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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.
"Get on your knees."

My voice is low but sharp—enough to make you freeze where you are, halfway between shame and need. You already know where I’m standing. Right behind you, just out of reach, watching you through the tall mirror that fills the wall in front of us. You kneel slowly, as told, the carpet pressing into your bare knees, eyes flicking up to meet your own reflection.

You look ridiculous.

Small. Helpless. Desperate.

Your cock is twitching, but it’s barely there. More like a flaw in the smooth line of your body than something to be proud of. And I can see the way your stomach tightens when you look down at it, then back up at me. I haven't even touched you, and you’re already dripping.

“Look at yourself,” I murmur.

You do. That alone makes you squirm.

I step closer, into your frame in the mirror. Bare legs. Strap on. Black, thick, glossy under the light. Hanging from my hips like it belongs there—because it does. Long, heavy, real. It doesn’t bounce like yours does. It doesn’t shrink when I speak. It owns the space between my thighs.

Your eyes drop instantly.

I smirk.

“You see it, don’t you?” I say softly, walking in slow, quiet circles around you so you’re forced to watch me move in the reflection. See how my heavy cock sways between my legs. “What you’re not. What you’ll never be.”

I stop behind you and nudge your legs further apart with my foot, then lean forward, letting the tip of the strap graze your cheek.

“You’re not a man. You’re a mouth.”

You gasp—not in protest, but in arousal—and I can see the way your whole body reacts. I press the head of it lightly to your lips. You shudder. And then I reach forward and grab a handful of your hair, pulling your head up to your reflection so you’re forced to stare at yourself again.

“Open.”

Your mouth parts, obedient, wide. The mirror doesn’t lie. You look pathetic—mouth wide open, tongue twitching, waiting for mine. You’ve never looked more desperate.

I guide the tip of the strap into your mouth.

Slowly.

Carefully.

Making sure you can see the weight of it. The stretch. The way your jaw fights to open wider. I don’t stop until your lips are tight around the shaft, just the way I like it.

“Look how small you are compared to this,” I whisper. “That isn’t just in your head. That’s reality.”

You blink fast, humiliated. But you take it. Inch by inch. And I keep my hand in your hair, eyes fixed on the mirror.

“Watch yourself. Watch your lips stretch around what I deserve. Look how much more this fills a mouth than your own ever could manage.”

Your little cock is twitching again, helpless and untouched, dripping down your thigh.

“You’re not built to give pleasure. You’re built to serve it.”

I press a little deeper. You gag softly.

And I smile.

“That's it. Take what you could never give.”

And so you take it. Eyes wide, mouth stretched around the thick shaft as I hold your hair in a firm, steady grip. Your lips tremble. Your jaw aches. Your throat fights not to choke, and I can feel the tension building in your body as I push just a little deeper.

You try to breathe through your nose. Try to hold still. But it’s overwhelming. Gagging you.

I see the tears first.

Your eyes start to water, lashes glistening, and your reflection blurs slightly—just enough for you to catch that glimpse of yourself. Lips wide. Face flushed. Your cock untouched and twitching like some needy little afterthought.

“You look pathetic,” I whisper, not with cruelty, just brutal honesty. You look at yourself in the mirror and confirm my sentiment.

“Your eyes are watering and I haven’t even given you half.” 

You whimper around the shaft, throat pulsing against the pressure. I slide it back just a bit to let you breathe, then push in again slowly—steady, stretching, deeper. Your mouth is doing its best, but it’s obvious. You’re not built for this. You gag again, and I feel it vibrate through the strap.

Your eyes flick back to the mirror—and now the tears are really falling.

“You see that?” I murmur, watching your broken little expression reflected back. “That’s what submission looks like. Face wet, jaw aching, cock ignored. And you love it.”

You moan softly, desperate and ashamed. The slick sounds echo as I thrust again—just enough to remind you what you were made for. You choke as it hits the back of your throat, causing the tears to stream freely now. They mix with drool pooling at the corners of your mouth.

“You’ve never made me cry from pleasure,” I whisper. “But look at you now. Crying just to take what I deserve.”

And still—your useless cock bobs in the air. Begging. Forgotten.

I pull the strap back slowly, letting it slide wetly from your lips. Your mouth hangs open, saliva stringing from your lips to my tip. Your chest heaves, and your eyes—red, wet, wrecked—meet mine again in the glass.

I smile.

“Don’t worry. You can take it deeper. I’ll make sure of that.”

The next time I push the strap into your mouth, I don’t go slow.

I slide it in hard and deep, one hand on the back of your head, the other gripping my hip for leverage as I press forward—and this time, I don’t stop when I hear that first wet gag.

The sound is thick. Desperate. Raw.

Your throat tightens around my shaft, your body jerking just slightly, but you don’t pull away. You can’t. You’re too far gone now—rock hard, precum dripping onto the floor, while your mouth gets filled like it’s the only thing you’re good for.

I pull back just enough to let you breathe—and then slide back in, deeper this time, until your nose is brushing my skin.

That sound again.

That gag—wet, involuntary, broken in your throat.

It echoes in the room like proof. The slick, helpless choke. The soft spluttering as your eyes squeeze shut and more tears spill down your cheeks. Your chest heaves. Drool leaks from the corners of your mouth and slides down your chin.

I grip your hair, angle your head, and fuck your throat in short, shallow thrusts—just enough to keep that gag bubbling up, just enough to remind you of how deep real size goes. How helpless it makes you.

And I watch.

In the mirror.

Your face is wrecked—lips swollen, jaw trembling, nose flushed. Tears, spit, shame. Your cock is leaking onto the floor now, untouched, forgotten, twitching in time with every sound you make.

And me?

I don’t even flinch.

“Listen to you,” I murmur through a smirk, voice low and sweet. “That’s the sound of your mouth finally being useful.”

Another thrust. Another wet, ruined gag.

“You sound like a toy.”

And in the mirror?

You look like one too.

You don’t even resist anymore.

Your hands are limp at your sides, knees spread wide, mouth wide open like it’s what you were born for. Your eyes are soaked—blinking fast, lashes clinging with tears—but you hold still. Because you know what’s expected of you. What your role is. To take it like a slut.

I curl my fingers tighter in your hair.

“Open wider,” I murmur, dragging the strap down your tongue again, coating it in spit. “I want to hear it.”

A choked gag bubbles up, loud and desperate.

Yes.

That’s the sound.

I don't stop. I don’t pause to check on you. I grip your hair and start to thrust—controlled, deeper, harder, sharper. My hips smack forward. The cock disappears between your lips again and again, thick and glossy with drool. Your throat gurgles.

You are gagging loud, wet, sloppy.

And it’s perfect.

“That’s it,” I whisper, panting softly with the effort. “Let it all out. Cry, gag, drool. I want the mirror fogged up from your breath.”

And it is.

The glass is streaked now—splattered with little flecks of spit, fogging from your desperate exhales as I push your mouth past its limit. You’re a mess. Face flushed, tears spilling, throat wrung out around the base. Your hands twitch like you don’t
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