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This story contains explicit sexual content intended for adult readers. Themes include pegging, oral submission, power exchange, orgasm control, and emotional degradation within a consensual BDSM dynamic. All acts depicted are between consenting adults.

Please be advised this material may not be suitable for all readers.

I watched you hesitate at the door. Just for a second—just long enough for me to see the flicker of nerves before you stepped inside.

Good. That means you saw them.

I let the silence stretch—made you feel it. I could hear your breath change. I could almost *hear* your little ego crumple as you scanned the lineup in disbelief, one by one. Silicone gleaming in the soft lamp light. I'd laid them as a tasting menu: glossy, intimidating, unapologetic. Lined up in ascending order, each one a deliberate insult to your ego. Some curved, some thick, one black and gleaming with a suction base. The harness sat folded neatly beside them like a formality.

I wanted your knees to wobble. I wanted your stomach to sink.

And from the look on your face, it worked.

"Shut the door," I said, finally. Calm. Cold. "And come here. Slowly."

You obeyed, of course. Shuffling across the room, already hard—of *course* you were—and already embarrassed by it. 

I’d positioned the biggest toy right in the centre. You know the one—the one with the veiny silicone shaft, the lifelike head, the kind of girth I couldn't even wrap your hand around without struggling. Hefty enough that even I needed a warm-up before using it. And you were thinking about how it compared to yours, weren’t you?

I didn’t say anything right away. I just watched you look.

“You thought I’d bring something small?” I asked, finally. My voice low, calm, just enough edge to make you stand up straighter. “Or were you hoping this wasn’t what tonight was about?”

I crossed the room slowly, the sound of my boots muffled by the hotel carpet. I didn’t stop until I was right in front of you. Close enough to feel how tense you’d gone. Close enough to see that you were already hard.
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