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Claiming His Goddess

I didn’t know what was happening. Truthfully, I didn’t think about it much. I didn’t have to think. Everything seemed to happen by itself, following its own strange logic, the rapid beating of my heart imposing its own rhythm on a situation nothing in my life could have prepared me for. I’ve always found Rachel unbelievably sexy, and I’ve always known I wasn’t the only one to feel that way about her. But the idea had never before excited me like it did now, kneeling there in the kitchen with her standing over me like a goddess I had to reclaim.

I’ve never thought of myself as a particularly jealous guy. At the same time, we all have our moments of jealousy. And it wasn’t that the thought of her getting excited at being hit on by a stranger didn’t make me jealous. It did. The issue was that the jealousy, for the first time in my life, turned me on. That was new. That was something I had never expected.

And it added a kind of fire I had never experienced before to the attraction I had always felt for my wife. I peeled those clinging leather pants down off her hips, her soaked panties going with them, and I breathed in that intoxicating scent with every breath, the warm smell of her like a highway to my desire.

She shivered as I ran my tongue along her dripping slit. She closed her eyes for a moment, letting out a delightful groan of anticipation. My cock throbbed in pure and unignorable desperation, lust like an unignorable presence in my body, telling me not to question anything, telling me to just enjoy the ride. So that was what I did.

She tasted fantastic. She always did. I licked her like an ice cream, and it felt like she was melting as the juices flowed out of her, dripping down my throat, as if she was becoming part of me, or I was becoming part of her. I’ve never had a problem going down on Rachel, not at all. But I’d never done it like this. Never kneeling while she stood over me, turning oral sex into something like an act of worship. Certainly, that was how it felt to me as I kneeled there at her feet, her pants just above her knees, her body still swaying in her high heels, the muscles of her legs tight as she maintained her balance, one hand on the top of my head.

She moaned, and shivered again, and every noise and movement she made only served to excite my desire even more. In that moment, her pleasure was my own, and all I wanted was to get her over that edge, to make her explode with passion and bliss, proud to know that I could. To make her cum. That was what I wanted. And that was exactly what I intended to do.

My tongue probed her wetness, sliding easily over her well-lubricated pussy, sparking fresh delight from her everywhere I touched. She whimpered in pure arousal, the pleasure and pressure of it all getting to her second by second, my busy tongue between her legs doing exactly what I intended it to do. I could feel her orgasm coming, could taste the change in her body as her pussy spasmed around my questing tongue. I maintained the same rhythm that had brought us here, pressing even harder with the muscular organ in my mouth, until finally, she erupted.in

Rachel came with a long cry that sounded almost forlorn if I didn’t know any better. But it was the sound of a long-awaited release, something she had been desperate for while she went about her day, dressed in her sexy outfit, probably bubbling over with excitement at the thought of my reaction. Well, she couldn’t have asked for a stronger reaction than this. I didn’t know exactly what she was expecting, but I was surprised myself by the force and ferocity of my feelings. I had always loved her. I had always found her almost unbearably sexy. But I had never thought to worship her like this. And as she moaned and gasped above me, dissolving in liquid pleasure, I didn’t regret a single moment of my powerful reaction to the way she looked.

She was out of breath as she stepped back from me, the thin heel of her shoe sliding for a second on the kitchen floor. The green tinge in her eyes was more apparent than ever as she looked at me wide-eyed, as if astonished by what she saw. As if I had shown her something she never suspected in me. But she was the one who was full of surprises today.

“I’ve been waiting for that all day,” she said breathlessly.

Her breasts rose and fell under her tight black top as she spoke, her still-dripping pussy displayed between the bottom of it and the top of her panties pulled down on her legs, and I couldn’t get enough of the sight of her. My eyes wandered up and down her body, taking it all in greedily, as if that gorgeous sight might be taken away from me at any moment, instead of this being the woman I was married to, the woman I intended to spend the rest of my life with.

I often felt lucky, when I took the time to think and reflect on how well I had married. But I felt unbelievably blessed now, as I stared at my wife in the full flood of her beauty, enraptured and overwhelmed by how good she looked. It was almost unbelievable, almost unthinkable that a woman like that would love me. I had never doubted that Rachel could have any man she chose. She didn’t need some sleazy salesman to prove that to me, or to herself. But it was, in some strange way, a thrilling little reminder of the truth we both knew and never acknowledged.

She would never have let me say that she was out of her league. After all, she loves me. Whatever it is that I give her, she appreciates it. But from where I was kneeling, it undeniably felt like I was punching way above my weight. As if no man deserved a goddess like this, and all any of us could do was hope for her charity and her mercy in letting us pleasure that amazing body.

And I needed my goddess more than I ever had. The lust burning inside me felt as intense as any I had ever known, and it demanded a release.

I stood up. Rachel grinned at me, her eyes shining with delight. She knew exactly what I was thinking, what I craved. She saw the way things were going. For a woman as beautiful as her, she was surprisingly unconceited. But she must’ve known how she looked the minute she pulled those skintight leather pants on, and she had the enthusiastic reaction of the salesman to show her how desirable she was. She had been riding that high all day, and I had tasted its intensity for myself.

I stepped toward her. Not saying anything; it didn’t feel like we needed words at that point. We were both riding the same wild impulse, both caught up in the purity and power of what we felt.

She squealed in delight as I wrapped my arms around her, picking her up off the floor. She yelped again as I threw her unceremoniously over my shoulder, carrying her across the kitchen in a fireman’s carry. It wasn’t exactly dignified, but dignity was the last of my concerns at that moment. All that mattered was desire.

“What are you doing?” she laughed. But of course, it was obvious. She knew just as well as I did what I was up to, what was on my mind. And she yelped again as I used my free hand to smack her ass, making a loud crack that echoed around the kitchen I carried her through.

“You’re coming with me, Goddess,” I said, carrying her up the stairs. I could feel the heat of her body against mine as I moved, the promise of sex igniting us both.

I all but threw her down on the bed. The mattress bounced underneath her as she raised her arms above her head, smiling up at me with a starry-eyed smile. I paused for a moment, drinking in that irrepressible beauty, the sweet surrender of a woman who, it seemed, was still learning the full extent of the power her beauty gave her.

I pulled my clothes off. Quickly, unceremoniously, all business now. And Rachel watched, that same smug smile on her face, enjoying what she was doing to me, the desperation of my movements a testament to how badly I wanted her.

Then, standing over the bed, I reached toward her again. I slid her high heels off her feet, one by one. Then I reached for those clinging leather pants and peeled them off her legs, along with her panties. She kicked her feet free of them as I let them fall to the floor, what had once been the most exciting item of clothing I had ever seen in my life reduced to nothing more than some empty fabric when she wasn’t wearing them.

I climbed onto the bed with her. I lifted up her top, exposing the generous swell of her boobs in the bra she wore. She pushed herself up so that I could pull her top off over her head, throwing that, too, on the floor. Wrapping my arms around her, I unfastened her bra, freeing those gorgeous boobs and taking their soft weight in my hands.

She purred with pleasure as I fondled her breasts, teasing her swollen nipples with finger and thumb. I leaned my head down and took one between my lips, sucking gently to make her squirm with joy. Meanwhile, her hand was already reaching down between my legs, closing around my cock, starting to stroke me and fuelling my desire for her.

As I moved on top of her, she lay back, ready to receive me. I felt the tightness of her pussy close around me as I slid my cock inside her with a grunt, and she let out a moan that demonstrated how she had been waiting for this all day. It felt so good to be inside her, felt so good to be pleasing her like this, and after all the crazy sexual tension we had generated from the moment I walked in the door, how could this feel anything other than fantastic?

I moved on top of her, showering her with kisses, my manhood sliding in and out of that tight slot, and she writhed underneath me, her eyes closed, her breathing heavy, surrendering herself completely to those powerful, passionate feelings that made us both feel so alive.

She came before I did. Just like I wanted her to. As badly as I craved that sweet explosion of pleasure, I wanted to make my wife happy. She deserved it. Not just for looking the way she did, for being as beautiful as she was, but for being so creative. For taking a chance. I wanted to reward her little adventure, wanted to encourage her to do things like this again. I hoped she would keep surprising me forever, when the surprises were like this.

Her lips trembled around the sounds she made, blissful, erotic sounds of pure joy. Her back arched, her hips rising from the bed she lay on, every nerve in her body seeming to want more of what I was giving her. She clung on to me, her fingernails digging into my shoulders, and I welcomed the bright tiny pain of it, knowing what it meant. That I was making her happy. That I was making my goddess cum.

And as her climax slowly subsided, I gave her a moment to recover. She showered me with kisses, her mouth moving hungrily over mine, her eyes still closed, like she was lost in her own little world of wordless pleasure.

But as she slowly recovered, I moved more forcefully on top of her. After all, I had my own pleasure I was chasing, too.

She let out another long moan, and I felt her pussy spasm around my cock, still convulsing with the afterglow of the orgasm I had already given her. I moaned against her neck, the incredible feelings swelling through me, taking me over, pushing me beyond the point of no return. I growled like an animal as I finally released into her, my cock exploding in pure joy, spurting away inside her as I launched my orgasm into her warm and welcoming body.

It felt like we were sharing the same ragged breath as I lay on top of her, our arms wrapped around each other, our bodies seeming fused together. There’s nothing, really, better than these moments, these shared releases, these mutual ecstasies. This, in a way, is what we long for, more than anything else. Not just the passion and the pleasure, as beautiful as that is, but what comes after it. That feeling of closeness, of mutual pleasure, as if you’ve stopped being two different people and instead become merely two aspects of one single being. I don’t want to make it more spiritual than it is, but I do think there’s a deep mystery in sex sometimes. And the better the sex is, the more true that seems.

The sex we had that day was very good indeed. Comparing good times with your partner isn’t maybe a worthwhile exercise, but I had to admit in that post orgasmic glow, and will reconfirm now, that the two of us had rarely had anything better. And all because of those tight leather pants that lay on the bedroom floor, looking impossibly small. Well, those, and my devious wife’s kinky imagination.

“Oh my God,” Rachel gasped breathlessly. Her voice was low now, the orgasm I had given her making her sound exhausted, but in the best possible way. In the way we both wanted, both longed for, both had been building toward since the moment I got home, or in her case, even earlier.

“That was amazing,” I said as I rolled off her. And she gave a short little laugh in response. Not like it amused her, but as if what I had said was a total understatement. As if words couldn’t possibly do justice to what we had experienced together. Frankly, that was exactly how I felt, too.

“And just to think, all it took was some tight leather pants.”

“Yeah,” I said, lying back on the pillow next to her. For a moment, I stared at the ceiling, but I couldn’t keep my eyes away from her for long. She looked so gorgeous, lying there practically radiating with bliss, so sexy I could barely stand it.

“You should get dressed up more often.”

“Easy for you to say,” she giggled. “You’re not the one who has to squeeze into them. But maybe you’re right. I can’t argue with the results. I don’t have too much to dress up for, but maybe my wardrobe could use a little upgrade.”

“You serious?”

She shrugged as I looked at her.

“Why not? I like to shop as much as the next girl. And the way you looked at me when you came in the door tonight… Well, it was even better than I thought it would be.”

“Not to mention the way the guy in the store looked at you.”

She giggled again.

“Still thinking about that, huh? I’d practically forgotten about him. Still jealous?”

“A little,” I said, making her laugh even more. Then she made a sympathetic sound, rolling over onto her side and placing a hand on my chest, inching closer to me on the bed.

“Baby, you have absolutely nothing to be jealous about,” she said softly, her eyes holding mine as she spoke. “You’re the man I love. You’re my husband. You’re the one lying here in bed with me now, not him. Never him. Never anyone but you.”

I placed my hand on top of hers, spreading my fingers between hers. She nestled her head against my shoulder.

“If you’d been single, though…”

Rachel lifted her head, fixing me with a quizzical look.

“But I’m not.”

“Yeah, I know. I’m just saying. If you were single, and you got all hot and bothered trying on those pants, and you knew how good you looked, and he invited you out for a drink. Would you have gone?”

She stared at me as if trying to figure out what I was thinking. Truthfully, I barely knew myself.

“What are you getting at?”

“I don’t know,” I confessed. “I’m just saying. You’re such a beautiful woman, and it feels like you forget that sometimes, but I don’t. No one else does, either. Every time anyone looks at you, they see how gorgeous you are. Sometimes I think you’re the only person who doesn’t.”

“You’re so sweet,” she said, resting her head on my shoulder again. But that wasn’t the word I would have used to describe my thoughts in that moment. Honestly, I don’t know what word I would have used. Maybe no word, no combination of them even, could explain all the conflicted but intense feelings I experienced as I lay there next to my gorgeous wife, breathing the same air that smelled of our sex in some sense, as though the two of us inhabited completely different worlds.

“It’s almost like you want me to be naughty.”

“Not like that,” I scowled at the ceiling while she ran tender fingers through the hair on my chest. “The thought of you with someone else makes me sick. But the thought of these other guys wanting you like that? I don’t know. There’s something kind of sexy about that.”

“Really?”

Her eyes were lit up with a light that made me nervous. Already today, she had shown that even after all the years we had been together, she was still plenty capable of surprising me. Frankly, I felt overmatched. She had made me kneel on the floor and call her goddess with almost laughable ease. What else might she be able to do, if she put her mind to it?

“Yeah. I don’t know. It’s like… Kind of like I’m showing you off, in a way. Like, look at what I get, and you losers don’t.”

She laughed loudly at that.

“Oh really? Like I’m your little trophy wife.”

“Yeah, something like that,” I grinned at her. “Just like, the more they want you, the better I feel about being the one who gets to have you.”

I watched her tongue moving under her cheek, those mischievous eyes still fixed on me, and again, I found myself wondering what was going through her head, just as she had wondered the same about me. I had been as honest as I was able to be, even though it was difficult to put these unexplainable thoughts into words. Now it was her turn.

“That’s kind of naughty,” she said. “But I have to admit, it’s not the worst thing I’ve ever heard. I’ve never really thought of myself like that. I know, you’ve always said how beautiful I am, and I love that. But it sounds like you want me to be a tease.”

“Yeah. Yeah, I do. You could be a total cocktease if you wanted to, driving guys crazy with sexy little outfits.”

She laughed again. But again, it was that kind of laughter that’s more about surprise or even shock than about actually finding something funny. She could laugh all she wanted, but the look in her eyes seemed to suggest that she didn’t find this funny, or at least, not primarily. She found it exciting. And so did I.

“Wait, are we going to actually do this?”

Her voice was incredulous, but there was no hiding the excitement in her words. I hesitated before answering. Of course I had doubts, questions, concerns. Of course I worried about where all this might be leading us. We had a good life, and I thought we were happy with the way things were. I certainly was. But then, I thought about the way she looked in those leather pants and high heels, and the way she usually looked in her much more casual clothing, and I knew what I wanted.

I wanted a hot wife. Yeah, a trophy, if she wanted to put it like that. A stunner who would turn heads wherever she went, who could stop traffic when she walked down the street, a woman that every man would want, every woman would envy, and only I would get to take home.

“Do what?”

“I don’t know, put on a bit of a show. Get dressed up and go out somewhere. You get to choose what I wear. Within reason.”

A smile spread across my face. There were a few items in my wife’s closet that I remembered with fondness, pieces I hadn’t seen for years but had never been able to forget. I was confident that she would still fit into everything; that wouldn’t be an issue.

“Where do you want to go?”

“Doesn’t really matter, does it?” she said, leaning forward to kiss my shoulder. “Anywhere there’s people. Especially men. You’re going to get so jealous.”

“Yeah, I am,” I smiled. “But it’s going to be fun.”

She moved beside me. Rising up on her knees, pushing the blanket back. Kneeling naked at my side, she ran her hand gently over my cock that lay against my thigh. It twitched in response, already growing thick and fat again. I stared up at her in surprise. She had never been this insatiable, this eager to go again, especially after an orgasm as powerful as the one I had just given her. But it was clear to me that I was dealing with a whole new Rachel, and I loved it. I loved her, for who she was and had always been, but this new naughty side of herself was intoxicating. It was like falling for her all over again, like being with someone new without cheating on the woman I loved.

Her hand kept moving over my cock, coaxing me back to hardness. At the same time, I reached out to her, one hand on her smooth ass pulling her closer to me. The other hand reached for her breasts, again teasing and toying with them, and she bit her lower lip in excitement, both of us getting to each other just the way we intended to.

Her steady stroking did what it was intended to do. Soon, my cock swelled back to hardness, looking ponderously up from between my legs, and every touch of her hand sent fresh pleasure racing through my body. Then, she swung a leg over me, straddling my lap, her knees on either side of my hips. She sat on my legs, stroking my cock faster now, grinning down at me as she played with my body, knowing exactly what she was doing.

“You can’t wait to see me all sexed up, can you?” she teased. “You can’t wait to see all those other guys drooling over your sexy little wife.”

“That’s right,” I panted. “God, you’re so hot. Goddess, I mean.”

She laughed at that, a bright sound that echoed in the bedroom above my laboured breathing as she continued to tease me. My wife, who had never wanted to be the center of attention, who had had a lifetime of being gawked at and ogled and never wanted it, discovering only now, this late in the game, the excitement she could get from being wanted.

“That’s right. And everyone’s going to see how lucky you are. Everyone’s going to see me on your arm and be jealous that you get to take me home and fuck me.”

“Oh my Goddess,” I said, making her laugh again.

Then, she inched forward. Rising up on her knees, she steered my cock between her thighs, the swollen head pressing against her glistening wet entrance. We both gasped as she spread her knees, lowering herself down on top of me, and my member slid easily inside her, pushing apart the wet walls of her sex and making us both squirm with desperate pleasure. She started to ride, slowly at first, her tight pussy sliding teasingly up and down my cock, driving me half mad with desire. I held her by the hips, raising my own hips from the bed, almost hoisting her into the air while she moved on top of me.

“You just can’t wait to see me all dressed up. Can’t wait to see other guys drooling over me, can you? Such a naughty boy.”

She leaned forward as she spoke, her hands on my chest now, both of us groaning as the angle changed. And her eyes looked into mine, her hair finally broken free of its messy ponytail, the dark strands falling down around her heaving shoulders as the breath caught in her throat.

“I guess I must be a naughty goddess, too. Because I’m looking forward to it. Thinking about those hungry eyes, those looks. Knowing what they’re thinking about me, and about you. Knowing they’re thinking about this. Thinking about me moaning for them, not you. Thinking about me riding them like I’m riding you now, but all they can do is go home and jerk off thinking about it.”

“Holy shit, Rachel,” I groaned. And my wild and sexy wife laughed in response.

“It’s your fantasy, baby. I’m just playing along.”

“Well, you’re a natural,” I groaned, my voice tight with the approach of orgasm. And she bounced up and down on me even harder, gasps and moans escaping her more frequently now, her riding me toward ecstasy with an aggression I had never seen before in her. But I welcomed it. It was such an unbelievable turn-on, something so sexy about seeing her so wild, so uninhibited, so unrestrained. The things she was saying and the images they conjured in my brain made me feel like I had stepped into some strange new world where anything was allowed, where even the wildest ideas made sense.

“This is going to be so much fun, baby,” she gasped, as if she had to force the words out around her moans and groans of excitement. “I can’t wait to be an absolute goddess for you.”
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