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This story contains explicit sexual content centered on verbal humiliation, psychological domination, and size-based degradation within a consensual erotic humiliation dynamic. Themes include femdom, SPH (small penis humiliation), emotional denial, and comparison to sex toys; with recurring emphasis on inadequacy, powerlessness, and unreciprocated pleasure.

All characters are consenting adults engaged in a pre-negotiated kink scenario. This story is intended for readers who willingly engage with erotic humiliation fantasies and may be triggering or uncomfortable for those outside that context.

You’re standing there, exactly where I told you to be. Naked, a little flushed, already fidgeting with nothing to hide behind. I don’t say anything at first—I just let you feel the weight of my gaze. The silence. The comparison already forming in your head before I even say a word.

I take my time.

The 10" dildo sits in my hands like it belongs there. You’re already staring at it knowing it’s something you’ll never measure up to. And I see that twitch of shame and desire in your eyes. You want to look away, but you don’t. You can’t.

I step closer. Hold it up.

“This,” I say, letting it sway just a little, “is what I use when I want to feel something real.”

I look at you then. Really look, your tiny cock between your legs. And I don’t hide the smirk.

“And you think that is supposed to satisfy someone like me?”

You’re already hard, of course. Pathetically. Achingly. Like the shame only feeds you. Like every word I say tightens the grip you wish I’d give you. But I don’t touch. I just watch. And wait. And let the heat of your embarrassment soak in.
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