigh and upwards to cup her pussy. Brian tried to mask his disappointment when she concealed it from view. He had hoped… he didn’t even know what he had hoped, he just wanted more. Lynne grinned and he realized she knew exactly what he was thinking.  As he watched she slid a finger inside her pussy and began to masturbate.

“Did you ever fantasize about me doing this?” She asked, splaying her legs wider apart and leaning back against the sofa. “Kneel down, watch.”

Brian didn’t hesitate, dropping to his knees and shuffling forward so he could watch every movement of her fingers as she rubbed her clit and pussy. Already he could see shiny juices on her fingers and sex lips.

“I admit, it’s a bit of a turn on, having someone watch me do this.” Her breathy voice made Brian’s cock twitch and pulse harder. “I can see you’re enjoying it. I thought you might get bigger, guess not.”

Brian flushed in renewed shame as she focused on his inadequacies once again. He was getting harder, but he never got any bigger. Lynne’s fingers moved faster, rubbing in a circular motion, she obviously knew exactly which spots to work because the rest of her body was reacting now too. Her breath was coming faster, her chest rising and falling and her nipples were poking through the fabric of her t-shirt.

“Your cock wouldn’t even get this deep would it?” She asked sliding two fingers deep into her wet cunt. He shook his head, acknowledging the truth of her words. “I’m better off fingering myself than letting you inside me aren’t I?”

“Yes.” He felt like he had to admit that out loud to her and she laughed when he said it, though it didn’t seem malicious.

Slipping her fingers back out and leaning forward she wrapped her hand around his cock. Brian moaned in surprise and pleasure. He could feel the slickness of her juices against his shaft.

“My hand doesn’t even fit on your little cock.” Lynne observed casually, her hand moving back and forward in a jacking motion. “There’s barely enough room for a couple of fingers. Is that how you do it? Do you jerk off with two fingers?”

Brian gasped in pleasure, his hips thrusting forward but Lynne release her grip with most of her hand leaving only thumb and forefinger touching him. She moved her hand slowly back and forward, making him do most of the work.

“Is this the right size of hole for you to fuck.” Lynne said grinning at him. “Look, you barely stick out the other end. I can’t believe how tiny your prick really is.”

Brian thrust faster, feeling himself grow close, but Lynne sensed it too and let go of him. He considered using his own hand, but he didn’t want to anger her so instead he just knelt there. Lynne moved her hand back to her pussy, leaning back again as she pleasured herself.

“Make yourself useful.” She said in a low, sensual voice. “Your tongue is bigger than your dick anyway.”

It was obvious what she wanted and Brian didn’t hesitate. Leaning in his ran his tongue along her swollen lips, tasting the juices that already coated them.  Lynne crooked her legs around his back, pulling him closer, her hips writhing.

“Mmmm, that’s it. You’re good at this. A man with a small cock like yours better lick like a lesbo.” Her groans and movements encouraged him so Brian kept licking, his tongue working up and down her slit, seeking out her clit as she continued to finger herself.

“Go on, push your tongue in, if I can feel that maybe I could feel your cock inside me.”

She goaded him on with her words and he worked feverishly to please her, his tongue lapping up her juices as she gasped and pushed up against him. Her legs squeezed tighter keeping him there and even as his muscles began to cramp he kept licking and sucking, desperate to please her.

“That’s it little boy…. Lick me. Show me why I should keep you around when I can have eight inches of real man cock in me.”

Suddenly she swiveled around and trapped by her legs he had no choice but to move with her. Now she was on top of him, his head resting against the cushions of the sofa as she ground her wet pussy against him.

He was helpless in this position with no leverage and no way to breath, but she was close and she didn’t care, riding his face, her fingers teasing her clit as she ground against him, panting and gasping. Brian bucked frantically beneath her, but he couldn’t free himself, his moans muffled by her flesh went ignored as her body spasmed in orgasm. Finally when he thought she was about to pass out, she rolled off him.

“No one has let me do that before.” She  reached out and rested one hand on him as she lay panting next to him on the sofa. “If the girls in the office knew they could just ride your face till they came they’d be lining up.”

Brian flushed again at the implications, but Lynne’s smile seemed genuinely friendly, maybe she saw it as a compliment? He bit his lip, not sure what to say in response. Lynne just laughed, clearly relaxed from her orgasm.

“Don’t get any ideas. I think I’m going to keep you for now.” She said. “Stay right there.”

She stood abruptly, smoothing down her skirt before pacing around the room, obviously looking for something. Brian watched as she disappeared into the kitchen. He considered following her, but she hadn’t said he could move. Instead he just lay there, feeling his breathing slowly return to normal. His cock remained hard and he wondered if Lynne was finished with her games now that she had cum.

A moment later she returned brandishing a red sharpie in her hand like it was a trophy.

“Pull your pants down.” She said, her foot tapping impatiently on the floor.

Brian struggled to his feet and hurriedly unbuckled and dropped his pants, followed by his boxers. Lynne nodded in obvious satisfaction at his obedience. She knelt down before him, but she didn’t touch him, instead she reached out and pressed the tip of the sharpie against his groin. With painstaking slowness she traced out two words and an arrow directly above his cock. Even looking at it upside down the words were unmistakeable.

LYNNE’S COCKLET

She rose to her feet, grinning in satisfaction and Brian felt an odd mixture of excitement and pleasure at the words she had written on him.

“You need someone in charge of you, someone who won’t take advantage like those whores did.” She said with steel in her voice. “There will be no more visits to your hooker friends.” She pulled out her phone as she spoke and casually snapped a photo of his stomach and cock. “Not unless you want this photo to get out?”

“No, no more visits.” Brian shook his head. Lynne smiled at him.

“Good. You’re a nice guy Brian, you just need the right handling, and I think it might be fun. You trust me don’t you? To keep you safe.”

“Yes.” Brian nodded.

“Excellent. Then we’re off to a great start. We’ve already established that this can be fun for me and clearly you’re still enjoying yourself.” She gestured at his still hard cock, smirking. “You just need a little guidance so you can explore your pervy nature safely.”

Brian smiled back, the panic and fear gone from him for the first time in weeks. While his encounters had excited him tremendously they’d also left him with a sense of self loathing. Not this time. It wasn’t just that he needed to experience more with Lynne, all of him  wanted to badly.

Lynne moved closer to him, one hand reaching down to stroke his hard cock. She was so close he could smell her and he closed his eyes drinking it in.

“You understand.” She said, her lips near to his ears and her voice low. “I’m not your girlfriend. You’re mine to play with.”

Her fingers squeezed his cock, moving up and down the shaft. Her body was almost touching his and he could feel the heat of her against him.

“Your tiny cock isn’t enough for me.” She breathed in his ear and he moaned, his cock pulsing against her fingers. “Maybe I’ll see my ex, or maybe some other studs.”

Brian grunted, hips thrusting forward into her hand and she giggled at his eagerness.

“But you don’t mind that do you? You understand that a tiny cock like yours just isn’t enough. Don’t worry I’m going to put your tongue to good use and there are rewards, if you ask nicely enough.”

Brian opened his eyes in puzzlement. Lynne grinned back at him and her fingers stopped moving on his cock.

“Beg well enough and I might just suck your little cocklet.”

He didn’t even think about it. Didn’t hesitate or second guess himself. The thought of Lynne’s mouth on his cock was more than he could hope for and he was willing to abase himself anyway he needed to to get it.

“Please Miss.” He said, ignoring how desperate and needy he sounded. “Please will you suck my tiny little cock.”

Lynne laughed softly and he flushed with shame at how eagerly he was prepared to humiliate himself at the merest hint of a reward from her. But it didn’t stop him.

“I’ll do anything you want Lynne.” He continued. “Anything at all. I’ll lick you, I’ll serve you. I need it so bad.”

“But it’s so so tiny.” The teasing expression on her face took the sting out of her words.

“Yes.” Brian nodded his agreement. “My cock is tiny.”

“Cocklet.” Lynne corrected him. “And it’s mine remember.” Brian flushed again.

“Yes, my… your cocklet is tiny. Probably the smallest you’ve ever seen. And I don’t deserve a woman as gorgeous as you, but I will do anything you want, serve you any way you want for a chance of your reward.”

“We’ll it’s certainly good for my ego to be wanted this badly.” Lynne rubbed her thumb against her lips, studying him as though considering something carefully. “You’ll do anything?”

“Yes.” Brian nodded again.

“You’ll serve me? Even if there’s no immediate reward? You’ll give me as many orgasms as I want?”

“Happily.” Brian replied.

“You do seem quite desperate to please.” Lynne glanced down at his little cock, bobbing with need, and giggled. “Perhaps you’ve earned reward. A small one.” She winked at that, but Brian didn’t care if it was going to get him something he’d dreamed of. No humiliation was too much for the pleasure she could bestow on him.

Lynne dropped to her knees with a smooth grace and enfolded Brian’s cock and balls in her hand easily. Leaning forward she run her tongue slowly around the shiny purple head of his cock and he gasped in pleasure. She let out a throaty giggle, her tongue continuing to tease him. Brian’s cock twitched and pulsed in eager response.

Moving her hand down she worked her tongue up and down his shaft, her hot breath caressing him. Brian bit his lip, barely stifling a moan. He had been hard for what felt like hours now, perpetually close to release but not quite there and now he just needed a little more.

Lynne didn’t keep him waiting. True to her word she was rewarding his service.  Her lips slipped over the head of his cock and down as she bobbed her head, taking the full length of him in with no effort. Brian shuddered, his muscles tensing as her hot, wet mouth surrounded his eager shaft.

Lynne’s mouth sucked as her tongue teased and twirled around his cock. Brian wanted to thrust to fuck, but he held himself still, not wanting to upset or offend her. His cock throbbed, swelling as she bobbed up and down bringing him closer and closer to orgasm.

“I’m going to cum.” He gasped, trying to warn her, but Lynne didn’t pull away. If anything she redoubled her efforts, moving faster, sucking harder and, then as he moaned and shuddered, coaxing the cum from his eager prick. Her mouth staying on him until he was spent.

“Small cocks are easier to suck.” She sat back and grinned at him, licking her lips. “Perhaps you’ll earn another reward soon.”

Brian didn’t have words, he sank to the floor, his body exhausted. Lynne rose to her feet and smoothed down her skirt.

“I need to get going.” She said shooting him another smile. “You can keep the panties.” She nodded to where they still lay on the floor before walking towards the door. She paused for a moment, door half open.

“See you at work.” She said with a wink, and then she was gone the door closing behind her.
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