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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.

Pathetic.

I let my fingers drift down the front of your trousers. You twitched under the touch, so desperate to believe that little bulge meant something. 

“You really think this”—I cupped you, let the tips of my fingers press in just enough to feel the outline—“is what I brought you here for?”

You swallowed. 

"Clothes off," I said coldly. "Slowly. Face me."

You hesitated only a second. Then off came your shirt, your trousers, your socks. The little delay before your boxers came down—like you were still hesitating, still clinging to the illusion that I might not humiliate you again tonight.

"Wow," I murmured. Not a compliment.

You tried to cover it. I didn’t let you.

"Hands at your sides. Don’t be rude." My smile was still sweet. Like this wasn’t even about sex. Like this was an interview, and you were *already failing*. "You knew what kind of night this was going to be, didn’t you?"

Your cock twitched, poor thing. It really tried. But even hard, even at full strain, it looked... *pathetic*. Not impressive. Not threatening. Just a sad little attempt, standing at attention while I looked past it.

I continued. "You’re going to take one of them. But first... you’re going to take your time looking at them."

I moved behind you and placed a hand on your lower back. You flinched at the contact, already strung tight with nerves.

Your eyes passed over the row, taking them all in.

"Tell me you want the big one." I whispered.

"I want the big one." you choked. 

I picked up the harness. Let it dangle from my fingers like something casual. “While I put this on,” I said. “you’re going to kneel.”

You were already starting to drop before I finished speaking.

*Good boy.*

I took my time buckling the harness.

You were on your knees now—just where I wanted you. Facing the bed, arms limp at your sides, like a toy waiting to be used. I watched the way your back rose and fell with each breath, the tension in your thighs. You were trying to be brave, trying to steel yourself for it. But I knew better. I knew your brain was screaming.

The one *you’d* chosen—my biggest—was locked into place. It jutted proudly out in front of me, slick and heavy, swinging slightly as I adjusted the straps around my hips. I could see you watching it out of the corner of your eye. I could *feel* your doubt.

“Eyes up,” I said softly.

You obeyed. Of course you did. But the second your gaze landed on the cock, your jaw tensed. The girth alone was more than your mouth could handle. The head was heavy, realistic, blunt. Eight inches, curved slightly, thick veins running down the sides like a cock built to wreck someone.

"Tell me what you’re thinking," I said, tightening the last buckle. The click was loud, intentional. Final.

You didn’t answer right away.

"Say it."

"I don’t think I can take it," you whispered.

I smiled. "That’s not your choice to make, sweetheart."

I walked slowly toward you, the weight of the strap making each step deliberate. You stayed frozen, head bowed. I stepped behind you and ran my hand up your back, dragging my nails lightly over your skin. You shivered.

"You’re not here to take *what you want*," I murmured. "You’re here to take *what I give you.*"

I let the tip of the toy brush against your cheek. You flinched. It was there, just hanging, teasing, reminding you of how impossibly *big* it was. I traced the ridge of it along the outline of your lips. Not pushing. Not yet.

"And I want *you* to feel it," I said. "Every single inch you *could never give me.*"

You made a sound—half breath, half whimper—and shifted your weight. I slapped your cheek lightly.

"Don’t move. Not unless I say."

You nodded. Silently. Obedient.

Good boy.

“Before I fuck you,” I said, adjusting a final buckle, “you’re going to show me what that mouth is worth.”

You swallowed. I saw the twitch in your throat. Already nervous. Already doubting yourself.

And good. You *should* have been.

Because it wasn’t for you. It wasn’t made with you in mind. This was a cock that demanded stretch, submission, discipline.

And all you had was a pretty mouth and a *desperate* need to please me.

“You’re going to take it like a good little throat toy,” I murmured, cupping your cheek. “And if you gag, you’ll say thank you.”

Your lips parted on instinct.

So eager yet so unprepared.

I didn’t push—not yet. I let you hold it there, just the head, feeling the weight of it pressing at your mouth. You looked up at me, eyes wide, uncertain. I smiled and brushed my thumb across your cheek.

“Go on,” I whispered. “Wrap your lips around it. Let me see how much of me you can swallow.”

You obeyed. Slowly. Your mouth stretched open, lips dragging over the head. It slid past your teeth with effort. I felt the resistance—the tight seal of your lips trembling around the crown.

Your first sound was a choked hum. You were already struggling, and I hadn’t even moved yet.

“Not even halfway,” I said gently. “That’s barely the tip. What are you whining for?”

You whimpered around it.

I laced my fingers into your hair and held you there. Not forcing—just *reminding* you who was in control. You could pull back if you wanted... but we both knew you wouldn’t.

You looked so small from up here. On your knees, choking on the toy I'd strapped on without a thought. Something *too big for you*—yet I expected you to serve it anyway.

“Don’t use your hands,” I said, voice low. “Just your mouth. Like the useless little thing you are.”

You moaned—pathetically—and tried to inch forward.

I let you.

You managed another half inch. Maybe. Your jaw was already trembling, drool beginning to wet the corners of your mouth.

“God, look at you,” I breathed. “Struggling already? We’re not even close.”

You gagged then. The first real one. Your body convulsed, trying to back away—but my grip tightened.

“Ah ah. Don’t *dare* pull off.”

You whimpered again, tears already pricking at your eyes.

I stroked your hair, almost affectionately.

“That’s it,” I whispered. “Open wider. Give up your throat.”

You pushed further. Your lips reached the midpoint. You choked again—louder this time—and I held you there, letting the sound vibrate through the shaft. Your whole body shuddered. I watched your own cock jerk in the air, no hands, just the humiliation of being used like this.

“I want your spit on it,” I said. “I want it shiny when I fuck you later, dripping with evidence of how hard you *tried* to serve.”

You moaned again, sloppier now. Drool ran down your chin, thick strings of it sliding down onto your chest. I rocked my hips forward gently—just an inch—and you *panicked*. Gagging loud. A wet, awful sound. Beautiful.

But you didn’t pull back.

You *took* it.

“You’re such a good boy,” I murmured. “Trying so hard to please me. Choking on something you *know* you can’t handle.”

Your eyes were watering properly now. Mascara would’ve been running, if I’d let you wear it. Your cheeks flushed deep red, your throat twitching against the intrusion.

And still—you kept going. Lips stretched wide. Sobbing around it.

“Do you even know what you look like right now?” I asked. “Mouth ruined. Chin soaked. And your cock—look at it. Hard. Straining.”

I pulled back slightly, letting you gasp for breath. You coughed, drooled, tried to steady yourself. Strings of spit still connected your lips to the head. Your whole body swayed with the effort of keeping yourself up.

“You want a break?” I asked sweetly. “You want mercy?”

You nodded.

I slapped your cheek—lightly, but firm. Your eyes widened.

“Too bad.”

And I shoved it in again.

You gagged immediately, trying to brace, but I didn’t stop this time. I fed you inch after inch, my hips pushing forward with slow, relentless force.

Until your nose pressed to the base.

Buried.

Held.

You choked *loudly*, violently, a sound of absolute surrender.

And I *loved* it.

I kept you there for five full seconds. Counted them out loud.

“One... two... three...”

You squirmed.

“Four...”

Your hands trembled at your sides.

“...five.”

I pulled back. You gasped, coughing uncontrollably, drool flying from your lips, eyes wild and wet and *broken*.

“Good boy,” I whispered. “Now clean it off. All of it.”

You obeyed.

Licking the shaft with your tongue, lips dragging over the mess you’d made. You whimpered with every movement. No strength left. Just obedience. Just the humiliation of having your mouth stretched and flooded by something you’d never deserve to own.

Your eyes took in the cock, slick. Glistening. Still warm from your throat.

“Now,” I said, brushing your hair back from your face, “turn around.”

You blinked up at me. Dazed.

I smiled.

“Because if you think *that* was big... just wait until you feel it in your ass.”

“Crawl forward,” I said, nodding to the bed.

You hesitated for half a breath—but you moved. Of course you did.

I watched you move, slow and docile, until you were kneeling at the edge of the bed, chest and forearms bent over the mattress, arse up in the air like a pathetic
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