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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Humiliation, spanking, and group use 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 

	CFNM 

	Sissification 

	Humiliation 

	Femdom 

	Bi encouragement 



⚠️ All sexual activity is consensual fantasy roleplay. Though the characters may appear reluctant at times, they explicitly choose to participate and enjoy their submission.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter One: The Beginning

Daniel still remembered the first time he met Sophie, and perhaps more vividly, the first time he met Chloe.

It had been framed as something casual, almost offhand. A friend of a friend had insisted they would “get on like a house on fire,” which Daniel suspected was code for compatible enough not to embarrass anyone. He arrived early, chose a small round table near the bar, and ordered a beer he barely touched. He had put more thought into his appearance than he liked to admit, dark jeans, a crisp shirt, shoes he normally reserved for occasions that mattered. His nerves buzzed quietly beneath the surface, the familiar mix of hope and self-consciousness that came with first dates.

When Sophie walked in, he knew immediately she was the one he was meant to be meeting. She had presence. Long dark hair worn loose, sharp cheekbones, and a gaze that flicked around the room as if cataloguing everything in it. She spotted him quickly and smiled, confident and direct, the sort of smile that didn’t ask permission.

But she wasn’t alone.

The blonde beside her caught the light as they crossed the room, taller, lighter, laughing at something Sophie had just said. Chloe moved with an easy grace, the kind that suggested she was used to being noticed and didn’t have to work for it. Her smile was bright and unguarded, and Daniel felt a jolt of awareness that surprised him with its intensity.

“Sophie,” she said, extending a hand as she reached the table. “You must be Daniel.”

“And this is my friend Chloe,” Sophie added, stepping slightly aside. “She’s only joining us for a drink or two, she’s meeting another friend later. So, we’ll have the place to ourselves in about an hour.”

Chloe smiled easily as she took a seat, as if the arrangement were already settled, and Daniel nodded, the quiet awareness of a countdown beginning settling in his chest.

Daniel shook Chloe’s hand, managing a polite greeting, but his gaze lingered a moment too long. He noticed the way her eyes crinkled when she smiled, the relaxed confidence in her posture. When he finally looked back at Sophie, he caught it. The smallest pause. A subtle curve of her lips. She had seen it. Not offended, exactly, but aware.

They ordered drinks and settled in, Daniel acutely conscious that he was seated between them. Sophie took the conversational lead, asking about his work, his move to the city, the usual first-date questions, but with a teasing edge that kept him alert. Chloe chimed in now and then, warmer, more openly amused, touching Sophie’s arm as she laughed, their familiarity obvious.

At one point Chloe leaned across him to point out something behind the bar, her perfume briefly surrounding him. Daniel felt himself stiffen, not physically so much as mentally, suddenly aware of how closely he was boxed in. When he glanced back at Sophie, her expression was pleasant, neutral, but her eyes were studying him in a way that made him sit up straighter.

The drinks loosened things slightly. Sophie was sharp and funny, her humour dry, occasionally cutting, though always followed by a smile that softened the blow. Daniel found himself wanting her approval more than he expected. Chloe, by contrast, felt effortless. She laughed easily, listened without seeming to judge, and when she met his eyes, it was with an openness that made him momentarily forget Sophie was right there.

He caught himself a few times, redirecting his attention deliberately, reminding himself why he was here. Still, the dynamic was strange, like a test he hadn’t studied for. Sophie seemed aware of it too, her teasing occasionally turning just a fraction sharper when Daniel laughed a little too freely at something Chloe said.

Eventually, Chloe checked her phone and announced she was heading off.

“I didn’t mean to crash your date,” she said lightly, standing and slipping her jacket on. “But it was lovely to meet you, Daniel.”

They said their goodbyes. Chloe hugged Sophie briefly, waved at Daniel, and disappeared into the crowd. As she left, Daniel felt a flicker of something he didn’t quite want to examine, relief mixed with a faint, unwelcome disappointment.

Sophie slid back into her seat and lifted her glass, studying him over the rim.

“So,” she said lightly, “now that it’s just us.”

The tone was playful, but there was something else beneath it, a subtle shift that made Daniel suddenly aware he was being reassessed. The conversation picked up again, smoother now, more focused. Sophie leaned in slightly as she spoke, her attention fully on him, and Daniel found himself responding in kind, eager to recover any ground he might have lost.

They talked for another hour, about work, about travel, about the things people share when they are deciding whether to see each other again. Sophie was engaging, intelligent, undeniably attractive. By the time they finished their drinks and stood to leave, Daniel felt cautiously optimistic.

As they stepped out into the night air, Sophie smiled at him again, this time warmer, more deliberate.

“Text me,” she said. “We’ll do this properly next time.”

Daniel watched her walk away, confident, self-possessed, and told himself the evening had gone well.

He didn’t notice, or chose not to notice, that Sophie never once mentioned Chloe again.


Chapter Two: Expectations

They went out again the following week, just the two of them.

Dinner this time, somewhere quieter. A small restaurant with low lighting and soft music, the kind of place that suggested intimacy without trying too hard. Sophie arrived wearing a simple black dress, understated but deliberate, and greeted Daniel with a warm kiss on the cheek that instantly set his nerves humming.

She was different tonight. More relaxed. Kinder, even. She laughed easily, touched his arm when he spoke, leaned in as if genuinely interested. Daniel found himself loosening, buoyed by the sense that whatever uncertainty lingered from their first meeting had faded.

By the time they walked back to her apartment, the city cool and quiet around them, anticipation had replaced anxiety entirely.

Inside, the atmosphere shifted quickly. Coats were dropped, shoes forgotten, conversation trailing off into something wordless and charged. Sophie moved with confidence, leading without asking, and Daniel followed gratefully, trying to match her ease.

But when things turned intimate, something changed.

The moment her hand slid between them, her eyes flicked up to his, not shocked but assessing. Measuring. And from the faint exhale she gave, he knew she’d reached her conclusion.

They continued, awkwardly, but his size, slender, shorter than most, seemed to pull the air out of the room. Sophie didn’t say anything at the time, but the subtle change in her expression told him the verdict was final.

It wasn’t dramatic. There was no sudden rejection, no sharp word. Just a subtle pause, a hesitation he felt more than saw. Sophie’s assurance met his nervousness head-on, and in that moment the imbalance between them became impossible to ignore.

He became acutely aware of himself, of how exposed he felt under her attention. When her hand moved, her expression changed, just slightly. Not shock. Not cruelty. Assessment.

A quiet recalibration.

They continued, but the rhythm never quite settled. Daniel sensed it even as he tried to ignore it, the way her enthusiasm dimmed, the way she guided rather than responded. His own nerves tightened everything, urgency replacing confidence, and when it was over, it ended too quickly.

Afterward, they lay side by side in the half-dark, the silence stretching between them.

Sophie smiled. It was polite. Careful. She rested a hand on his arm, said all the right things, but the warmth from earlier was gone. Daniel felt it immediately, a cold weight settling in his stomach.

He knew.

Whatever she had hoped for, whatever expectations she’d carried into the evening, he hadn’t met them. Not even close. The intimacy hadn’t brought her the release or satisfaction she’d expected, and no amount of gentle reassurance could disguise it. Her body had told the truth even if her words did not.

She was kind afterward. Affectionate enough. But something fundamental had shifted. The spark that had felt promising over dinner cooled into something sharper, more distant. Her teasing took on an edge, her looks held a knowing quality that made Daniel uneasy.

In the days that followed, messages became less frequent. Invitations turned vague.

And as she replayed that night in her mind, another memory surfaced again and again.

Daniel, seated between her and Chloe at the bar. His eyes lingering. His attention drifting. The contrast between expectation and reality.

It didn’t take long for an idea to form.

When the opportunity came to bring Chloe back into the picture, to fold her effortlessly into a situation that would strip away Daniel’s confidence piece by piece, Sophie didn’t hesitate.

She would give him attention again.

Just not the kind he wanted.


Chapter Three: Coffee and Confessions

The café was busy for a weekday morning, all soft noise and routine movement. Cups clinked against saucers, the espresso machine hissed and steamed, and the low murmur of overlapping conversations filled the space. Sophie sat at a small table by the window, her coat draped neatly over the back of her chair, idly stirring her cappuccino long after the foam had settled.

She looked calm. Composed. But beneath that surface, her thoughts were still circling the same point, replaying the same moment again and again.

Chloe arrived like a shift in atmosphere. Sunglasses pushed up into her blonde hair, confident stride, that familiar smile already forming as she spotted Sophie.

“Well,” Chloe said, sliding into the seat opposite, setting her bag down with casual ease, “you said you had gossip. Spill.”

Sophie’s mouth curved slightly as she leaned forward, lowering her voice just enough to make Chloe mirror the movement. “You remember Daniel? The good-looking guy I went on a couple of dates with?”

Chloe raised an eyebrow. “The one who couldn’t take his eyes off me the first time we met?” She paused, then shrugged. “Yes. Vaguely.”

Sophie let out a quiet, humourless breath. “Mm. Well. Turns out he was… a disappointment.”

Chloe tilted her head, interested now. “Oh?”

“A very small disappointment,” Sophie added, the words precise, her smirk sharp rather than amused.

Chloe’s lips parted in a grin. “Oh no. How small are we talking?”

Sophie didn’t hesitate. She lifted her hand and held her thumb and forefinger a few inches apart, the gesture casual, devastating in its simplicity. “That. And slender. Honestly, I was shocked. He presents himself so well. Confident. Put together. I genuinely thought there’d be… more.”

There was no anger in her voice. Just disbelief. And something colder underneath.

Before Chloe could respond, the waitress appeared with their coffees. She paused mid-pour, eyes flicking between them as if she couldn’t help overhearing the tail end of the conversation. There was a beat of recognition in her expression, then a small, knowing nod.

“I’ve been there,” she said quietly, with a conspiratorial half-smile, setting the cups down.

The three women exchanged a look. Instant. Unspoken. A shared understanding that didn’t need explaining.

Sophie leaned back in her chair. “Men like that should have to carry a warning label,” she said lightly. “Something like: May not meet expectations.”

Chloe snorted into her latte. “Or Contents appear bigger in underwear.”

The waitress chuckled. “Or maybe Warning: Product smaller than advertised.”

They laughed together, the sound carrying just enough to draw a curious glance from a man at the next table. Sophie caught it and smiled politely, unbothered, before turning back to Chloe. Her eyes glittered now, not with humour but with decision.

“See,” she said, tapping her spoon against the saucer, “this is why I need you.”

Chloe studied her over the rim of her cup. “For what?”

Sophie leaned in again, her voice soft, deliberate. “We could make an evening out of this. Something… instructive.”

Chloe’s head tilted slightly. “Go on.”

“One where he thinks he’s finally getting what he wanted with you,” Sophie said, her tone honeyed, almost gentle, “and instead… we let everyone see exactly what the label should have said.”

There was a pause. Chloe considered it, then smiled, slow and deliberate.

“Men like him,” she said calmly, “deserve to be exposed.”

Sophie lifted her cup in quiet agreement.

And just like that, the idea stopped being a joke.


Chapter Four: The Setup

Daniel wasn’t sure why he’d agreed to this.
He had two dates with Sophie and the second had ended badly where he was only too aware that he had failed to satisfy her. His size had let him down again. She had texted him three days ago with that smug, casual charm she always used when she was getting her own way: "Poker night at mine. I’m inviting Chloe, the one you obviously fancied. You owe me; remember the disaster of our second date? Be there. And bring a friend."

Now here he was, stepping out of the lift into the top-floor hallway of her apartment block, his work colleague Hannah at his side. Hannah was all soft curves and a mischievous smile, her silky auburn hair falling to her shoulders. She’d agreed to come for the drinks and cards, not knowing Sophie very well, but Daniel could tell she was curious.

Sophie’s door opened before he could knock. She stood there in a black dress that seemed designed to command attention, cut low enough to reveal a generous sweep of cleavage and fitted tightly through the waist and hips, leaving little to the imagination. Bare shoulders and smooth skin caught the hallway light, the fabric clinging as she shifted her weight with deliberate ease. Her dark hair fell loose around her shoulders, glossy and slightly tousled, framing a face that was striking rather than soft, sharp cheekbones, full lips, and eyes that glittered with a confidence that bordered on dangerous. There was something unmistakably provocative in the way she looked at him, a blend of invitation and amusement, as though she knew exactly the effect she was having and was enjoying it far more than she let on. “Well, well,” she purred, stepping back to let them in. “You made it.”

Daniel introduced Hannah, a firm handshake and kiss to each cheek. Her eyes lingered on Hannah in a way that made Daniel’s neck heat.

The apartment was warm, scented faintly with wine and an expensive, floral perfume that lingered in the air. Music pulsed low from hidden speakers. And standing near the sofa, drink in hand, was Chloe.

She was even more stunning than Daniel remembered from their first meeting. Tall and golden-haired, she had the kind of effortless beauty that felt almost unfair, her long blonde hair falling loosely over bare shoulders. She wore a white silk blouse that skimmed her body rather than hiding it, the top few buttons undone to reveal a teasing hint of cleavage, soft fabric catching the light as she moved. Her short denim skirt sat high on her hips, showing off long, tanned legs that seemed to go on forever, the casual cut only emphasising how confident she was in her body.

She looked relaxed, perfectly at ease in the space, one hip cocked slightly as she leaned against the sofa, as if she belonged there. Her smile was bright and inviting, but her eyes were sharp, measuring him quietly, taking in his reaction with unmistakable awareness. Daniel felt the familiar, unwelcome pull of attraction tighten in his chest, the heat of it made worse by the knowledge that she knew exactly how much flesh she was showing, and exactly what it was doing to him.

“Daniel, right?” she said, her voice smooth. “I remember you very well. Chloe has told me all about you.”

Before he could reply, Sophie’s lips curled in a secret smile, as he replied, “Good things, I hope?” She smiled back.

Daniel’s pulse was up already, between Chloe’s beauty, Hannah’s warm presence at his side, and Sophie’s strangely sharp energy, the evening felt charged.

Then the doorbell rang again.

Sophie glided over to answer the door, her heels clicking softly on the wood floor. When she pulled it open, two men stepped inside, and the change in the room was immediate.

They were both tall and broad-shouldered, the kind of men who filled a space without trying. The first, Alex, had short dark hair and a clean, sharp jawline that looked almost cinematic, the sort of face that belonged on a billboard. He wore an open-necked shirt that hinted at confidence rather than effort, his posture relaxed, self-assured.

Beside him was Max, fairer and just as imposing, his beard neatly trimmed, his build unmistakably powerful beneath a fitted shirt that stretched across his chest and arms. He smiled easily as he stepped in, the kind of smile that suggested he was used to being welcomed wherever he went.

“Alex. Max,” Sophie said brightly, touching each of them lightly on the arm as she introduced them. “I’m so glad you could make it.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Alex replied, his gaze flicking briefly around the room before settling comfortably into place.

“Looks like a good crowd,” Max added, already at ease.

Sophie clapped her hands together lightly, clearly pleased. “Perfect. Now we really are all here. Three gorgeous men, three gorgeous women. Drinks first, then a little poker. Sound good?”

Everyone murmured agreement, laughter bubbling up as glasses were filled and seats claimed. The atmosphere loosened almost instantly, easy and social, but Daniel couldn’t quite relax. Sitting there, flanked by confidence and familiarity that wasn’t his, he tried to tell himself it was just a friendly game.

And yet, every time his eyes met Sophie’s, he felt it again, that unsettling flicker behind her smile, as if the evening were already unfolding exactly as she intended.


Chapter Five: The First Hands

The wine flowed easily, Sophie topping up glasses as though she were determined to make sure no one’s glass was ever less than half-full. Daniel could feel the warmth creeping into his cheeks already, though whether it was the alcohol or Chloe’s legs crossing and uncrossing in front of him, he couldn’t quite tell.

The group settled around Sophie’s round dining table, cards and poker chips neatly stacked in the middle. The dark-haired hunk, Alex, sat between Hannah and Sophie, while his blond, bearded friend, Max, took the seat beside Chloe. That left Daniel opposite Sophie, flanked by Hannah on one side and Chloe on the other.

Sophie dealt the first hand, her long red nails clicking on the cards. “Let’s start simple,” she said sweetly. “Five pounds a hand, nothing too serious.”

The first few rounds went quickly. There was laughter, teasing over bad bluffs, and the easy rhythm of chips moving back and forth across the table. Sophie seemed content to let Daniel win a few small pots, just enough to make him relax, congratulating him with a smile that felt warm rather than pointed. Hannah leaned in close now and then, whispering good-natured advice, her tone light and conspiratorial. Chloe asked him questions about his job, listening intently, brushing her fingertips over the rim of her glass as she nodded along.

The combination of wine, laughter, and Sophie’s easy attentiveness worked on him faster than he realised. She laughed at his jokes, touched his arm when he spoke, even teased him gently about being “better at cards than she expected.” The edge he’d half-expected simply wasn’t there. Instead, she seemed open, engaged, almost affectionate. Slowly, without noticing the moment it happened, Daniel let his guard drop completely. He began to believe that whatever awkwardness or resentment had once existed between them had faded. That this was just a friendly evening, that may be bygones really were bygones, and that Sophie wasn’t playing any game at all beyond the one laid out on the table.

After an hour, the chips were scattered, and the air was warm with laughter. That was when Sophie leaned back in her chair, swirling her wine.

“You know,” she said, her eyes sweeping the table, “this game is missing something.”

Alex grinned. “Higher stakes?”

“Exactly,” Sophie replied. “But not just money. I think it’s time we made things more… interesting.”

Chloe caught her cue instantly. “Strip poker,” she said, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “Loser loses clothes, one piece per round.”

There was a pause, the kind of pause where everyone glanced around the table, silently gauging reactions, waiting to see who would object first. The three men’s eyes drifted, almost involuntarily, to the three women opposite them, Sophie in her low-cut dress, Chloe with her bare legs crossed so casually, Hannah smiling into her glass. The idea landed at the same time for all of them: the possibility of watching these women slowly shed layers, of laughter turning into something more charged. There was no real hesitation. Even Daniel felt it, the pull stronger than his nerves. The thought of seeing Chloe with less clothing on, maybe down to something far more revealing, even just underwear, sent a spark through him that made the risk seem worth it. Whatever might happen to him felt distant in that moment, outweighed by the promise of what he might get to see if he agreed.

Max laughed. “I’m game.”

“I’m in,” Hannah said with a shrug, though Daniel noticed the playful glint in her eye.

Daniel hesitated, but with everyone else nodding and Sophie watching him expectantly, he forced a grin. “Alright, why not?”

“Good,” Sophie said, and her smile was the kind that made Daniel’s stomach dip. “Oh, and one more rule, when you lose your last piece of clothing, you stand in the centre of the room to take it off and then walk around the table three times. No covering up. Everyone gets the full view. The loser bares all!”

The others laughed, but Sophie’s gaze stayed locked on Daniel’s, daring him to back down. Daniel forced a smile, but his stomach knotted, if he lost, it wouldn’t just be Sophie who saw what she already knew, it would be Chloe, the girl he’d dreamed of dating, the two men he didn’t even know, and worst of all, Hannah from his office; they’d all see his size, or rather his lack of it.

The first hand was dealt, and almost immediately Daniel felt the shift. Sophie and Chloe played like they’d been practising for weeks, their cards always just enough to beat him, their bets perfectly timed to keep him in until the last moment. Hannah, too, seemed oddly quiet, as though she’d decided to sit back and let him sink.

By the time Daniel lost his first piece, his shoes, Sophie’s smile told him exactly what he didn’t want to believe: this game wasn’t just about poker.

As the cards turned against him and the laughter around the table grew louder, Daniel felt the heat crawl up his neck, every lost hand dragged him closer to the moment he dreaded, the moment when all of them would see for themselves exactly how little he had to expose!


Chapter Six: Piece by Piece

Daniel told himself it was fine. Everyone was laughing, everyone was losing clothes, it was just part of the game. But deep down he could see the pattern. Sophie was never in a losing hand. Chloe folded early unless she knew she could beat him. Even Hannah, who he’d thought was on his side, seemed happy enough to let him get caught in the trap.

His shoes were gone within two hands. Then, barely ten minutes later, his socks followed, both at once, Sophie insisting “it’s only fair.”

“Look at those ankles,” Chloe teased, swirling her wine. “You could model for a sock advert.”

The other men lost some clothes too, Alex’s jacket, Max’s watch and belt, but they were still comfortably dressed, shirts and jeans intact. Daniel, on the other hand, felt his jeans and boxers growing warmer and heavier on him, aware that they were the only barrier between him and being fully exposed from the waist down.

Another round. Another loss. His jumper came off, leaving him in just his t-shirt and jeans. Hannah leaned closer, whispering, “You’re not doing too well, are you?” Her tone was playful, but there was something almost… expectant in her eyes.

When the next loss came, Sophie didn’t even try to hide her satisfaction. “T-shirt, Daniel,” she said lightly. “Off it comes.”

He peeled it over his head, the room feeling suddenly cooler against his skin. Chloe’s gaze dipped briefly to his chest, then up again to his face with a small, knowing smile.

Sophie laughed softly and tilted her head, eyes travelling over him with deliberate appreciation. “You know,” she said lightly, giving him a playful wink, “you do have a really nice chest. Very sexy.” Then she paused, letting the moment hang just long enough before adding, her smile sharpening just a touch, “Probably the best part of you, though. You’ve set the bar early.”

The smile stayed on his face, but it faltered just enough for him to feel it. The comment landed with a faint, delayed sting, the realisation creeping in that it hadn’t quite been a compliment at all, more a warning wrapped in flirtation. A small knot tightened in his stomach as he laughed it off, aware that something in Sophie’s tone had shifted, even if he couldn’t yet put his finger on why.

Across the table, Hannah and the two men exchanged brief, knowing looks, all of them sensing the subtle tension tightening between Daniel, Sophie, and Chloe, the easy laughter dimming just enough to signal that something beneath the surface had changed.

Then came the hand he knew would be the turning point. Sophie kept him in with small raises until the last card, then revealed a flush that crushed his two pair.

“Well,” she said, her voice almost purring, “I think you know what’s next.”

Daniel’s stomach flipped. Jeans. It had to be the jeans.

The others leaned back to watch. Alex and Max looked openly amused, exchanging quick glances, but it was the women who were fully focused, eyes bright, attention fixed on him as if nothing else in the room mattered.

Daniel swallowed, his hands moving beneath the table as he worked his jeans down his legs. The motion felt exaggerated, every second stretching as the fabric slid away. When he finally stepped out of them, he gathered the jeans and let them fall onto the growing pile of his discarded clothes on the floor, the quiet thud sounding far louder than it should have in the charged silence.

He knew the rule. If he lost again, there would be no slipping out of anything under the table, no small mercies. He would have to stand in the middle of the room and remove his last layer in full view, nowhere to turn, nowhere to hide. The thought of that kind of exposure made his pulse spike, not just Sophie seeing him, but Hannah from work, the two men he’d never met before, and worst of all Chloe, watching as he was laid completely bare.

Daniel’s mind raced, maybe he could pull out now, make some excuse, save himself before it was too late. But what would be worse, being branded a coward, or carrying on and letting them all see just how little his tight briefs were truly packing? The wine made his head fuzzy, blurring the edges of reason, and in that haze he decided to keep playing. After all, Sophie and Chloe, both super-hot, weren’t wearing much themselves, and with Chloe already down to her skimpy bra, there was the chance he might get to see her breasts if he stayed in.

The next hand broke the silence with a shuffle and a clatter of chips. Hannah frowned at her cards almost immediately, tried a half-hearted bluff, then laughed as Sophie called it with ease.

“Looks like that’s me,” Hannah said lightly, pushing back her chair. She slipped off her cardigan and draped it over the back of the chair, the loss almost symbolic, an item of no real consequence. The room chuckled, the mood still playful, still forgiving.

The following round went longer. Chips moved back and forth, the tension rising just a notch. This time it was Max who leaned back with a resigned grin, spreading his hands. “Alright, fair enough.”

He stood and peeled off his shirt, revealing a broad, muscular chest beneath, the kind of easy confidence that came from knowing the room would appreciate the view. Sophie let out a low, impressed laugh. “You don’t get a body like that by accident,” she said. “You must spend half your life in the gym.” Chloe nodded in agreement, her gaze lingering openly. “It shows,” she added lightly. “All that work definitely pays off.” Daniel felt the contrast land hard in his stomach, the casual admiration making his own position at the table suddenly feel much smaller.

Then came the next deal.

Daniel’s cards were decent, not great, but good enough to stay in. He matched a raise, then another, telling himself it would turn. It always had before. Across the table, Sophie’s expression was unreadable, Chloe’s smile faint but steady. The final card fell.

For a heartbeat, no one spoke.

Sophie turned her hand over calmly.

Daniel’s breath left him in a rush. He stared at the table, at the neat arrangement of cards that confirmed what he already knew. This was it. Everything he’d been dreading, every rule he’d tried not to think about, had caught up with him at once.

The room seemed to grow quieter as chairs shifted, everyone leaning back to watch. There would be no slipping out of anything this time, no half-measures.

“Rule’s a rule,” Sophie reminded him. “Stand in the middle.”

He pushed himself to his feet, legs unsteady, aware of every eye on him as he stepped into the centre of the room.

The game, he realised too late, had never been about cards at all.

“Cute,” Chloe murmured. “I didn’t think you were the boxer-brief type. Are you packing?”

Daniel forced a laugh, but the heat in his face betrayed him. He knew that the thin fabric clinging to him did nothing to disguise how small he was, and he could feel the shift in the air as they all saw it too.

Somehow, he knew the next loss would be the one that really mattered. And the women were going to make sure it happened.

“Looks like we have our first walk of shame,” Sophie announced, her voice syrupy with satisfaction.

The rules were already clear. No hiding, no modesty, no escape.

The waistband of his boxer-briefs felt like the last scrap of dignity he had left.

“Middle of the room,” Sophie said. “Nice and slow.”

He stepped forward, all eyes following. His hands lingered at the hem for a heartbeat too long.

“Oh, come on, I don’t’ believe you’ve got a lot to hide,” Chloe teased. “We’re all friends here. Drop them.”

Daniel took a breath and pushed them down, the thin cotton sliding over his thighs, then off his calves, until he stepped out of them entirely.

The silence lasted a beat too long. Alex and Max both looked away with polite half-smiles. The women didn’t.

Sophie’s gaze lingered shamelessly. “Well,” she said softly, “isn’t that… sweet.”

Chloe leaned an elbow on the table, studying him openly. “I think I pictured something… different.”

Hannah said nothing, but the corners of her mouth twitched as she looked down, then back up to his face.

“Three laps,” Sophie reminded him.

Daniel walked, every step slow and heavy. The air on his bare skin felt like another layer of exposure. The women’s eyes tracked him as he passed, each turn of the table a reminder that there was nowhere to hide.

All eyes locked onto his manhood as he began the slow walk, the heat of humiliation burning through him. To Sophie’s and Chloe’s total satisfaction, the shame only seemed to make him harder, his small, slender shaft jutting straight out, pointing stiffly yet pitifully inadequate for everyone to see. As he passed Sophie, she leaned forward and landed a sharp, stinging smack across one of his round, firm butt cheeks. The crack of her hand made him yelp and jolt, his hard little dick bouncing with the sudden movement, which only drew louder laughter from the women circling the table.

By the time he completed the last lap and returned to his seat, still naked, still on display, he knew the game had changed. This wasn’t poker anymore. It was exactly what Sophie had planned all along.


Chapter Seven: Naked Service

Daniel had barely lowered himself into his chair when Sophie shook her head.

“Oh no,” she said, the wine glass in her hand catching the light. “We didn’t say you could sit down yet.”

He froze, halfway between standing and sitting. “What?”

“You think you get dressed or hide just because you’ve lost?” Her tone was sweet, but her eyes were sharp. “Rules are rules, Daniel. You stay exactly as you are for the rest of the night.”

Chloe grinned. “I think it adds to the atmosphere. Don’t you?”

Hannah smirked into her glass. “Definitely.”

Daniel’s face burned, but he straightened, trying to keep some shred of composure.

“Good boy,” Sophie said, setting her glass down. “In fact… since you’re not busy playing anymore, you can make yourself useful. The kitchen’s just through there. More wine for me, beer for Max and Alex. Oh, and Chloe’s glass is looking a little lonely.”

Daniel hesitated, but the silence around the table told him there was no way out. He walked across the room, every step reminding him just how exposed he was. The hardwood floor was cool beneath his bare feet, the air brushing against him in ways he couldn’t ignore.

When he returned, the three women were watching him more openly now. Sophie leaned back, legs crossed, eyes running the length of him. Chloe’s lips curved into a slow smile. Hannah met his gaze, her expression softer but still tinged with amusement.

“Set them down here,” Sophie said, tapping the table beside her. As he leaned in, she added quietly, “And keep your hands away from covering yourself. I like the view. You are cute down there. Not much use to a woman but cute for our amusement.”

For the next forty-five minutes the women sending him for snacks, having him stand beside them while they played, even asking him to fetch a blanket for Chloe and drape it over her knees, forcing him to bend close while she studied his naked body from inches away.

Every small task was another reminder: he wasn’t one of the players anymore. He was the entertainment.

And from the way Sophie’s eyes glittered when they met his, he knew she wasn’t done with him yet.


Chapter Eight: Forfeits

It started innocently enough, or as innocently as things could be with Daniel naked in front of the group. Between hands, Sophie announced, “I think we should let Danial back in the game, but if he loses a round it should come with a forfeit. Something fun. Something… memorable.”

The others laughed and agreed instantly.

The game carried on and Alex and Max lost more clothing, soon down to just their boxers and Sophie and Hannah ended up down to just bra and panties. Chloe still had her bra and her skirt and presumably her panties below. Daniel now back in the game, to no one’s surprise, lost again.

Sophie’s eyes lit with something wicked. “I know exactly what your forfeit is, Daniel.” She stood and moved into the centre of the room, dragging a dining chair into place with deliberate slowness. As she did, every man’s attention followed her without effort. Now only in a brief lace bra and skimpy bikini panties, revealing the confident lines of her body, the cut emphasising her hips and the most perfect round heart-shaped ass. She moved with unhurried assurance, fully aware of the effect she was having. “You’re going to be spanked,” she continued calmly. “Properly. By all of us.”

His breath caught. “What?”

“You heard me. Ten slaps to each cheek from every single one of us. That’s fifty in total. We’ll see if you can still keep that smug little grin by the end.”

The others chuckled, but no one objected. Chloe tilted her head, already moving to sit on the chair first.

“Bend over,” she said simply.

Daniel stepped forward, still naked and the stakes now raised, the humiliation twisting in his gut. He placed his hands on her knees for balance, his bare backside fully presented to the circle.

SMACK!
The first blow landed hard, a sharp sting that made him jolt. Chloe didn’t rush, spacing each slap to make him feel it. By the tenth, his skin was already warming. Then the other cheek, slowly turning redder with each of Chloe’s hard smacks.

Next was Max, his large palm delivering heavy, unrelenting blows that made Daniel gasp. Then Alex, whose slaps were quicker, sharper, each one landing dead centre.

By the time Hannah stood to take her turn, Daniel’s ass was already glowing crimson, the sting radiating with every movement. He shifted nervously in front of her, knowing exactly what was expected, but unable to hide the fresh humiliation burning inside him. His small dick stood stiffly out from his body, impossibly hard despite the pain, and to his horror a bead of clear fluid had gathered at the tip, glistening in the light. Hannah sat down slowly and looked up at him with a faint smirk before beckoning him forward. The added humiliation hit him hard, this was Hannah from the office. On Monday morning he’d see her across her desk, but now she knew everything: his lack of size, the way being spanked turned him on, and the memory of delivering ten very hard slaps to each of his bare, round cheeks.

Sophie’s laugh cut through the moment. “Would you look at that,” she said, her voice sharp with amusement. “He’s actually dripping. Getting spanked in front of us is turning him on.”

Chloe leaned in for a better view, her smile wicked. “So much for toughing it out… looks like our little loser loves it.”

Daniel’s face burned hotter than the sting in his ass as Hannah patted her lap, ready to add her own sharp rhythm of slaps to his already tender cheeks. Daniel’s face burned hotter than the sting in his ass as Hannah patted her lap, ready to add her own sharp rhythm of slaps to his already tender cheeks.

Hannah’s palm cracked down one last time, the sting biting deep into the raw heat of his skin. She let her hand linger on his burning cheek, the weight of her touch making him jolt as much as the spanking itself. Leaning in so the others could hear, she gave his ass a firm squeeze.

“Next time you screw up at work,” she murmured with a wicked little smile, “it’s trousers down and over my lap again for another hard, bare-arsed spanking.”

The room erupted in laughter, Sophie clapping her hands in delight while Chloe raised her glass in approval. Daniel’s face flushed scarlet, the thought of Monday morning now almost unbearable, every mistake at the office carrying the threat of this same humiliating punishment.

Finally, Sophie took the chair. She sat back like a queen on a throne; Daniel bent across her lap, his slender dick sliding between her smooth toned thighs. Her first slap was slow and deliberate, the crack echoing in the room. She didn’t speak until the last one landed.

“There,” she murmured. “Now you look properly marked.”

By the time Sophie was done, Daniel’s ass was burning red, the sting sinking deep into him. The worst part, the part he couldn’t hide, was that the constant contact, the exposure, the humiliation had him hard as stone and dripping.

Chloe with a knowing smile. “Well,” she said, “someone’s enjoying himself.”

The laughter that followed was warm and cruel all at once. Daniel could only stand there, still naked, still marked, knowing the night was far from over.

As he stood up, Sophie flicked her finger over the tip of his rock-hard slender dick scooping up the dribble of pre-cum. Raising her hand towards him she commanded, “Clean.”

He looked at her in horror. But standing naked, his ass a dark crimson red in front of this group, he knew with all that had happened so far this evening he could no longer say no to either Sophie or Chloe and probably not Hannah. He leaned forward to meet her hand and licked the dribble of his pre-cum from her finger while making a screwed-up face of disgust.

Sophie: “Yummy, eh?” And again, laughter round the room, “Might not be the last taste you have this evening,” And she winked to Chloe who laughed in response. Daniel wondered with some dread what she meant.


Chapter Nine: The Comparison

The night rolled on with a blur of cards, laughter, and increasingly wicked forfeits. Sophie had a way of inventing challenges that always seemed to leave Daniel more exposed than anyone else, holding a wine bottle between his thighs while walking laps, kneeling at Chloe’s feet while she fed him snacks one at a time, even standing by the window so the lights inside made his naked silhouette visible to anyone who might pass in the street below.

But the game wasn’t entirely one-sided. A streak of bad luck finally caught up with both Alex and Max forcing both men to reveal all in front of the three girls; stand in the middle, undress slowly, walk the three laps. They took it with good humour, the women clapping and laughing, but Daniel could already see where Sophie’s mind was heading.

The women exchanged glances, the kind that meant trouble.

“I think,” Sophie said, her eyes glinting, “it’s only fair we make things even.”

Once the laps were done, Chloe leaned forward. “You know what we have now? An opportunity. We have all three of you naked there’s no reason for us to continue playing poker.”

Sophie smiled like a cat with cream. “But since you all lost your clothes, we should have a contest. A… dick comparison contest!” The other two women clapped and cheered.

Daniel’s stomach dropped.

The women made them stand side by side in the centre of the room, feet apart, hands behind their backs. Sophie and Chloe circled slowly, inspecting, making little noises of approval, and, in Daniel’s case, barely suppressed amusement. Danile received several further hard slaps across his round ass cheeks. The girls also took the opportunity to give the other men’s tight firm ass cheeks a couple of squeezes.

The night had been building to this. After hours of calculated losses and carefully timed forfeits, Sophie finally had all three men standing naked in the centre of the room, Daniel, Alex, and Max, hands behind their backs, feet apart, fully on show.

Danial was in considerable discomfort. After a night of being stripped, bare, spanked and forced to parade around and suffer forfeits. His dick was throbbing and dribbling pre-cum. He was desperate for release.

Sophie stepped in front of him and paused, taking her time as she looked down at him. Her expression was cool, amused, utterly in command. “Poor little boy,” she said softly, her tone almost affectionate. “You look like you’re in desperate need.” She tilted her head, smiling down at him. “And when you’re like this… you’ll do whatever we ask, won’t you?”

Daniel could barely speak. The discomfort was extreme, having been edged the whole night, the embarrassment, and the heavy ache of a night where he had been stripped of every scrap of control. After hours of forfeits, exposure, and being made an example of, even forming words felt like effort.

Sophie stood in front of him, calm and composed, looking down with cool satisfaction. There was no anger left in her now, no heat, only certainty. Whatever she had set out to do, she had done it thoroughly. Her revenge was complete, and Daniel knew it. He wasn’t just punished, he was marked, reduced, and left exactly where she wanted him, a stark example of what happened when someone disappointed her and mistook kindness for forgiveness.

She held his gaze a moment longer, then smiled faintly, as if closing a chapter, she’d already finished writing.

The “size comparison” wasn’t even close. Alex and Max both stood confidently, heavy and thick, their obvious excitement matched only by the approving glances from the women. Daniel’s smaller, slenderer dick looked even more pitiful between them.

Sophie circled slowly, Chloe at her side, both of them inspecting as though they were appraising livestock. Sophie’s eyes lingered on Alex before flicking to Daniel with an unmistakable smirk.

“Well,” Chloe said brightly, “I think we have our winners.”

Sophie didn’t need to say anything; her smile was enough. She stepped in front of Alex, placing a hand on his chest, while Chloe moved to Max.

“I think our winners deserve a proper reward,” Sophie purred. She glanced at Daniel. “On your knees. Here. In the middle, so you can see everything.”

Daniel lowered himself to the carpet between the two ‘bigger’ men, positioned so Alex was to his left and Max to his right. Sophie sank to her knees in front of Alex; her eyes locked on Daniel as she slid her hand along the length of Alex’s shaft. Chloe mirrored her on the other side with Max, her blonde hair falling forward as she began to stroke him slowly.

Daniel couldn’t look anywhere without being confronted by the sight, Sophie’s lips parting to take Alex deep into her mouth, Chloe’s tongue swirling lazily around Max’s bulbous head before she slid down his length. The wet sounds filled the room, along with the low groans of the two men and the occasional satisfied hum from the women.

“Keep your eyes open,” Sophie murmured between strokes, glancing up at Daniel. “I want you to watch what a real man gets.”

Alex’s hips shifted, his hand tangling in Sophie’s hair, guiding her pace. Chloe was already working Max with an eager rhythm, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him harder.

Daniel’s pulse pounded in his ears, his humiliation sharp and hot. The sight of the beautiful girl he had briefly dated and the woman he’d once dreamed about both on their knees for other men was bad enough, but it got worse.

Daniel’s chest felt tight, every breath heavy with a tangle of emotions he couldn’t untangle. Jealousy gnawed at him as he watched his Sophie’s lips glide over Alex’s thick length, her hand stroking in perfect rhythm, the soft wet sounds making his stomach twist. On the other side, Chloe, the blonde he’d once imagined in his most private moments, was doing the same to Max, her tongue teasing in ways Daniel had only ever dreamed she might use on him. The two men were bigger, broader, more confident, and the contrast was impossible to ignore. Kneeling there, small and exposed, he felt himself shrinking further inside, his inadequacy laid bare under the warm, almost mocking glow of the women’s attention.

Alex’s breathing quickened, his groans deepening, and Sophie didn’t slow. When he finally shuddered and released into her mouth, she swallowed deliberately, then turned to Daniel, still kneeling inches away.

She kissed him hard, her tongue pushing the taste of Alex into his mouth. His eyes widened, but she held him there until she was satisfied, he’d taken it all.

On the other side, Chloe’s movements grew faster, her hands gripping Max’s thighs. When Max groaned and spilled into her mouth, she took him to the base, swallowing, then immediately leaned over, catching Daniel’s chin with her hand.

Her kiss was slower but no less forceful, her tongue pressing the warm, salty taste into him until there was no mistaking what she’d just given him.

When Chloe pulled back, both women looked down at Daniel with smug satisfaction.

“Well,” Sophie said lightly, “I suppose you’ve finally had something from both of them. In a way.”

The laughter that followed was warm and cruel all at once, and Daniel knew this wasn’t the end, it was just another step in Sophie’s long, humiliating game.


Chapter Ten: The Servant’s Turn

Daniel stayed on his knees, lips still tingling, the lingering taste of both men thick in his mouth. His cheeks burned hotter than the wine could ever explain. Sophie was smiling down at him like she’d just won a bet, while Chloe’s expression was one of playful, almost predatory satisfaction.

Sophie’s eyes dropped to his crotch, a slow smile curling her lips. “Look at you,” she purred, her voice carrying for everyone to hear, “tasting another man’s jiz has got your pathetic little dick dribbling with excitement.” The rest of the group all looked, stared and then laughed.

“My god, look at him. He’s actually shaking.”

Chloe’s voice, rich with amused contempt, cut through the fog in Daniel’s mind. He knelt on the cool hardwood floor of Sophie’s living room, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. The air felt shockingly cold against his completely bare skin, a stark contrast to the burning shame that crawled up his neck and cheeks. He couldn’t lift his head. He could only stare at the geometric pattern of the rug between his knees, the fibres blurring as his eyes stung.

The poker game was over. He had lost. Lost everything. His clothes were a discarded pile by the door, claimed as forfeits in a game that had turned from friendly to predatory in the space of a single bad hand. Alex and Max, now mercifully dressed again in their jeans and t-shirts, loomed at the edges of his vision, their expressions a mix of pity and smug fascination. The hierarchy was clear: they were spectators now. He was the spectacle.

And he was excruciatingly, undeniably hard. His slender erection jutted out from his body, a traitorous flag of arousal that thrummed with every beat of his panicked heart. It felt obscene, this physical reaction amidst the emotional carnage. The memory of Sophie’s cool, clinical assessment; “Well, that explains a few things, doesn’t it?”….echoed, making his face burn hotter.

“He can’t even form words, Soph,” Chloe continued, her bare feet stepping into his line of sight. She’d kicked off her heels. Her toenails were painted a deep crimson. “Just little… whimpers. It’s pathetic. And adorable.”

Sophie’s sigh was one of pure, satisfied authority. “Daniel has a problem with follow-through. In all areas. So, we’re going to help him with some structure.” She paused, letting the silence stretch. “New house rule, everyone. Daniel is no longer a player. His participation tonight is now one of service. He will attend to the room. He will fetch drinks. He will make himself useful. And he will do it exposed. A reminder of his position.”

A soft, collective chuckle rippled through the room. Daniel flinched.

“Hold on,” Chloe said, a note of faux concern in her voice. “If he’s going to be handling glasses and walking around… that’s just unhygienic, darling. And frankly, a bit… distracting for the rest of us.” She let the implication hang. Daniel’s hard-on bobbed slightly.

Sophie hummed. “A fair point. Suggestions?”

Chloe’s smile was a razor. “I have a solution. A little… uniform.” She lifted her short skirt a little higher, and reaching up and underneath slowly pulled down what turned out to be the skimpiest little red thong. She lifted the garment up and she was holding a small wisp of brilliant red fabric between her thumb and forefinger. She let it dangle.

It was a thong. The briefest, skimpiest thong Daniel had ever seen. The fabric was a sheer, stretchy lace, the colour of a fire engine. The waistband was a thin elastic string. The front triangle was laughably small; the back was just a string.

“He can wear this,” Chloe announced, as if presenting a rational, elegant fix. “It’ll keep everything… contained. Mostly. And it’s certainly more appropriate for a servant than full nudity, don’t you think?”

The laughter was louder this time, genuine and cruel. Max let out a low whistle. Alex shook his head, grinning.

“Perfect,” Sophie said, her tone leaving no room for debate. “Daniel. Put it on. Now.”

The command shattered his paralysis. He looked up, finally meeting Sophie’s eyes. They held no warmth, only a flat, expectant challenge. His mouth opened, but no sound came out. He saw Hannah, his colleague, watching from the armchair. Her expression was unreadable, but she wasn’t intervening. She was just… observing.

Slowly, trembling violently, Daniel pushed himself to his feet. The movement made his erection sway. He felt every pair of eyes tracking it. He took the two steps toward Chloe, his hand outstretched. His fingers brushed hers as he took the flimsy garment. The lace felt insubstantial, like holding a spiderweb.

“Well? We’re waiting,” Sophie prompted, tapping a fingernail against her wine glass.

Turning his back to them offered no privacy; they could all see the tense line of his shoulders, the clench of his reddened buttocks. Bending over to step into the thong was an agony of exposure. He managed to get his feet through the leg holes and pulled the scrap up. The front panel did nothing to conceal him; his hard dick strained against the sheer red lace, the head poking prominently over the top elastic. The back string dug deep into the cleft of his ass, a constant, humiliating reminder. The waistband sat low on his hips. He felt more naked than before.

“Oh, that’s much better,” Chloe cooed, walking a slow circle around him. “See? Now you look… useful.” Her hand suddenly came down in a sharp, stinging slap on his right buttock.

SMACK.

The sound was shockingly loud. Daniel cried out, more from surprise than pain, though the pain was immediate and hot. The lace did nothing to cushion the blow.

“A little more colour for your cheeks to match your outfit,” Sophie said mildly. “Consider it part of your orientation.”

Chloe spanked the other side, harder. SMACK. Daniel’s knees buckled. A wave of something dark and hot flooded his groin, shame, yes, but beneath it, a pulsing, unwelcome thrill. His cock, trapped in the lace, twitched.

“There,” Chloe said, satisfied. “Now it’s crimson. Lovely.”

The evening resumed around him. Sophie, Chloe, Hannah, Alex, and Max settled back into the couches, drinks refreshed, conversation flowing about work, about mutual friends, about a new restaurant. It was relaxed, social. And he was part of the furniture. A serving piece.

“Daniel, my glass is empty,” Sophie said, not even looking at him.

He jumped to obey, padding on bare feet to the kitchen, hyper-aware of the tiny red patch covering him, of the way the lace rubbed with every step, of the bright, hot sting on his ass. He fetched the bottle of white wine from the fridge. As he poured for Sophie, his hand shook, making the bottle clink against the rim.

“Steady, Danny,” Max chuckled. “Wouldn’t want you to spill.”

He finished and stepped back, awaiting the next command. He was given a bowl of nuts to place on the coffee table. As he leaned over, he knew they were all staring at the red lace disappearing between his reddened buttocks. He heard a whispered comment, a suppressed giggle. The humiliation wasn’t a sudden shock anymore; it was the atmosphere. It was the air he breathed.

The doorbell rang, a harsh electronic chime that made Daniel jump.

“Pizza’s here!” Alex said.

Sophie’s eyes found Daniel’s. They glittered. “Daniel. You’ll get it. And you’ll answer it just as you are.”

The world tilted. “Sophie, please,” he finally rasped, his voice raw.

“Now,” she said, the word a whip-crack.

Numb, he turned and walked to the front door. The hallway seemed miles long. Each step was a nightmare. He could feel the cool draft from under the door. He could see the shadow of someone on the other side of the frosted glass.

He took a deep, shuddering breath, turned the knob, and pulled the door open.

A young guy, probably his own age, stood there holding two large pizza boxes. He had a bored, tired expression that instantly vanished, replaced by wide-eyed shock. His gaze travelled down Daniel’s body, sticking on the sheer red thong, the obvious small erection distorting the lace, then down to the vividly spanked, crimson backs of his thighs.

Daniel’s mind scrabbled for a lifeline. “I’m… I’m doing a dare,” he blurted, the lie feeble and transparent.

The pizza guy’s mouth quirked into a slow, knowing smirk. He didn’t say a word. He just held out the boxes.

Daniel took them, the warmth of the cardboard absurd against his chest. As he turned to carry them inside, he knew the man’s eyes were locked on his retreating form, on the full, humiliating view of his red, marked ass.

“Daniel!” Chloe’s voice sang out from the living room. “We have a tip for him! In my purse, by the door. A five. Bring it out.”

Frozen in the hallway, boxes in hand, Daniel wanted to die. He put the pizzas down on the console table, his movements robotic. He found the crumpled five-pound note in Chloe’s bag. He had to go back. He had to present himself again.

He walked back to the open door; the note pinched between his fingers. The pizza guy was still there, leaning against the doorjamb now, his smirk firmly in place. He took the money, his fingers brushing Daniel’s.

“Enjoy your… dare, mate,” the guy said, the sarcasm thick.

Daniel closed the door and leaned his forehead against the cool wood, a choked sound escaping his throat.

When he returned to the living room, the pizzas were being distributed. He stood uselessly by the kitchen archway, his uniform of shame on full display. Sophie patted the empty space on the floor by her feet.

“Come here, Daniel. Sit.”

He obeyed, sinking to his knees again on the hard floor beside her. She reached out and, to his shock, gently ruffled his hair. It wasn’t a kind gesture. It was proprietorial. Infantilizing.

“You did so well getting the door,” she said, her voice syrupy with false praise. “Such a good boy for not making a fuss. See? You just needed to learn how to be obedient.”


Chapter Eleven: The Wind-Down

The evening carried on but a little quieter now as the party wined down. The music was turned down, the conversation grew looser, and everyone sank into the comfort of food and drink. Daniel was still made to fetch and carry, the red thong riding up with every trip from the kitchen, Chloe and Sophie exchanging little smirks whenever he passed.

Gradually, the group began to break apart. Hannah was the first to leave, slipping her jacket over her shoulders with a satisfied smile. She thanked Chloe and Sophie warmly, calling it “a fantastically entertaining evening,” before turning her attention to Daniel. Stepping close, she reached down and gave his small, rock-hard dick a firm squeeze through the red thong, making him gasp. “Work is going to be so much more fun after tonight,” she whispered, planting a quick kiss on his burning cheek. Then, with wicked deliberation, she slid her hand around to his backside and gave one of his raw, red cheeks a hard squeeze, leaving him wincing as a final reminder of the night’s humiliation and his coming week with her at work. Only then did she straighten, smile sweetly, and head for the door.

Turning back to the living room, Daniel froze. Chloe was perched on Max’s lap on the sofa, her arm draped around his shoulders, while Sophie had slid herself onto Alex’s lap in the big armchair, laughing softly at something he’d whispered. Chloe raised her glass with a wicked grin. “Sissy-boy, get that cheeky little butt of yours moving and refill our drinks.” The two women giggled and flirted shamelessly with the men, stealing kisses and the occasional long, hungry snog, while Daniel shuffled between them in the bright red thong. His dick throbbed pathetically, leaking enough to dampen the thin fabric at the front, the wet patch spreading with every step as he poured wine and tried to keep his hands from shaking. “

The night had worn on, the wine glasses half-empty, the laughter softer now, though no less cruel. Chloe finally set her glass down and stretched with a feline grace.

“I think it’s time for bed,” she said lightly, glancing first at Sophie, then at Alex and Max. Her smile widened as her eyes flicked to Daniel, still standing awkwardly in the middle of the room, his hard cock straining damply against the red thong.

Sophie arched a brow. “Mm, you’re right. We should all get some rest.”

But Sophie wasn’t finished. “Actually,” she said sweetly, “why don’t you and Alex stay here, on the sofa? It’s big enough. Max and I will take the bed.” She leaned down to press a kiss to Max’s cheek, settling herself on his lap again as if the decision had already been made.

Daniel swallowed hard, his pulse quickening. He knew whatever was coming, it wouldn’t include him.

“And as for you…” Chloe’s gaze landed on him, sharp and merciless. “You can sleep on the floor. At the foot of the bed.”

Daniel blinked. “The floor?”

“Yes,” Chloe purred. “Right there. Curled up like the little loser you are.” She tilted her head, her voice deliberately louder now, so Sophie and Alex could hear. “Who knows, if you’re quiet, you might even get to hear what it’s like when a woman is fucked by a real man.”

The words hit him like a slap, his face blazing scarlet. Sophie laughed outright, nudging Alex as she sank back onto the sofa beside him. And no making any noise waking your little dick, I want you rock hard when you wake tomorrow morning, knowing that this would make it even harder for the poor man to sleep.

“Sounds fair to me,” Sophie said. “Loser’s privilege.”

Sophie stood and stepped to Daniel.

She stepped in close, close enough that he could smell her perfume, feel the warmth radiating from her. Her lips brushed his cheek in a lingering kiss, and at the same time her hand dropped to his front, wrapping firmly around his desperately hard shaft through the stretched red thong.

Daniel’s breath caught, his knees almost buckling.

Chloe squeezed just enough to make him whimper under his breath. “You can keep the panties,” she said, her voice low but pitched so Sophie, Max and Alex could hear every word. “I think they suit you more than me. And…” she gave a slow, deliberate squeeze, “…you’ve made a nasty wet patch at the front.”

Max stood and stretched, Chloe sliding her arm around his waist as she led the way toward the bedroom. At the door, she paused, turning her head to smirk at Daniel. “You won’t keep us awake with your snivelling. We’ll be making enough noise on our own.”

With that, she tugged Max inside and shut the door firmly behind them.

“I’m taking Max to bed,” she said matter-of-factly. “His cock is thick and long, and it makes me cum hard.” She let the words hang for a moment, watching the colour rise Daniel’s face. “You can stay. Sleep under that blanket. And in the morning, you’ll make us tea. You don’t need to knock when you bring it in for us, I don’t care if you see us fucking.”

With that, she turned and took Max’s hand, leading him toward her bedroom without a backward glance.

Daniel was left standing barefoot on the rug, the thong biting between his cheeks, his dick aching uselessly. Sophie was already pulling Alex down onto the sofa, their lips meeting hungrily. She broke away just long enough to call across the room:

“Blanket is in the corner. Make yourself comfortable down there.”

The sound of her laugh was the last thing he heard before she turned back to Alex, their bodies already tangling as Daniel picked up the folded blanket and lowered himself to the floor. Curled in the corner of the living room he could already hear the faint creak of the mattress and Chloe’s breathless laughter carrying through the wall, he realised he had never felt smaller.


Epilogue

Daniel had eventually managed a little sleep, though it came fitfully after hours of listening to Chloe and Max through the thin wall. He’d heard every gasp, every moan, every shuddering cry as she reached a full, unrestrained orgasm — the kind of pleasure he had never given any girl. It cut him deeper than the spankings, deeper than the laughter. He’d tossed and turned on the floor, haunted by dreams of their mocking faces, until exhaustion finally claimed him.

When he woke, the room was quiet, pale morning light spilling through the curtains. His dick was still painfully hard, his balls aching from the denial, every shift of his body a reminder of the little red thong biting between his cheeks. He dragged himself up, found the kettle, and prepared tea as ordered.

Still only in the thong, he carried the first tray to the living room. Sophie sat curled up on the sofa with Alex, both bleary-eyed but clearly satisfied. At the sight of him, she laughed immediately, eyes flicking down to where his stiff little dick strained against the damp patch at the front of the thong.

“Pathetic,” she muttered, shaking her head. “Still hard, and you couldn’t even think to put clothes on? What a loser.”

He turned red, mumbled something incoherent, and set the tea down.

Then came the second tray. He pushed open the bedroom door and froze.

Chloe was astride Max in the centre of the bed, her golden hair tumbling down her back, her round ass rising and falling in a steady rhythm. Max’s thick cock sliding in and out of her tight, dripping pussy, each thrust making her gasp and whimper with delight. The sight rooted Daniel to the spot, his heart pounding, his dick twitching miserably in the thong.

Chloe looked back over her shoulder, her expression a mixture of heat and mockery. “Don’t worry, sissy-boy. Just put the tea down there.” Her body jolted as Max slammed deep inside her, her breath catching before she laughed. “Then get dressed and fuck off home.”

Daniel set the tray down with trembling hands, the sound of her pleasure still echoing in his ears as he retreated from the room.

An hour later he was on the bus, staring out the window as the city rolled past, his reflection pale and hollow in the glass. His dick had finally softened, leaving him with nothing but the ache in his balls and the deeper ache in his chest.

He thought of Sophie, and of Chloe. He thought of Hannah waiting at the office on Monday. Of everything they had seen, everything they had done to him. His mind circled first back to Sophie, the sharp, sultry brunette who had once given him a chance. She’d let him into her bed, let him try, and he had failed her utterly. One disappointing night was all it had taken for her to mark him as a loser, and now every slap, every sneer, every cruel twist of the poker night was his punishment for not measuring up. Then came Chloe, dazzling, golden, the kind of woman he’d once fantasised about endlessly. Now he knew the truth: not only did he have zero chance with her, but she had been an eager conspirator in breaking him down, laughing at his size, forcing him into her panties, kissing him with another man’s release still on her lips. And finally, his thoughts sank to Hannah. Sweet, friendly Hannah from the office, until she’d seen him stripped, dripping, begging, and bent across her lap. She now held more over him than anyone, and Monday morning he would have to face her smile, knowing she carried the memory of his humiliation into every glance, every word, every day at work.

And as the bus rattled on, a darker truth settled over him, he would never look at women the same way again, because every glance, every smile, would remind him of how Sophie, Chloe, and Hannah had stripped him bare and reduced him to nothing. With the thought of his humiliation at the hands of the three beautiful women, his dick stirred back to its painful hardness, and he knew then that forever his place would be to serve as the object of others’ laughter, to be humiliated and used for their amusement.




Book Two Teaser

?? Continue the series with Book Two of The Loser’s Hand: Office Forfeit

And the poker night was only the beginning.

Monday morning, Daniel will have to walk into the office and face Hannah, his colleague, his tormentor, the woman who spanked his bare ass until he dripped with shame. She knows his secret now. She’s seen everything. And she’s not about to let him forget it.

What begins with sly comments and knowing looks soon becomes something far worse: Hannah bringing his humiliation into the workplace, where every mistake could mean trousers down, every slip-up another forfeit, and every meeting another chance to expose him further.

Daniel thought one night with Sophie and Chloe had ruined him. But the office will prove that his real punishment is only just starting…

Daniel thought the humiliation ended when the poker night was over.
He was wrong.

On Monday morning, he has to walk back into the office and face Hannah, his colleague, who knows everything. She saw him stripped of dignity, stripped bare. She had seen the size of his small slender dick. She had seen him humiliated and forced to wear a woman’s little thong. Watched him fail, and punished him when he lost. Now she carries that knowledge into the workplace, behind polite smiles and casual conversations.

At first, it’s subtle. A look held too long. A quiet reminder of what she’s seen.
Then the rules begin to change.

Mistakes come with consequences. Power shifts behind closed doors. And Daniel learns that losing control at work can be far more dangerous than losing at cards.

Because in the office, everyone is watching.
And this time, there’s no table to hide behind.
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