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Chapter 1 Initiation - The First Surrender
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Ethan’s heart pounded in his chest as he tugged reflexively at the silk scarves binding his wrists to the headboard. He wasn’t going anywhere. The soft fabric held him firmly-just shy of painful-and that slight pressure only heightened the unreality of the situation. He had fantasized about surrendering control to his wife like this, but the reality was far more intense than any dream. His wife, Lily, stood at the foot of the bed looking down at him. In the low lamplight, she was a vision of curves wrapped in black lace lingerie - and strapped around her hips was something Ethan never imagined he’d actually see her wear: a black silicone strap-on, protruding from her like an erect, intimidating appendage, ready to claim him.

A mix of fear and dizzy anticipation flooded Ethan’s veins, leaving his mouth dry. Everything was happening so fast it felt surreal. He was naked and bound, utterly vulnerable, and Lily was gazing at him like a predator toying with prey. A shiver rippled through him, unsure if it was from the cool air on his exposed skin or from the way she stared - with a confident hunger that made him feel completely owned. His cheeks burned hot with embarrassment even as his own cock twitched with helpless arousal against his stomach.

“So,” Lily purred at last, breaking the charged silence, “this is what my husband has been hiding from me.” There was a playful lilt to her voice, but Ethan caught an undertone of tension beneath it. She climbed onto the bed with feline grace, crawling on her knees until she was straddling his thighs. The mattress dipped under her weight. Ethan’s breath hitched as the tip of the strap-on grazed his leg. The sight of Lily looming over him, wearing a false cock proud and erect, was almost too much to process. God, this is really happening... His stomach flipped. Shame prickled at his neck, knowing she had discovered his secret desire, but a pulse of desperate excitement throbbed through him as well.

“L-Lily... I-I’m sorry,” Ethan managed to croak. His voice came out rough and strained. He wasn’t sure if he was apologizing for keeping this fetish secret, or for how much he wanted the situation unfolding now - perhaps both. He swallowed hard, forcing himself to meet her eyes. They were dark, lit with an emotion he couldn’t quite read. “I should have told you. I never meant to-”

She pressed a finger to his lips, silencing his babbling. “Hush.” The single soft word stopped him in an instant. That gentle finger then trailed down over his chin and along his chest, leaving a tingling path in its wake. Ethan’s skin was hypersensitive; even that light touch made him shiver. “Do you have any idea what it was like finding those... videos on our computer today?” Lily asked softly. Her tone was calm, almost conversational, but the way her eyes searched his face made Ethan’s stomach churn. This is it, he thought. She knows everything. “At first I was shocked,” Lily continued. “I couldn’t believe my sweet, devoted husband was looking up women with... with strap-ons, fucking men.” The blunt word landed like a slap. Ethan flinched.

He squeezed his eyes shut as heat flooded his face. Hearing it said out loud-what he’d been secretly watching-made him want to shrink into the sheets. He opened his mouth to stammer out an excuse or an apology, but Lily cut him off sharply. “I said hush.” Her voice was more commanding now. She punctuated it by suddenly pinching one of his nipples between her fingers. Not hard enough to truly hurt, but enough to make him yelp and jolt against his bonds. His eyes flew open in shock. Lily’s gaze had transformed; she regarded him with a stern, testing look that sent his pulse hammering. “You’re not exactly in a position to be making excuses, are you?” she said, arching an eyebrow. Her authority in that moment was absolute.

Ethan quickly shook his head, heart thundering. “No... no, ma’am,” he blurted before he could stop himself. The honorific slipped out naturally under the weight of the moment - a word from his private fantasies tumbling free. Lily’s eyebrows rose in surprise, and then a slow smile spread across her lips.

“Ma’am, hmm?” she echoed, a hint of amused delight warming her voice. “I suppose that’s fitting, given the circumstances.” She shifted her hips deliberately, making the silicone shaft bob between them. Ethan couldn’t help but glance down at it - a considerable girth jutted from the harness hugging her hips. The way it swayed when she moved, as if the cock were truly hers, sent a conflicted thrill through him. His throat went dry at the thought of what she intended to do with that thing... what he desperately hoped she would do with it, despite his trepidation.

Lily noticed exactly where his gaze had gone. Slowly, deliberately, she wrapped her fingers around the strap-on’s shaft, drawing his attention back to it. Ethan’s breath hitched. “Is this what you want, Ethan?” she asked. Though playful, her tone carried genuine gravity beneath it. “All those stories and videos you hid from me... was it because you wanted your wife to fuck you with one of these?” Her voice was sultry steel, equal parts accusation and dark promise.

Ethan’s entire body flashed hot at her bluntness. Hearing Lily actually say it-fuck you-made his stomach do a somersault of shame... and desire. He bit his lip hard and tried to look away, cheeks blazing, but Lily’s free hand shot out and gently gripped his chin. She guided his face back up, forcing him to meet her eyes.

“Look at me,” she said firmly. Her tone left no room for disobedience. Ethan’s wide eyes locked with hers, and he felt utterly naked, body and soul. “Be honest. I need to hear it from you,” Lily murmured. She leaned down, her long hair tickling his chest, her face inches from his. Ethan could smell her light perfume mixed with the warm scent of her arousal. “Do you want this? Do you want me to take you with my cock, Ethan?” Her words were slow and deliberate, each one a spark landing on the tinder of his darkest fantasy.

A whimper escaped Ethan’s throat at her claiming phrase my cock. The idea of that cock-her cock-driving into him made his mind swim. His hips twitched upward reflexively, and only then did he realize how achingly hard he was. The conflict inside him was nearly overwhelming: shame at being found out, fear of the unknown... and an aching, gnawing hunger to be utterly claimed by his wife. Lily hovered above him, waiting, unblinking. In her eyes he caught a flicker of uncertainty, even vulnerability-she was risking rejection, taking a leap to fulfill his hidden desire. The realization that she was doing all this for him flooded Ethan with gratitude and love on top of the pounding lust. She needed his answer.

He closed his eyes for a second, drawing a shaky breath. This was it-the point of no return. “Y-yes,” he finally exhaled, so faint it was barely more than a breath.

Lily’s grip on his chin tightened, not painfully but enough to make him focus. “Say it clearly,” she whispered. Her voice was coaxing but relentless. “I need to hear the words, Ethan. No backing out now.”

Ethan’s face burned hotter than ever. His first attempt had been pitiful; she wasn’t going to accept anything less than full surrender. He opened his eyes again, looking up at her beautiful, domineering silhouette. Summoning every ounce of courage, he gave her exactly what she wanted. “I... I want you to p-peg me,” he stammered, and then, finding some resolve, forced himself to be even more explicit. The words felt scandalous and holy on his tongue. “I want you to fuck me with your cock, Lily. Please. Please, I need it.”

The admission hung trembling in the air between them. Ethan’s heart hammered so hard he thought he might pass out. He had never imagined he would actually speak those filthy words aloud to his wife-begging her to do this to him-and the mix of mortification and relief that crashed over him was dizzying. No more hiding. She knew the truth now, every last shameful bit of it, and he had just handed her complete ownership of that truth.

For a moment Lily just stared, and he feared he’d gone too far. But then a brilliant, wicked smile broke across Lily’s face. Her eyes sparkled with triumph... and something like pride. “Good boy,” she purred, stroking his cheek with her thumb. A burst of warmth bloomed in Ethan’s chest at the gentle praise, momentarily soothing his embarrassment. He’d made her proud.

Lily’s expression shifted then, the smile turning sly and devilish. She dragged the tip of her thumb down from his cheek, along his jaw. “My dirty, naughty boy,” she practically cooed, her voice dripping with playful scolding. “All this time, fantasizing about being taken like this...” She tutted softly and shook her head as if in disbelief. Ethan felt his ears burn at her teasing chastisement. He was utterly embarrassed-his deepest secret laid bare and mocked-but the way she said it, so sultry and approving beneath the mock offense, only made his blood run hotter. His cock gave a pulse of agreement, straining upward as if begging for her attention.

Lily’s gaze flicked down and noticed the betraying twitch of his erection. A delighted gleam lit her eyes. Slowly, she licked her lips. “You really do want it,” she murmured in fascination. Before he could even think to respond, she reached down and curled her fingers around his swollen shaft.

Ethan jolted at the sudden hot grasp, a strangled moan ripping out of him. Her hand felt so warm and soft-possessive around his rigid length. She didn’t even stroke him; she simply held him firmly, testing his response. Even that was enough to send a bolt of raw pleasure up his spine. He gasped, and a bead of pre-cum immediately pearled at his tip, betraying just how helplessly turned on he was. Lily saw it and gave a low, satisfied laugh. With her thumb, she lazily swirled over the slippery droplet, spreading it around the head of his cock as if inspecting the mess he’d already made.

“L-Lily-ohhh,” Ethan groaned. The light circular motion of her thumb made his hips jerk, instinctively chasing more friction. For a second, merciful bliss zinged through him... and then, just as quickly, she pulled her hand away, denying him any further relief. The sudden loss of contact was agony. He couldn’t stop a desperate whine from escaping his throat. His arms flexed uselessly against the scarves as he fought the urge to buck up for more. “Pl-please...” he choked out without thinking, his voice cracking with need.

“Uh-uh.” Lily wagged a finger disapprovingly, and the corner of her mouth lifted in a smirk. “You’ll take what I give you, and nothing more. Understood?” The authoritative bite in her tone made Ethan’s cock twitch again despite its recent abandonment.

He bit down hard on his lower lip and nodded fervently. “Y-yes. Yes, ma’am,” he panted. Surrendering to her control in that moment felt surprisingly natural-and wildly erotic. Every cell in his body was attuned to her now, desperate for whatever she chose to grant or withhold.

“Good.” Lily flashed him a grin, clearly pleased with his obedience. She shifted back a bit on his thighs, removing that intoxicating warmth of her body from atop him. Ethan almost whimpered at the loss-he already missed her weight pinning him down-but then he saw her reach toward the nightstand. She picked up a small bottle that had been lying there. With a deliberate flourish, Lily popped it open and drizzled a generous amount of clear, glistening lubricant onto her fingers. The cool gel caught the lamplight as she held up her slick fingertips for him to see.

Ethan’s pulse quickened at the sight of the lube. This was really about to happen. He inhaled shakily as Lily brought her hand down between his spread thighs. “Relax for me now, love,” she whispered soothingly. Her tone had gentled for the moment, the endearment easing some of his jitters even as his heart continued to race.

Ethan drew in a breath and tried to will himself to unclench. He felt Lily’s lubricated fingers slide between his buttocks, tracing gently around the tight ring of muscle below his balls. The touch was cool and slippery and intimate beyond anything. Ethan hadn’t realized until this moment just how exposed he truly was-his legs spread wide apart, offering her access to the most private part of him. The sheer vulnerability of being opened up like this sent a jolt of anxious excitement up his spine. It was humiliating and electrifying all at once; he felt like his entire body existed purely for her use.

Lily pressed the tip of her index finger against his entrance, testing. “Okay?” she asked quietly, pausing there. Despite her dominant role, her voice held genuine care, giving him one last chance to back out if he needed.

Ethan’s throat was dry. It felt so strange, having her finger right there, threatening to invade a place untouched. “Y-yeah...” he managed to say shakily. “It’s a little weird, but... good. Please... keep going.” The last words came out in a whisper. He couldn’t believe he was actively begging her to put a finger in his ass, but the heat of the moment left no room for pride.

Lily’s mouth quirked into a satisfied little smile. “That’s my good boy,” she murmured approvingly as she eased her finger inside. Ethan gasped at the intrusion-the tight ring of muscle yielding slowly around her. It was uncomfortable for a second, a sharp stretching sensation, but also so personal that it stole his breath. “So polite now, aren’t we?” Lily teased softly.

She began to pump her finger in and out at a languid pace, coating his inner walls with lubricant as she went. Ethan’s head tipped back against the pillows. The invasion was incredibly intimate - invasive, yes, yet as the initial sting subsided it began to morph into an odd pleasure. There was a fullness building as she slid deeper, a sensation he’d never felt before blossoming inside him. A shaky moan tumbled from his lips before he could stop it. To his own shock, he realized he was instinctively pushing back against her hand, body craving more.

Lily let out a low chuckle, clearly noticing his eagerness. “Eager, huh?” she purred, her eyes dancing with amusement. “You act so shy, but your body is just begging for it.” To emphasize her point, she slid a second finger alongside the first, beginning to work him open. Ethan tensed as the sharper stretch burned for a moment, a tight pressure making him hiss through his teeth. Lily scissored her fingers expertly, and after a few twisting motions the stinging gave way to a deeper, intense sensation.

Suddenly, her probing fingers brushed a spot inside him that sent a lightning bolt of white-hot pleasure ripping through Ethan’s entire body. “Oh God!” he cried out, eyes flying wide as his nerve endings lit up like fireworks. His cock jerked violently of its own accord, a sudden spurt of clear fluid dribbling onto his belly from the force of that unexpected jolt. Ethan’s mind reeled. What the hell was that?

“L-Lily, what was-?” he started to gasp, half delirious, but Lily just bit her lower lip in a grin.

“Found it,” she sing-songed triumphantly. She curled her fingers again in that same spot, pressing firmly against a little bundle of nerves just a few inches inside him. Ethan’s question evaporated into a strangled groan as she triggered that pleasure point again, sending another surge of toe-curling bliss straight through his core.

“Holy-” Ethan panted, his chest heaving. His vision swam for a moment. He couldn’t believe how instantly his body responded to her touch in that hidden place. It was like she’d flipped a switch that bypassed his brain entirely and turned him into a quivering puddle. He felt himself blushing furiously at how quickly he’d cried out.

Lily’s eyes gleamed, delighted with his reaction. “You like that?” she cooed. She leaned in and planted a gentle kiss on the inside of his thigh-a tender, almost affectionate peck that contrasted deliciously with the dirty things her hand was doing. Ethan whimpered at the dichotomy. “Such a sensitive spot, isn’t it?” she mused. Her breath tickled his thigh as she spoke. “My husband has a sweet little button hidden deep inside him.”

Ethan could only moan in response. Words were utterly beyond him; every time Lily stroked over that spot-his prostate, he dimly realized through the haze-his mind blanked out in pure ecstasy. She continued working her fingers in and out, gradually stretching him. The initial discomfort had nearly vanished, replaced by a growing need that was startling in its intensity. His breathing grew ragged, each pant coming out with a desperate, high-pitched edge. God, he felt like such a mess already-splayed out, panting and mewling under her touch, completely at her mercy. And he loved it. Humiliating as it was to be reduced to this state, he never wanted her to stop.

Ethan could feel the heat coiling in his belly, a dangerous simmer of climax already threatening despite her barely touching his cock. She was teasing him so expertly that his body didn’t care-release was lurking just around the corner if she kept this up.

And then, abruptly, Lily withdrew her fingers. The sudden emptiness was like a cold shock. Ethan let out a desperate whimper before he could catch himself. He actually lifted his head from the pillows, eyes glassy, to watch her next move. Lily reached for the bottle of lube again, her fingers glistening with evidence of how deep they’d been. “Don’t worry, baby,” she crooned, her voice thick with promise as she poured more of the clear gel along the length of the strap-on. “I’m not going to leave you hanging. You’re ready for the real thing now.”

Ethan swallowed hard, his heart thudding. The real thing. His eyes drifted to the dildo jutting from her hips. It looked even larger now that he knew what just two of her fingers felt like. A mix of awe and trepidation coursed through him as he watched Lily stroke the lube over the silicone shaft, coating every inch until it gleamed. The sight was obscene and mesmerizing: his lovely wife preparing to fuck him with a cock of her own. Ethan’s mouth went dry. He felt utterly objectified-in this moment he existed solely for her pleasure and his own debasement-and it made his own need flare hotter.

Once the dildo was thoroughly slick, Lily shuffled forward on her knees, positioning herself between Ethan’s legs. She hooked her arms under his knees one by one and lifted, urging his legs up and apart. Instinctively, Ethan wrapped them around her waist. The new position tilted his hips upward, angling his ass invitingly toward her and lining him up perfectly with the tip of her cock. Ethan’s whole body trembled with anticipation as that blunt, lubed head pressed against his entrance. The moment of truth was here.

Lily leaned over him, one hand braced on the mattress beside his shoulder for balance, the other guiding the tip of the strap-on to his tight opening. The swollen head of it nudged insistently at his ring of muscle, sending spikes of sensation through Ethan before it had even breached him. Lily’s breasts, barely contained by her lacy bra, grazed against his chest as she moved in close. Ethan looked up and their eyes met, locking together. Lily’s face hovered inches above his, and for the first time he saw a flicker of uncertainty there mingling with her excitement. Despite all her confidence and dominance, she was still Lily, his wife, checking to make sure he was okay.

“Ready, love?” she whispered. In that moment her voice was gentle-caring-despite the raw power she was about to exert over him.

Ethan’s heart squeezed with affection even as lust roared through him. He gave a frantic nod. “Yes,” he rasped. “Please... please, Lily.” He couldn’t keep the need out of his voice. His entire body had tensed in anticipation, every muscle bracing.

Lily held his gaze as she began to push. The broad head of the dildo pressed harder against him, demanding entry. Ethan sucked in a sharp breath at the intense pressure. His body resisted for a heartbeat, the burn spiking-this was much thicker than her fingers. “Breathe, baby,” Lily reminded him softly. “Relax. You can take it.”

Ethan focused on her eyes and exhaled the breath he’d been holding. He forced himself to unclench, willing his body to yield. Slowly, inexorably, the toy breached him. The thick head stretched him open in one long, agonizing glide, stealing the air from his lungs. A hot flash of pain flared through him and he couldn’t suppress a sharp gasp. Reflexively, his bound hands clenched the headboard above him.

Lily froze immediately, concern flooding her expression. “You okay?” she murmured, pausing with just the tip lodged inside. She brushed a sweat-damp lock of hair off his forehead tenderly.

Ethan’s fingers flexed and unflexed against the restraints as he rode out the burn. The stretch was intense-far beyond what her fingers had prepared him for-but beneath the sting was that same strange fullness that already verged on pleasurable. He bit his lip and managed a tiny nod. “Y-yeah,” he panted once he found his voice. “It... it just hurts a little. But I’m okay.”

Relief flitted across Lily’s face. She lowered herself enough to plant a soft, tender kiss on his lips. “You’re doing so well,” she whispered against his cheek, her breath warm and comforting. The praise and reassurance in her voice melted some of Ethan’s tension. He hadn’t even realized a few tears had pricked at the corners of his eyes from the mixture of pain and emotion, but her kindness soothed him deeply. “Tell me when I can keep going, alright?”

Ethan took a few more breaths, concentrating on the rapid patter of Lily’s heart against his chest and the loving calm in her eyes. After a few pounding heartbeats, the sharpness of the pain began to ebb, transforming into a dull ache. He shifted experimentally, adjusting to the girth inside him, and to his amazement he realized he was already craving more. The very absence of movement now was driving him insane. “O-okay... more,” he whispered. He wrapped his legs a bit tighter around her waist, trying to urge her forward. “Keep going. Please.”

Lily smiled against his lips. That one was a real smile-proud and warm. “Good boy,” she murmured. Ethan’s stomach flipped in pleasure at the praise.

Slowly, she began to push in deeper. Inch by inch, the silicone cock claimed new territory inside him, opening him further, filling Ethan in a way nothing ever had. His body trembled violently, every nerve-ending on fire. The pressure was immense, the burning stretch still there but muted now, and the sheer fact of being penetrated like this-of feeling his wife’s cock slide inside him-was as overwhelming mentally as it was physically. Ethan’s body instinctively fought the intrusion at first; he felt himself involuntarily clenching around the invader, a last reflex of resistance. But Lily soothed him through it, peppering his face with soft shushes and gentle strokes of her hand along his thigh. “That’s it... just like that,” she cooed. Her voice was like warm honey. “Take it for me, baby. Take every inch.”

Her words sent a thrill through Ethan. Take it for me. In that moment, pleasing her-proving he could do this-became his mission. He focused on relaxing his muscles, embracing the submissive mindset that every inch she forced inside was a gift to her. His breath came out in shuddery pants as she continued. Finally, after what felt like an eternity of slow stretching, he felt her hips meet the curve of his backside. Lily was fully inside him. All of her.

Ethan was shaking and drenched in sweat from the effort and the intense sensations bombarding him. He had never been this completely filled; it was as if she’d plugged into the core of him. He could feel every twitch and throb of his body around the rigid silicone. It was almost too much-and yet, a deep, unexpected pleasure radiated from where their bodies were joined. His entire core felt like it was humming, adjusting to this new reality of Lily inside him.

“All in,” Lily whispered, sounding awed herself. She braced herself on her forearms, lowering her torso to press against his and fully close the distance between them. Ethan could feel the rapid flutter of her heartbeat pounding against his own chest. They were both shaking with adrenaline. “God... I can’t believe we’re really doing this,” she breathed, a giddy, disbelieving laugh slipping from her lips. She almost sounded happy. “I have my husband tied up with my cock inside him.” There was wonder and wickedness in her voice as she said it.

Ethan let out a shaky, incredulous laugh of his own, scarcely able to form words. “B-believe it,” he gasped. “It’s real... and it’s so- ahhh...” His attempt at levity dissolved into a moan as Lily shifted her hips slightly, making the dildo grind against his insides. Sparks exploded behind Ethan’s eyes at the sensation, pleasure starting to override the discomfort.

Any lingering uncertainty on Lily’s face evaporated at his response. Her eyes lit up with triumph and excitement. Keeping her gaze locked on his face to catch every reaction, she slowly drew her hips back, pulling nearly half of the length out of him. The drag of the silicone along his inner walls made Ethan’s mouth fall open. Then she eased forward again, pushing back in. This time a little faster, a little harder.

Ethan cried out, the sound unabashed and raw. The friction of the toy rubbing along his passage ignited nerve endings he never knew he had. When the head nudged that special spot deep inside-the one her fingers had awakened-his whole body jerked. “Ohhh, Lily!” he choked out, toes curling so hard his calves cramped.

“That’s it,” Lily purred. A grin spread across her face-a confident, wicked grin Ethan had never seen on his sweet wife before tonight. She looked downright predatory, and it thrilled him to his core. “Take it, baby. Take my cock.” Her voice dripped with satisfaction.

She began to move in a steady rhythm, rolling her hips fluidly. The strap-on slid out nearly all the way, then she drove it home again, establishing a slow, sinful cadence. Each thrust went a little deeper, a little harder, as Lily grew more assured using her new appendage. The room soon filled with the lewd wet sounds of the dildo gliding in and out of his slick entrance, mingling with Ethan’s increasingly helpless moans and Lily’s quickening breaths.

Ethan’s world narrowed to this: the relentless stretch and slide inside him, the creak of the headboard as he strained against his bonds, the hot weight of Lily on top of him, and the growing fire pooling in his belly. Every time she plunged in, a fresh wave of sensation crashed over him. He had zero control-he was bound, impaled, completely at her mercy-and nothing had ever felt so unbelievably good. His rational mind was gone; he was pure sensation now, floating in a haze of submissive bliss.

Incoherent moans spilled from Ethan’s lips as Lily’s thrusts gradually found a faster tempo, driving him deeper into that haze of pleasure. He clung to the silk scarves above him, knuckles white, as if the anchors might keep him from dissolving completely. The slight pain of the bindings on his wrists only amplified the intensity-reminding him he couldn’t escape this, even if he wanted to. The thought sent a masochistic thrill through him.

Lily lowered herself and captured his mouth in a fierce kiss mid-thrust. Ethan opened to her desperately, groaning into her mouth as their tongues tangled. The kiss was messy and wild. Lily nipped at his lower lip, and Ethan sucked feverishly on her tongue in return. It was as though he was trying to devour her, to somehow express all his gratitude and arousal in that fevered meeting of lips. All the while, her hips never stopped pumping-the relentless glide of her cock in and out of his clenching heat made Ethan’s head spin. He was drowning in her, utterly lost.

She broke the kiss after a minute, both of them gasping for air. She didn’t pull far away; their noses brushed, and Lily rested her forehead against his as she kept thrusting steadily. Her breaths came hot and ragged against his cheek. Ethan opened his eyes to find her staring right back at him, pupils blown wide with lust. “You like being my obedient boy, hmm?” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal and newfound dominance. “Moaning and squirming on my cock like a good little pet.”

Ethan whimpered, his cheeks flushing at the degradation laced into her sultry tone. He was squirming-he could hear the faint creak of the bed as he writhed under her-and he couldn’t stop. The way she described it made it even dirtier, sending a spike of shame straight to his groin. Lily smiled and continued, “You’re going to come from this, aren’t you? From me filling you up, from being used like the eager slut you are?”

A tortured, shameless moan was his only answer at first. Her words sliced through any remaining pretense he had. Slut. She’d called him a slut. The word hit Ethan like a bolt of lightning-mortifying and yet so intensely arousing that he thought he might explode on the spot. His brain struggled to reboot enough to respond. “Y-yes... god, yes,” he babbled finally, hardly aware of what he was saying anymore. “I’m your boy... your toy... your slut... anything... just don’t stop, please!” The pleas tumbled out in one breathless stream. All trace of embarrassment had been burned away by raw need. In this moment he’d agree to anything, be anything for her, just as long as she didn’t stop using him.

Lily let out a low, dark laugh that sent a new rush of heat through Ethan. Her dominance had fully flowered now, vibrant and merciless. “That’s right,” she groaned, clearly turned on beyond measure by his desperate begging. “You’re mine. My plaything. My little slutty husband, letting his wife fuck his ass.” She punctuated the filthy words with a particularly sharp thrust that made Ethan yelp. Her tone was dripping satisfaction. “God, look at you... If the neighbors could hear these pathetic sounds you’re making, they’d know what a bitch in heat you are for me.”

Ethan’s eyes widened in a mix of panic and dark excitement at her taunt. A whine caught in his throat. He hadn’t even considered that-were they being loud? The thought of anyone hearing this, of anyone knowing that sweet, respectable Ethan was tied up and begging to be pegged by his wife... it terrified him. Terrified him, and yet the humiliation of that idea made his cock throb and his hole squeeze involuntarily around Lily’s invading shaft. The corners of Lily’s mouth curled in a wicked grin; she felt it. “Mmm, you like that thought, don’t you?” she purred, reading his body’s betrayal. “Poor baby’s scared someone might find out how dirty he really is... but it only makes you squeeze me tighter.”

Ethan’s face was burning so hot he was sure he must be crimson. “I-I...” he tried to protest, but it dissolved into a moan as Lily ground particularly deep, silencing him. She was right. The fear of exposure was turning him on in some twisted way. He couldn’t help it-every new humiliation she piled on him just fed the fire. He was spiraling now, lost to the pleasure and the degradation, and completely under her spell.

Lily’s lips brushed his ear. “You’re mine,” she hissed possessively. “No more pretending to be the one in charge. We both know you were made for this. Made to be mine to use.” Ethan shuddered violently as her words sank deep, each one a nail driving in how utterly he’d surrendered. He had never felt so simultaneously weak and so intoxicated.

Lily drew back just enough to look at his face again. A sheen of sweat made stray strands of her hair cling to her flushed cheeks. She looked like a goddess of war-powerful, beautiful, and utterly in control of her conquest beneath her. “I’m going to make you come so hard, baby,” she growled. “Do it. Come for me-come from being fucked like this.”

Her words alone nearly sent Ethan tumbling over the edge right then. He could feel his climax coiling tight in his core, like a spring wound to breaking point. He had never been this close, this on edge, without direct stimulation to his cock. It was all her cock, driving into him, owning him, that had him ready to explode.

But Lily wasn’t done tormenting him yet. Just as Ethan felt himself teeter, Lily slowed her pace. Her hips kept moving, but more shallowly now, denying him the deep thrusts that would tip him over. Ethan let out a frustrated sob without meaning to. “N-no... please-!” he cried, trying to rock his own hips to encourage her, but Lily merely smirked. She had noticed something on the nightstand. Without fully pulling out, she snaked one hand away from his leg and grabbed a small object from where it lay near the lube. Ethan was too far gone to register what it was until he saw her bring it between their bodies.

A vibrator-slender and pink. Lily pressed the little toy against the front of her lace panties, right over her clit. In their frenzy earlier, Ethan hadn’t noticed she’d set that out, but clearly Lily had come prepared for both of their pleasure. She flicked it on with a quick switch of her thumb. Immediately a buzzing hum filled the air. Lily gasped, her hips giving an involuntary jerk that drove the strap-on a fraction deeper into Ethan again.

Ethan watched, transfixed, as Lily’s eyes fluttered and her lips parted in a moan. She resumed rocking into him, but now her movements caused the vibrator to grind against her own swollen clit each time. The sight was beyond erotic-his wife using him, literally inside him, to get herself off too. Ethan’s entire body tingled at the realization that she was taking her pleasure from dominating him. It made him feel like the most prized, useful toy in the world.

Above him, Lily’s chest was heaving, a beautiful flush spreading over the swells of her breasts. She arched her back slightly, adjusting her angle, and that new position made the dildo drag along Ethan’s prostate with every shallow thrust. Both of them gasped in unison-Lily from the vibrations on her clit, Ethan from the relentless teasing of that magic spot inside.

“Fuck... Ethan...” Lily whimpered. Her dominant composure was starting to crack as pleasure overwhelmed her. Her thrusts lost their rhythm for a moment, growing erratic. “I’m close... ohhh...!”

Ethan had never seen anything as gorgeous as Lily in that moment: head thrown back, eyes half-lidded and hazy with lust, her confidence melting into pure need. She was still impaling him, but her focus was slipping inward as she chased her own climax. Knowing that he was the cause-tied up beneath her, being used by her-flooded Ethan with a heady pride. Through his own haze of need, he mustered a ragged whisper: “Come for me, Lily... please.” His voice was nearly unrecognizable to him-hoarse, desperate, dripping adoration. “You’re so sexy like this... I want to feel you come around me.”
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