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      To put things nicely our sex life has been dwindling, my husband and I. Not exactly what you expect in your early thirties. So when Travis offered to take me on a date—and not just burgers and a movie but a real, get dressed up, night on the town date—I was thrilled.
    

    
      I was so excited that I was already ready for our night out nearly an hour before my husband was even home from work. I pulled out all the stops, I was wearing a gorgeous dark blue wrap dress that stopped just above the knee and showed an almost naughty amount of cleavage. Though a very deliberate amount of cleave considering the push up bra I was wearing underneath my dress. It was part of a sexy lingerie set that I picked up special just for the occasion. 
    

    
      I wanted to drive Travis wild like when we were first married. I wanted to plant so many dirty thoughts in his mind that by the end of the night when my dress finally came off he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from ravishing me. One more look at myself in the mirror and I knew this outfit would do the trick, and I couldn’t wait to see his eyes pop out of his head when he saw the strappy black number I had on underneath.
    

    
      All the dirty thoughts racing around in my head made the hour tick by so painfully slow. I was tempted to have a little playtime to get myself even more amped up for the night but I decided to save all that pent up sexual energy for Travis.
    

    
      I flipped on the TV hoping to pass some time but every little thing was turning me on; a couple kissing, one of those needlessly sexual shampoo commercials. No matter where I looked my mind raced with sex. It had been so long. Don’t get me wrong we still did the deed once every few weeks but good lord that wasn’t nearly enough. Sometimes I hear people talking about losing a little of their libido going through their thirties but I swear that the older I get the hornier I get.
    

    
      I couldn’t wait for him to be home, I might just jump him right then and there in his sexy business suit when he comes through the door. Maybe help him destress with a quick blowjob before our night out. I knew he would be home any minute so I decided to wait by the door to give him his surprise and really set the tone for the night.
    

    
      A few minutes ticked past the time he usually comes walking through the door. I wrote it off as city traffic but when fifteen minutes had passed I started to get a little peeved.
    

    
      He had better not be staying late at the office. Not tonight. His never ending hours at work were one of the reasons I was being left unsatisfied and tonight I wasn’t going to stand for it.
    

    
      I was just about to shoot off an angry text when I heard his car pull up in the driveway and his footsteps come racing to the door.
    

    
      “Oh good, you’re already ready.” Travis stammered as his eyes scanned over my outfit, stopping to linger on my chest as planned.
    

    
      “You like my outfit, baby?” I asked in my best seductive tone as I slid up to him, parting his suit to put a hand on his chest while the other started to venture lower.
    

    
      “Darling, you look stunning but we need to go or we’re going to be late.”
    

    
      “Late?”
    

    
      “Yeah, for our date.”
    

    
      “Which you’ve still been keeping a secret by the way. What exactly are we going to be late for?”
    

    
      “You’ll just have to be a good girl and see, now won’t you?” His voice somehow got instantly lower, more raspy.
    

    
      His words, the way his eyes turned hungry as he once again looked me up and down, it was so unlike him. I felt my chest grow warm and my knees just slightly weak. This was a side of Travis I barely got to see, one that only ever comes out in the bedroom and even then it was rare.
    

    
      He pulled my hand off of his chest and led me out the door and to his car. He quickly opened the door and rushed back to get in and drive us away. Everything he was doing felt so rushed and I wanted to know why.
    

    
      Maybe he had reservations at a fancy restaurant, or maybe we were going to a play or out for a night of dancing. Whatever it was I couldn’t imagine what had made my husband so flustered. He was normally the one to stay calm and collected while I freaked out about being late.
    

    
      Travis drove us away from the city which isn’t what I had expected but as long as he kept stealing glances at me like a horny teenager I was game for whatever kind of date he had in mind. I mean the date was really just foreplay at this point anyways since no matter what we would be doing all I was going to be able to think about was fucking my husband’s brains out later.
    

    
      When he pulled up to a stop light he clumsily reached into the back seat of his car and pulled out a satiny black blindfold and handed it to me with a smirk on his face.
    

    
      “You want me to put this on?” I asked almost with a laugh because it felt so silly.
    

    
      “If you plan on being a good girl for me then yes.”
    

    
      Ok, what the hell is going on
      . It was all I could 
      think
      .
    

    
      I’m the dominant one, I’m the adventurous one. Our entire marriage when it comes to anything spontaneous, especially if it’s something sexual, I lead and Travis follows. Maybe this didn’t have anything to do with sex but the satiny mask sitting on my lap said otherwise. I guess there was one way to find out.
    

    
      “And what if I’m not a good girl?” I asked, looking my husband dead in the eyes and biting at my lip, trying to suss out what was really going on.
    

    
      To my surprise he pulled the car over to the side of the somewhat empty road. We came to a stop and Travis took my chin between his forefinger and thumb and forced my face towards him. “Then you won’t be getting what I know you’ve been dying for.”
    

    
      “Oh? And what’s that?” I asked, more playful now and just a touch bratty. Even though Travis has never been the dominant one my sex crazed mind was ready and willing to explore that kink if he was.
    

    
      His eyes gave my outfit another once over, but this time it wasn’t loving or sexy, it just felt like he was somehow objectifying me with his stare. “Look how you’re dressed. With your tits out and your fuck-me heels. I think you know exactly what 
      that
       is.”
    

    
      I almost couldn’t believe he was talking to me like that.
    

    
      I was loving every second of it. I could feel my heart start to race and a subtle slick forming in my panties.
    

    
      “Oh yeah? Well what if I just take what I want?” I asked, reaching a hand into his lap and groping, startled to find his cock already half hard. 
      Good
      .
    

    
      He pulled my hand away and grabbed hard around my wrist. “Then I turn this car around, the night is over and you can finish on your fingers for all I care. So put on the blindfold. Now.” His eyes softened just a touch to let me know that my loving husband was still back there. “Or else we are going to be late.” He finished before pulling back onto the road.
    

    
      I slid the silky, black fabric over my eyes and was left more confused than ever. If this was about sex then why was he making me wait? Why didn’t he just take me right here and now? Late for what?
    

    
      I felt the eb and flow of driving up a 
      winding road
       for what felt like forever until I could tell that the car had come to a final stop, our destination.
    

    
      “Can I take off the blindfold now?” I asked with a giggle.
    

    
      “No.” His voice was stern.
    

    
      “Well then how am I supposed to see where I’m going?”
    

    
      “You’ll follow me and do everything that I say.”
    

    
      It would have felt like I was being kidnapped if I didn’t recognize my husband’s voice giving me the harsh commands.
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      He got out and opened my door, pulling me out of the car. The night air was cold and instantly cut through the thin material of my dress. Thankfully it was only a few seconds before Travis led me by the hand back into warmth.
    

    
      I had no idea where we were. I tried to follow in my mind where Travis was taking me in the car but it wasn’t long until all the twists and turns left me lost. The blindfold was doing its job and I could only rely on my other senses for clues.
    

    
      Warmth told me that at least we were inside and silence told me that we were alone. The only other thing that I immediately recognized was the smell of citrus mixed with cinnamon and a sensual hint of vanilla. I was surprised that I could pick all that up but with my eyes covered the scents just came to me, wafting along the warm air.
    

    
      We walked down a hallway which I could only tell from the closeness of the sounds of my footsteps off the walls until we came into what felt like a much more open room.
    

    
      “Babe, where are we? Do I ever get to know?” I laughed because I was genuinely confused but also just a bit nervous. You don’t realize how anxious having  your sight taken away makes you until it leaves you feeling completely lost and if I’m being honest just a touch claustrophobic.
    

    
      “From now on, it’s sir. And the only thing that you need to know is that this is where I’ll be having you.” Travis took both of my hands in his and pulled them up above my head. It didn’t take long for me to realize that he was binding my wrists together about halfway to my elbows, leaving me even more helpless than before. “Now, no more questions. Understand?”
    

    
      “Yes…sir.”
    

    
      I was scared at feeling helpless but I couldn’t deny how absolutely turned on this was all making me. The subtle wetness forming between my thighs had started to soak my panties and a dull ache had spread through my core.
    

    
      Travis took my now bound, raised hands and hooked them onto something, leaving me dangling like a piece of meat in a walk-in freezer with my heels just barely still on the floor. I felt like I was about to be tortured or something until I felt his familiar hands caress along my sides until he found the thin strip of fabric that was keeping my dress tied shut around my curves. This wasn’t exactly how I wanted to present my new lingerie set that I had on but feeling him slowly tug that string to undress me had my mind whirling so I could care less.
    

    
      “You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you Julie?” Travis spoke as he slowly pulled the 
      untied
       dress open in the front to reveal my mostly naked body.
    

    
      Frankly I was willing to agree to whatever would get me fucked the fastest. It sounded like a basic line for the dominant one to use so I played along.
    

    
      “Oh, so bad.” I whined, having to stifle a giggle of excitement.
    

    
      “What’s so funny?” Travis shot back as he stopped slowly undressing me.
    

    
      “I’ve just been so bad.” This time I couldn’t help but punctuate my words with a small laugh.
    

    
      “And you think that’s funny? You think rubbing your greedy little pussy while you think your husband is asleep next to you is funny?” He nearly ripped my dress the rest of the way off of me.
    

    
      It wasn’t being undressed but rather his words that made my skin go cold. How did he know? I guess he wasn’t really asleep. It wasn’t like I had done anything that bad, I just couldn’t sleep so I pulled open a romance novel on my phone and when a steamy sex scene scrolled onto the pages I got a little 
      needy
      . So I slid a sneaky hand into my panties and made quick work of myself. My guess is that maybe my little late night playtime was louder than I thought. I tried my best to be quiet but it’s hard to tell what kind of whimpers and moans escape my mouth when my brain goes fuzzy with an orgasm.
    

    
      I was hardly to blame, maybe if we had sex a little more often I wouldn’t have been so needy but still, his tone of voice was so stern and made me feel like I had been caught doing something so naughty.
    

    
      “Bad girls get punished, don’t they?” Travis continued.
    

    
      “Yes sir.” I answered, my voice shrinking.
    

    
      A part of me couldn’t believe that this was happening and I still had no idea where we were. For a moment I thought maybe he had just driven around for a while before heading back home to confuse me but this didn’t feel like our home. I always joke about moving sex out of the bedroom and Travis had apparently taken that to the next level. And that wasn’t the only thing as I felt him trace across my ass, partially bare in my cheeky panties, with what felt like several thin strips of leather. Harmless on their own but when lashed together in a whipping motion. I could practically already feel the sting of my ass as he teased me before my punishment.
    

    
      Then all at once I could hear the sound of something cutting through the air right before he struck my ass. My muscles tightened and my pussy clenched as I let out a whine followed by shaky breath that I couldn’t tell was because I was horny or because the love of my life was lashing my ass with a whip.
    

    
      Probably both, much like how both the pain and pleasure swirled inside of me into lust filled heat. I didn’t know if or when another strike was coming but as the reddened strip on my ass started to soothe I instantly wanted more.
    

    
      Another lashing and I felt my legs tremble beneath me as I tried to keep my composure. I pictured what I must look like, hanging there in my strappy lingerie while Travis had his way with me. And just like that as Travis continued to redden my ass all I could think about was getting fucked. I needed to have my panties ripped off and my pussy used or I might literally explode. The feeling was far more excruciating than my stinging ass cheeks, and this was probably only the beginning. I already wanted to beg for what I craved but the stubbornness inside of me said not to show my hand quite yet. As if I wasn’t hanging by my wrists and completely helpless. Like I had any form of control over the situation.
    

    
      I wanted to cry and yell and beg and then I felt Travis tug my panties just barely halfway down my thighs.
    

    
      “Oh yes. Please sir. I need it.” I begged. Without thought like the words were poised at the back of my throat waiting for the slightest indication of being satisfied.
    

    
      “That’s cute because I don’t remember asking you.” Travis replied.
    

    
      Fuck him
      . The thought flashed past my eyes as anger boiled inside of me. He was the love of my life but fuck him. How could he just deny me like that? Why had he pulled my panties down then?
    

    
      Right as the final thought flashed behind my eyes and right before a string of swear words spewed out of my mouth, an electric buzzing cut through the silence in the room. That buzzing was quickly introduced to my slick pussy, the bulbous head of a wand vibrator pressed firmly against my swollen clit as Travis pulled my panties back up to keep the vibrator in place.
    

    
      I’m not sure if the vibrator was on high or if my needy desperation had left my bits overly sensitive. Either way I was immediately overcome as the feeling became too intense. It was hard to stand, my breaths felt both labored and stifled at the same time until all of that was pushed out of the way and I stood at the precipice of an unbelievably powerful orgasm. I didn’t want to finish, not like this, not so soon and in such a detached way. But as the warmth started to spread and tingles started to form at the nape of my neck and across my scalp I couldn’t care less. Release.
    

    
      Until all at once the sensations stopped and my oncoming O was left hollow, a shell, a husk of the pleasure that my body demanded.
    

    
      My face flushed and I could feel the veins in my neck coursing with my anger. “Fuck!” It was somehow both desperate and angry at the same time.
    

    
      “Now how will you finish?” Travis said, his voice smug.
    

    
      “Baby please!” I whined.
    

    
      “You chose to deny me then so I choose to deny you now.”
    

    
      “But I need it!”
    

    
      I felt Travis grab me by the chin again much like he had earlier in the car. "And don't you think I need it too? That night you so selfishly played in our bed with my unsatisfied cock merely inches away. And I know it wasn't the first time. All those dirty books you read and don't think I don't know about the porn. All while you leave my cock wanting with nothing to do but fuck my hand." 
    

    
      Travis stopped his brief monologue to wait for my answer but I had nothing. I almost couldn't believe what he was saying. As far as I knew our sex life was a slowly dying flame but not once did I consider that to be my fault.
    

    
      "And do I have the kind of cock that should be left unsatisfied?" Travis let go of my chin and stroked his knuckles down the side of my cheek. His words instantly brought his penis to the forefront of my covered vision as I pictured his impressive dick. He wasn't going to break any world records but he was long enough to be a challenge and so thick that it was worth every second. 
    

    
      "N-no."
    

    
      "No, what?"
    

    
      "No sir." I quipped.
    

    
      "You're damn right." His voice was fierce. "And you're lucky I haven't gone off and found another willing cunt to keep me satisfied."
    

    
      I've pictured something like this before. Not this exact scene mind you, but I've toyed with the fantasy of being dominated. When I knew that Travis would be in charge tonight I couldn't wait to hear my husband stumble over cheesy lines trying to take control of me. I never expected his display to be so confident, so enraged. I had readied myself to respond to all the usual bits so with what he was saying I was left speechless.
    

    
      "Well?" Travis beckoned at my silence.
    

    
      I opened my mouth but no words came out. I had no response and the only thoughts I could seem to muster all revolved around begging for satisfaction. My hollow orgasm still lingered inside of me, pleading to be filled, and my husband's brash tone didn't assuage my needs one bit. If anything his fiery words only churned up the heat and desperation that were waiting inside me.
    

    
      “If you have nothing else to say then we might as well put that pretty little mouth of yours to good use.” Travis added to my silence as he forced me to my knees, whatever was holding my wrists up providing slack for me to drop. I expected something like a gag to be put in my mouth but now that I was in this position I immediately recognized the familiar heat of a stiff cock bobbing in front of my lips. My mouth watered in anticipation which came as a surprise. My stubborn brain wasn’t ready to completely submit just yet but my body apparently had other plans as I began to salivate at the thought of my mouth being full of a nice fat cock.
    

    
      The warm head pressed it’s way past my full lips and dotted the musk of sex onto my tongue as I dropped my jaw to accommodate the girth of his manhood. Goddamn Travis was thick and it had been a  while, so as he pressed further into my mouth I could already feel my jaw starting to ache. Deepthroating a cock this thick takes some work and I usually have my hands to help out with the remaining inches when my mouth gets tired. With my hands bound I had no choice but to take as much of his cock as he was going to give me, which apparently was all of it as his head spread past the soft opening to my throat.
    

    
      I gagged and huffed what breath I could through my nose as my mouth was stuffed with his last inch. My nose pressed against the fabric of his suit pants that he was still wearing from work. For whatever reason that made me feel the most degraded out of anything. Here I was in revealing lingerie hanging by my wrists and a mouth full of cock while he hadn’t even gotten undressed yet. Like he really was just using my mouth for a quick fuck like I was his own personal sex slave.
    

    
      Travis slowly slid out, his rigid veins gliding over my tongue before without warning he forced his size back into me with a grunt of pleasure. I tried to pull back but I didn’t have anywhere to go with my hands still tied up. Not like it mattered anyways as he took hold of the back of my head and proceeded to fuck my mouth.
    

    
      He pushed me to my limits as I felt my mouth and throat making a spitty mess of his greedy cock. It was all a blur really as I let go of my last bastion of obstinance. My body had already decided to submit and now my mind wanted nothing more than for my body to be used like a fuck toy. I only hoped that soon he would use my pussy like he was using my mouth.
    

    
      I like to consider myself a level headed and confident woman but I have needs just like everyone else. Now the literal taste of sex had brought all of those past unfulfilled needs flooding to the front of my mind, begging for release.
    

    
      I could feel the slow gush seeping out of my jealous pussy as my throat grew sore and raw from use. I would have begged for him to use my other holes if only my mouth wasn’t stuffed so full.
    

    
      Then without hesitation or remorse he pulled out of my mouth and yanked me up by my wrists until I was once again standing. Barely though on my trembling legs. I heard the undoing of his belt and the shuffling of fabric. He pulled my hips back and guided his cock into me to the hilt with one swift plunge, spreading my walls, forcing my body to take him once again. Only this time my body welcomed him as I could feel my tight walls spread and then hug back around his rod.
    

    
      I let out a shuddered breath as his thrust shook me. My body tensed, my toes curled and my jaw hung open in a silent scream as his ruthless penetration forced my orgasm to pour over me. Tingling heat zinged from the tips of my toes to my scalp. Travis dug his fingers into my hips and disregarding my body quivering orgasm started to pound my pussy senseless, his thick cock spreading me every time.
    

    
      Much like before my other senses 
      felt
       heightened, namely hearing the wet sounds of him taking me over and over. His hips clapping against my ass as he buried himself in me. 
    

    
      Possessive hands kept their hold on me as they slid up my body and pushed the cups of my bra up off my breasts, allowing a satisfying jiggle to shake through my full tits with each pounding. His hands kneaded into me and pinched at the already stiff peaks of my breasts causing me to wince back at the pain and squeal from the pleasure shooting from my nipples straight to my core.
    

    
      From behind me I could hear him growling out his satisfaction between heavy, lust-filled breaths.
    

    
      Then at once all my focus shot directly to that sweet spot deep in my pussy. The one that the ridge of his cockhead pushed into each time he bottomed out inside of me. I was going to cum again. Hard.
    

    
      My knees didn't tremble so much as they turned to jelly while the muscles in my core froze and my pussy walls began convulsing. It wasn't long before my body began to contort, my back arching and legs clamped shut. This time a not-so-silent scream pushed out of me followed by a string of swears and obscenities until my mind went blank. Travis had actually fucked me senseless. No thoughts, no words. Just the feeling of him claiming my body with his hands and his perfect cock.
    

    
      I was his. I have always been his. But in that moment I felt like I belonged to him in a whole new way.
    

    
      I hung by my wrists hardly able to stand as Travis spewed his load into me, a warmth growing deep in my abdomen where his cockhead was seeding me with each throb.
    

    
      It took him a moment but when he finally pulled out of me I could hear the sound of his load dripping out my overfilled pussy and onto the hard surface below. That sensitive emptiness lingered inside me as I spread my legs to feel more of his warm seed spill past my swollen lips.
    

    
      It was hard to stand but somehow I managed since my arms were too sore from hanging to support my weight.
    

    
      I was waiting for him to untie me or at least unhook my wrists. Something.
    

    
      Anything.
    

    
      Nothing. Not even a word from my loving husband after he tortured my body and ravaged my holes.
    

    
      Then after what felt like minutes of silence. "Good girl."
    

    
      A smile spread across my lips as I felt his hands reach up to untie my blindfold.
    

    
      "I have one more surprise for you." Travis continued.
    

    
      The silky blindfold dropped from my eyes. In an instant my heart raced, a knot swelled in my throat. Even after all I had just gone through I never felt so powerless.
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      There were people. 
    

    
      Twelve people, men and women, all finely dressed and mostly sitting in pairs across several expensive looking sofas.
    

    
      All eyes were on me. Obviously.
    

    
      My panties were around my ankles and my bra hanging limp on my shoulders, breasts exposed as I dripped out my husband's cum. All in front of a group of strangers.
    

    
      Not just that. I can only assume this group wasn't just here for the aftermath, they saw the whole thing. Travis had put me on display right before he had used me like a whore.
    

    
      A million questions raced through my mind but I didn't notice a single one as I stood there mortified.
    

    
      It took a moment to realize it, not just mortified but also questionably aroused.
    

    
      "You think they enjoyed the show?" Travis hushed in my ear, surprising me as my shock made me forget that he was still behind me. “You were such a good girl, taking my cock in your throat and the way you squealed when I took your pussy.”
    

    
      My heart began to beat out of my chest and to be quite honest I couldn’t tell if it was because I was mad or if I was as turned on as I have ever been. That could just be the lust still pumping hot through my veins but it was hard to tell. I wanted to run, I wanted to hide. Then another part of me, the way they all looked at me, it all just made me want to keep going. It felt insane but the metaphorical ice had been broken.
    

    
      I have always loved the way that Travis worships my body with his eyes and the way that these twelve strangers looked at me was lighting something in me that felt similar but exponentially naughtier. It wasn’t two married people admiring one another behind closed doors. For fuck’s sake it wasn’t even being a little naughty in front of close friends. It was being outright throat fucked and creampied in front of complete strangers.
    

    
      It was fair to say that I would probably never see any of these people out in the real world ever again. It begs the question how Travis knew any of them, but that was for another time. Right now I was trying to rationalize wanting to see the reaction of all of their faces as I got fucked again. Mind blowing orgasms had left my inhibitions low and for the first time that night I was going to take control in just about the only way I could being naked and tied up in front of a crowd.
    

    
      “So,” I said, my voice just a touch raspy from my throat being used earlier. “Who wants to see him fuck me again?”
    

    
      I turned a mischievous smile towards Travis who looked a bit shocked. Like he hadn’t just secretly fucked me in front of everyone here.
    

    
      The tiny crowd was full of smiles and looks of anticipation.
    

    
      “Well, give the people what they want…sir.” My smile grew just a hint more naughty. “Let’s see if you can get that big cock of yours up again or if you’re just going to embarrass yourself in front of all these nice people.”
    

    
      My teasing words had him rigid in no time and for the briefest moment I wondered why our sex life had taken such a dive when we were so fucking good at it.
    

    
      Without another word spoken between the two of us he took hold of me from behind and pushed his stiff dick into my cum lubed pussy. I let out a gasp. I always get overly sensitive after I cum and I was all too aware of the stretching sensations snaking through me. It was a naughty, sticky mess as I felt his cum mix with more nectar that my slit was happily providing for round two. My ass, his hips, all down the insides of my thighs were covered in our taboo lovemaking.
    

    
      They were loving every second of it. The way they looked on made me feel like some sort of sex goddess. The way my perky, round tits hung and jiggled ever so slightly, the way my full ass padded each powerful thrust, the curve of my hips giving ample leverage for my man to grab onto and fuck me like I deserve to be fucked. I’ve never loved my body more than I did watching them watch me. I’ve never felt so sexually powerful as I commanded each and every stare with nothing but my body being used for what it was made for—for what I was made for.
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