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​INTRODUCTION
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This is a collection of stories for the ones who get hard when they’re laughed at.

For the ones who know they’ll never measure up—and ache anyway.

Those who can't help but crave the sting of truth, even when it hurts.

No praise. No mercy. Just the cold truth, told over and over.

​​​​​​​You knew what you were doing when you opened this.

And deep down, you know you belong here.
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​A BRUTAL COMPARISON
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“Stand straight.”

Your eyes flick up at me, confused for a second—

like you don’t already know where this is going.

But you obey. Of course you do.

You stand up, legs trembling,

that pathetic little thing between them twitching with embarrassment.

I don’t even acknowledge it.

Not yet.

I take my time.

You’re already growing pathetically hard from the attention.

I smile a little—

It’s always like this. The smaller it is, the more desperate it gets.

Like it knows it has something to prove.

It never does.

I walk across the room.

Open the drawer.

Take out the measuring tape with the same casual precision I’d use folding laundry.

Like it’s a chore.

Like it’s not even worth excitement.

And then I return.

I sit beside you, legs crossed, tape in hand—and finally look at it.

At you. At that sad little excuse for a cock, standing there like it thinks it’s something worth measuring.

I don’t speak.

You flinch.

“You’ve always wondered, haven’t you?” I murmur, unrolling the tape slowly between my fingers. “How you compare. What you’re up against.”

Your cock twitches again, as if protesting. As if hoping.

I smile wider.

“Let’s find out.”

I pat my thigh. “Kneel.”

You drop quickly. Eager. Nervous. I let the silence stretch as I lean forward and take your cock in two fingers.

Barely anything to hold.

I place the tape beside it and slide the edge to your base.

I let it stretch upward, the numbers rising in silent judgment.

And then I laugh.

“Hm.”

My tone is casual. Clinical.  Like I’m measuring furniture—not flesh.

The tape reads the number. I say it out loud.

“Four inches.”

You freeze.

I say it again, slower.

“Four. Inches.”

The silence wraps around you like rope.

“Hard.”

I lean back. Your cock jerks again, leaking now.

Of course it is. You’re humiliated, which means you're aroused.

That’s always been the problem, hasn't it?

It continues twitching under my gaze—your cock, desperate to be acknowledged touched, irrelevant—

but I move right past it.

“Now,” I say softly, “let’s see what real looks like.”

I reach under the bed.

The box clicks open.

And you know what’s coming.

I lift the dildo out slowly— long, heavy, slick black silicone catching the light like a threat.

You swallow hard.

Your cock shrinks.

I smile.

I hold the base in one hand, the tape in the other,nand measure from tip to base.

My eyebrows lift.

“Ten and a half.”

I didn’t need the tape.

I’ve measured it before.

I know what it is.

You do too.

I don’t need to say anything else, really.

But I do.

I want to.

“That’s over twice your size.

Nearly three of you... and still not enough...

Look at it.”

You do.

“Now look at yourself.”

I lean forward, eyes sharp.

“If you were me...

who would you choose?”

I hold it next to you—lay it right along your shaft so you can see how far it extends past you.

The contrast is devastating.

“Hold it there,” I tell you.

You try not to look.

But you do.

It sits heavy in your hands, hanging beside your tiny dick.

I don’t need to mock.

I just let the silence stretch while you kneel there, visibly smaller in every possible way.

“Really look at the difference,” I whisper.

“Over double the length.

Triple the thickness.

Weight. Girth.

The kind of size that stretches.”

“You don’t stretch anything, do you?”

You don’t answer.

You can’t.

You're too humiliated to speak.

Your little cock twitches pathetically

beside the thick, heavy length

that actually satisfies me.

That fills me.

I stand up, leaving you kneeling there—pathetic, dripping, already destroyed by numbers. But you haven’t really seen the whole truth yet.

Not the full picture.

Not until now.

“Stay.”

You don’t dare move.

I walk again to the drawer and pull it open.

One by one, I start laying out the toys across the bed.

Not slowly, not dramatically—just efficiently.

Like I’m preparing tools for a task.

Which, in a way, I am.

You watch, eyes wide, as they appear.

Line by line.


-  The smallest plug.

-  Then the next one—wider, firmer.

-  A thick, pink dildo that vibrates.

-  My favourite—the heavy glass one, curved just right.

-  Then I take the 10-incher from your hands and lay it out last.






Finally... I turn to you.

Your tiny, twitching cock stands like an afterthought.  Not part of the collection.

Not belonging.

I walk over and guide you by the chin.

“Come here.”

You crawl—pathetic, eager—until you're kneeling beside the bed.

I point.

“Let’s look at this properly.”

I line them up. Smallest to largest.

Colour, length, girth—

all different.

All bigger than you.

I grab the smallest one, a tiny butt plug, and hold that against you in comparison.

The shame in your face says it all.

“You’re not even the warm-up.”

I point to the little pink plug.

“This goes in without lube.

No resistance. No stretch.

Just slides right in like nothing.”

Then to the next one.

“This one makes me sigh.”

Then the curved glass.

“This one makes me moan.”

Finally, I point to the big boy—long, thick, bold.

“This one makes me scream.”

You?

You couldn’t make a sound come out of me.

Not one worth remembering.

You're not worth the time of day.

You stay kneeling.

Still.

Silent.

Cock twitching with humiliation beside the line-up of toys you don’t measure up to— never have, never will.

I don’t need to look at you again.

I just turn toward the bed, smooth the sheets, and sit back.

“You can go now.”

My voice is calm. Final.

No venom, no mockery.

Just... the truth.

You don’t move.

“You’ve seen it all. You know now.

I don’t need you here.
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