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Date Night With A Goddess

When she stepped out of the shower, I was ready.

In fact, I was way more than ready.

The thought of what was coming had kept us both buzzing all day, and it felt like the evening couldn’t come quickly enough. I had made reservations at a restaurant we had never been to, a fancy place that wasn’t usually our style. But this, I was quickly learning, was the point. To do things differently than we had ever done them before, to try on a new life, in a way. She was going to be a tease, something she had never had any interest in being before, but was now excited at the thought of becoming. And I was going to be the guy with the wife that everyone wanted, the guy with the trophy on his arm. I was that anyway, any time the two of us went out in public. But this was going to be different.

I knew more than she did. She had told me I could pick out what she was going to wear on our night out, and I had jumped at the opportunity. I hadn’t given her any clues. She knew it was going to be something sexy, of course, and she had the right to refuse anything I chose. Truthfully, she didn’t own anything that extreme, anyway. But from the moment she first proposed this little game, I knew what I wanted to see her in. She, on the other hand, had to wait to find out.

She stepped into the bedroom, where I waited, wearing only a towel. She had dried her dark hair, and now it hung down to her shoulders in soft waves, framing her beautiful face. She had no makeup on yet, but she had never needed it. She was a natural beauty.

When she saw what I had laid out on the bed for her, she smiled, and shook her head.

“I might have known. I knew you liked that one.”

“It looks amazing on you.”

“I hope it still fits. I hadn’t worn that one for years.”

“Only once, as I remember. At that work event where you won that award.”

She shook her head again.

“How do you remember this stuff?”

“How could I forget?”

She was beaming as she stepped toward the bed. She looked down at the red dress, and for a moment, I wondered if she would veto it. But after all, this was an outfit she had bought herself, at one time. Something she had felt she wanted to wear, if only once. She picked it up, holding it up in the light, her eyes moving over the fabric, and all the while, my eyes moved over her.

I was already dressed, my own outfit a matter of mere indifference to me. My cock was already hard as I stepped toward her, feeling the softness of the towel wrapped around her body, and she set the dress down as she turned her shining eyes on me. I reached for the towel where it was tied around her, and it came away easily. I tossed it aside, the warmth and perfume of her naked body rising around me as I took her breasts in my hands.

She smiled, but pushed my hands away.

“Come on,” she said, shaking her head. “I just got clean.”

“That must be what you smell so delicious,” I murmured, kissing her neck.

That always got her going, and I’m not going to pretend I wasn’t well aware of that. But she resisted. She stepped away from me, heading toward her dresser drawer where she kept her underwear.

I watched her naked body from behind as she chose what she was going to wear underneath that amazing dress. A strapless bra and a pair of thong panties that she pulled on one after another, slowly hiding her body from me, one piece of fabric at a time. And yet somehow, all the same, it was strangely erotic. Just as erotic, in its way, as watching her undress would have been. Knowing she was going to be an absolute knockout, getting genuinely excited for how good she would look. And all that anticipation sharpening the appetite, knowing that even if she had pushed me away just now, hopefully, this night would end exactly the way I expected it to. With the two of us in bed together, my hands all over that incredible body, everything I wanted right there for the taking, and this woman that I knew everyone was going to want smiling in my arms.

In her underwear, she stepped across the room and took her dress off the bed. She unzipped the back, and I stepped closer, taking it from her hands.

“Let me,” I said. She smiled, and let me do it, letting me pull the dress down over her head, feeling the intoxicating curves of her body as I pulled the fabric down over her like a sheath.

The fabric was ribbed, and it expanded and stretched around her so that it would fit her tightly, conforming to every curve. Just as I had known it would, it still fit her like a glove. It bared her shoulders, a halter neckline with a choker-style collar that fitted close around her neck, above a teardrop cutout that showed off her incredible boobs. The dress swooped in over her narrow stomach and expanded around her hips, the hemline sitting just above her knees as if to add some modesty to what was otherwise an extremely provocative garment. My hands slid over the fabric and over her firm body underneath that as I adjusted it carefully, setting it into place with maybe a little more care than was strictly necessary.

But Rachel allowed it. Her eyes beamed as she looked at me, enjoying this attention and knowing why I was taking so much care over her appearance. If nothing else, it was an excuse to touch her, and that was what I wanted most. But also, I was excited for what lay ahead, to see my wife looking like the sex goddess she had always been to me, and had only just come to realize she was for herself.

“Still as good as you remember?”

Stepping away from me, she twirled on the spot, letting me admire her appearance from every angle. And I did. She looked absolutely gorgeous, absolutely radiant, and for all my sharp memory of how she had looked all those years ago, the one and only time she wore this dress, it couldn’t compare with the reality. She looked even better than I imagined she would, even better than I had dared believe, and even as I looked at her, I already felt the first twinges of jealousy that I had no reason to feel. Other men would look at her, sure. And just like she had said, they would want her. They would fantasize about her. But they wouldn’t get to have her. I had been the one to put that dress on her, and I was going to be the one who took it off, and the thought of that was such a delightful little thrill as she turned to face me again.

“Better,” I said, and she giggled. Her boobs bounced just a little in the generous cut-out at the front of the dress as she covered her mouth with one hand.

“Well, I hope tonight lives up to your expectations.”

“It already has.”

She smiled at me again. All these compliments, but their power came from the fact that she knew I meant every word. And part of me, a big part, was more than willing to end the night right there. I had already seen what I wanted to see, and the sexual tension between us was intense. It would be more than enough for me to simply peel that sexy dress back off her and take her to bed, to mess her up fresh from the shower, to make her scream and moan and show her, physically, just how strongly I felt about the way she looked. But that wasn’t the game we were playing. She had her own ideas of what she wanted and how the night should go, and if I wanted a repeat performance of this crazy adventure, I knew I had to make sure she enjoyed herself, too.

“Okay, I need to do my makeup. I’ll be back in a minute.”

She turned toward the bedroom door, and I watched her go. I watched that ribbed dress straining over her ass with every step she took, the fabric pulling tight around her knees. I watched the way her body swayed, concealed and displayed by the garment at the same time, and my heart beat faster in my chest until she disappeared through the door, heading to the bathroom with its strong light and good mirror.

I sat down on the bed to wait.

It wasn’t a minute. It was many minutes, and I expected nothing less. But when she stepped back into the bedroom, it only confirmed what I had already known: that she would be worth the wait.

Her skin seemed to glow, as if lit up from within like a candle behind a thin shade. The satin texture of her foundation and the warm highlights of her bronzer combined to accentuate those already noticeable cheekbones, to subtly contour her face and make the most of its exquisite angles. Her eyes were sultry, elongated with winged liner that pushed them outwards, and darkened lashes that fluttered seductively every time she blinked. Her eye shadow created a smoky haze effect with a touch of glitter that matched the glow of her eyes themselves, making them even more unmissible, even more unforgettable, than they already were.

And her lips. She had found a shade that perfectly matched the vivid red of the dress, so that my eyes danced from her eyes to her lips to her body, my excitement growing with every glimpse. She knew it, too. She had seen herself in the mirror, and the gentle smile on her face as she walked toward me told me everything I needed to know. She knew how sexy she was. She knew she looked amazing. For all her normal modesty, her restraint, her desire not to be the centre of attention, she was absolutely loving this. And she loved, of course, the effect it had on me, my face an open book that she could read to show her how perfect, how gorgeous, how impossibly attractive she was.

“Amazing,” I murmured, and she smiled, her even white teeth showing between those parting red lips.

“Thank you,” she said. “Ready to go?”

“Yeah, I’m ready.”

“I just need to put my shoes on.”

I had chosen those, too. They sat beside the bed, right where her dress had been laid out for her. Black high heels with thin, delicate straps over the toes and around the ankle, designed to give an elegant arch to her foot. Her dress grew tighter as she bent toward the floor to pick them up, but I swooped in, faster than her.

“Sit down,” I said, grabbing the shoes.

She looked at me quizzically, still smiling faintly, and sat on the edge of the bed. As I kneeled at her feet, she lifted one foot, pointing her toes, and I slid the shoe on. I had to fuss with the strap a little to get it around her ankle, but in some way, that only added to the sense of ritual of the moment. When I finally had the shoe on, she lowered that foot and lifted the other one, and I repeated the procedure, a little more competently this time. Still holding her foot in my hand, I bent over it and kissed the top of it, and she chuckled under her breath.

“Oh my God, you’re so horny right now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess Rachel,” I grinned up at her. She took a big breath, her breasts rising and falling in that arousing cutout, and she looked so gorgeous sitting above me like that, her body tightly wrapped in her sexy red dress. So regal, so beautiful. Every inch the goddess I called her.

“Good. You’re going to have to stay that way a while longer. You wanted your wife to be a cocktease, after all. Regretting it yet?”

“No, Goddess.”

She raised her sculpted eyebrows at that. After a moment’s thought, she lifted her foot from my hands. I groaned as she placed it between my legs, the tip of her slender heel tracing the visible outline of my swollen cock through the fabric of the pants I wore.

“How about now?”

“Still no, Goddess,” I smiled.

“Really? Well, we’ll have to see how you feel by the end of the night. Just remember, it won’t just be this cock that I tease tonight.”

I took a deep breath, trying not to sigh and groan with desperate arousal as she continued to toy with me. Then, she set her foot on the floor. She held up both her hands, and I took them, and I helped her stand up from the bed. Then, I got up too. Such a weird mix of feelings were competing inside my mind, a mixture of embarrassment and excitement and nervousness, all of it combining with the undeniable arousal I felt.

She grabbed a small black purse from the dresser and threaded her arm through mine. Together, we walked through the house, heading to the car, the rhythmic click of her high heels announcing her beauty. It had been so long since we did anything like this, so long that part of me thought it might never happen again. And that excitement buzzed between us as I drove her to the restaurant on the other side of town. We barely spoke all the way there, both of us busy with our private thoughts and the anticipation of what lay ahead.

Her high heels clicked on the parking lot of the restaurant as we headed for the door. Again, she took my arm, confidence radiating in her every step as we walked inside. I gave the hostess my name, and she guided us to a table. I was trying not to make it too obvious how I watched her body swaying in the tight dress, her tall heels giving her a sexy long-legged stride that I could practically feel engraving itself into my brain.

And of course, I wasn’t the only one watching.

Heads turned. Both men and women looked. But it was the men I paid the most attention to. I could see the looks on their faces, and I could read the thoughts in their minds. The same thoughts I was having about my wife. About how amazing that body was, about how desirable those curves were. About how gorgeous and sexy and desirable she looked, and about what they would like to do to her, if they got the chance. How they would like to make her moan, how they would love to make her scream. My cheeks felt hot, and I knew that I was doing this partly to myself, but I couldn’t help it.

“Your server will be right with you,” the hostess smiled as Rachel took a seat at the table. She was a pretty girl in her own right, but she paled into insignificance next to my gorgeous wife.

“This is nice,” Rachel said as I sat down across the table from her. “Fancy place. I was worried I might be a bit overdressed.”

“Who cares, when you look this good?”

She laughed again.

As luck would have it, our server was male. A young guy, probably in his early twenties, quite a bit younger than Rachel, never mind me. But when he saw her, there was no disguising the effect her appearance had on him. Before he could stop them, his eyes traveled over her body, lingering on that keyhole cutout of the front of her dress that showed off her incredible cleavage. She smiled up at him, maintaining eye contact, giving him the gift of that beautiful smile. But I didn’t doubt that she noticed where his eyes went before he could stop himself.

“Uh, good evening,” he said, clearing his throat slightly as he handed us menus and a wine list. “Can I start you off with something to drink?”

Rachel turned her smile on me. When I ordered a bottle of wine, it was as if the server was noticing me for the first time. He nodded, and went to fetch our drinks, and Rachel’s eyes sparkled.

“Did he look at my boobs?” she asked softly, leaning slightly forward on the table, those boobs even more prominent at this angle.

“Of course he did. They look amazing.”

“I’m going to get a big head if you keep on like this.”

“You know you’re gorgeous. There’s no point denying it.”

The server reappeared and opened the bottle of wine, pouring out a little for me to taste. I nodded, and he filled our glasses. As he listed off the specials, I noticed his eyes drifting toward my wife’s body again.

Rachel ordered a meal, and so did I. Frankly, I barely paid any attention to the food that was on offer, fixated as I was on my wife. It felt like I was obsessed with her, like she was the only woman in the world worth even looking at. Her beauty was almost supernatural, almost inhuman, and she had never looked more like a goddess than she did in that moment. And I realized, as we chatted over our meals, that part of that was the way other people were responding to her. The lustful looks of the waiter, the attention from the other patrons. It wasn’t like I didn’t know how gorgeous she was, like I ever forgot how incredibly sexy she could be. But the way other people reacted to it seemed to confirm it, to enhance it, to sharpen that wild stab of lust I felt every time I looked at her, every time she smiled at me.

It was the strangest experience. Again, I had the feeling that I was both with my wife, the woman I loved and knew better than anyone else in the world, and also with someone new. With this beautiful vixen that everybody wanted, who needed to be wooed and impressed, just like when we were first dating. Truthfully, she did seem too good for me back then, too. And she certainly did now.

During our dinner, the waiter reappeared several times. In fact, it was probably the most attentive service I ever got. But of course, his attention was all for her, not me. Even though I knew I couldn’t blame him, it also made me angry to see him drooling over her, to know the kind of wicked thoughts he was having about the woman I loved. Even though, of course, this was exactly what I had wanted.

“He’s already had his tip,” I growled to Rachel after one of his visits to bring the bill.

“Oh, don’t be mean,” she chuckled. “I think he’s sweet.”

“To you, maybe. Because he wants you.”

She grinned, a slight blush rising to her cheeks at my words.

“He’s just a kid,” she said. But I saw the way her eyes moved toward him as he spoke to another table. She wasn’t looking at him like he was just a kid.

I slid my credit card into the wallet, adding a tip to the bill, despite my comment. And as the waiter returned to pick it up, Rachel beamed at him.

“I hope everything was good tonight?”

“Fantastic, thank you,” she grinned. “Especially the service. And the view wasn’t bad, either.”

I stared at her, open-mouthed. And the young man hardly seemed to know what to say. His eyes darted from her to me and back again as he stammered clumsy thanks, completely wrongfooted by her flirting. Not knowing what to do, he busied himself with swiping my card, and Rachel sat back in her chair, looking at me now, that satisfied smile on her face, as if she had done something really great.

When he handed me back my card, I stuffed it in my pocket and stood up. Rachel blinked as she raised her eyes to me.

“Come on. Let’s go.”

She pushed her chair back and stood, and as she followed me to the door, she seemed uncertain. Heads turned to watch her go again, feasting all over again on that amazing body wrapped in tight red fabric, but this time, I paid them no attention. There was an urgency in me now, and if Rachel took that for anger, that was okay. She would soon find out the truth.

I stepped out of the door of the restaurant, holding it open for her, and she followed me outside, her high heels clicking on the concrete again.

“John, is everything – “

She didn’t get to finish her question. I turned to her, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her into my arms. She stumbled forward, still a little clumsy in the high heels she never used to wear, and she fell against me, her hands on my chest.

I pressed my lips against hers like I had been dying to do all night, that lipstick smearing as my tongue slid between her lips, and I kissed her, letting her feel all the intensity of my jealous passion. Draping her arms around my neck, she kissed me back, and I felt her smiling against my mouth. My hands wandered over that incredible body, through the fabric stretched tight around her, and I didn’t care if anyone saw us through the window of the restaurant. Let them look. They had all had a good look at her body when they had the chance, so now let them see who it really belonged to.

“Wow,” Rachel said quietly when our kiss broke.

But for me, that was only the opening act. I grabbed her hand and pulled her after me through the parking lot, her high heels tapping rapidly on the hard surface as she hurried after me as quickly as her restrictive outfit would allow. I practically shoved her into the car, then jogged around to the other side, swinging myself into the driver’s seat and starting the engine.

“Oh my God,” she said, shaking her head. “Look at you.”

“We need to get home. Right now.”

“Don’t drive too fast, baby,” she murmured. But I knew she was feeling the same excitement as I did. And I could feel the happiness radiating off her, the excitement that matched my own. She had loved the idea of being a trophy, a prize, and now she was seeing exactly what that meant.

I practically screeched up outside our house, killing the engine and climbing out of the car. I wrenched her door open, taking her hand again as I pulled her after me, and she giggled girlishly as I led her to the door. I dragged her inside the house and up to our bedroom, my cock raging inside my pants, my head full of all the looks she had gotten in the restaurant, that intoxicating chemical cocktail of jealous anger and wild desire more potent than ever.

“Don’t rip it,” she urged as I spun her around and savagely pulled down the zipper of her dress. The fabric stretched as I slid it off her, dropping it to the floor and taking off her bra at the same time. Then I pushed her panties down, and she stumbled as she stepped out of them, me already on top of her, pushing her toward the bed.

She fell down on the mattress, grabbing the sheet as she climbed up onto the bed, and I didn’t give her a chance to recover herself. I didn’t undress. I simply unzipped my pants, reaching inside to take out my cock that was already hard and ready for her, and she yelped in surprise as she felt it pressing against her from behind.

“John!”

But I didn’t listen. The excitement of sex was already upon me, fueled by the knowledge that my wife was the hottest piece of ass in town, and everybody knew it. She arched her back as I grabbed her by the hips, driving myself against her, and she screamed as I slid my cock inside. Her wetness showed me that she felt the same way I did, that the night had excited her just like it had excited me, just like we had both hoped that it would. And the feeling of her snug pussy around my length was incredible as I slid it in and out of her, my hips bucking, the bed frame starting to creak and shift in time with our movements.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, her head down on the mattress, her ass in the air, her hips in my hands. And I fucked her hard, the pace steadily increasing, my own moans and groans getting louder along with hers as pleasure grew between us. It was wild, urgent, animalistic, and completely untamed. It felt so good to have her in my hands again, to take her like this, to know that this was all for me, only for me, and all those guys, including that waiter, could only dream of ever being with a woman this hot.

She moaned and screamed, she wailed and yelped, and somewhere in that tangle of sweaty bodies, she came. I growled as I felt it, that sweet spasm around my cock, and at the same time, I let myself go. I emptied into her like a cannon going off, all my anger and jealousy suddenly pouring out of me in that hot orgasmic flood, and as I pulled out of her, she collapsed on the bed, rolling over on her side. I lay down behind her, draping an arm around her, pulling her close as I kissed her neck, my tenderness a kind of compensation for my earlier roughness. But she wasn’t mad. Her eyes closed, she threaded her fingers through mine, holding my hand on her warm stomach while she nestled her body back against me.

“Oh my God, that was amazing,” she murmured. “That’s how a goddess should be fucked.”
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