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Dress Up Date

Ideas were coming thick and fast now for Rachel. She had noticed that this happened, once she got in the mood. These days, she was almost permanently horny, but at the same time, there were levels. And now, with William finally serving as her houseboy the way she had fantasized about for so long, her horniness was at an all-time high.

She couldn’t ignore the possibilities. And she couldn’t resist the temptation. She had the sense that she had been presented with an opportunity here that might never come again, a chance to explore all of her wildest impulses and see how far she could take this new dominatrix persona. She almost felt like she had to. But more importantly, she wanted to.

And John was willing. Not enthusiastic; you couldn’t go that far. It was obvious that he had his doubts and his misgivings about the situation.

In fact, it was almost comical the way the two men acted when they were in the room together. Trying to avoid each other’s eyes, trying to avoid interacting with each other at all. That was fine by Rachel. It meant all the focus was on her. Still, it was obvious that John wasn’t fully comfortable with the situation.

But it was just as obvious that he was having the time of his life. They were having the kind of sex that you can’t forget, that stays with you long after the moment has passed, that practically redefines your definition of pleasure. Neither of them could pretend otherwise. Neither of them could deny the power of what they had discovered. And Rachel couldn’t ignore the fact that she could get John to go along with whatever she wanted. That whatever happened next, it was all up to her. She could barely believe how good that still felt.

William had been so good. He had done everything she wanted, without even a hint of disobedience. The closest he came to defiance was that look he sometimes got on his face, that little flicker of his eyes that told her that part of him wanted to rebel, but that his desire for her overruled it. In some ways, that was what she loved the most. The thrill of breaking him, of making him do what he knew he shouldn’t, what he would have resisted, if anyone but her had demanded it of him. There was no better way, Rachel knew, to feel special, to feel powerful, to feel desired, than that.

And now, a new idea was forming, and she knew she didn’t have to ask William’s permission. A chastity boy did what he was told. It was only John she had to convince. And Rachel knew exactly how to do that.

“We should go out tonight.”

Her husband was sitting beside her on the sofa, once again drained from the sex they had been having. He had that blissed-out look on his face that she loved to see, a kind of vacancy that came into his eyes, as if all the troubles and cares of the world were melted away by the clean wash of physical pleasure. He turned toward her, looking almost awed by what she had done to him, and his eyebrows climbed his forehead in surprise as he once again tried to guess where she might be going with this.

But dulled by sex or not, it didn’t take a genius to figure it out. Rachel’s exhibitionist side had been one of many surprises they had discovered lately, and she loved taking their little show out in public. They had never done it this way before, though. And tonight seemed like the night.

“Go out?”

“Yeah. You can take me out to dinner, somewhere nice. Somewhere I can get dressed up for. Oh, maybe in the next town over, where no one knows us. That might be better. Then I can be really daring.”

“Daring?”

John might be confused, but there was no confusion over the smile that spread slowly across his face. He liked it when she was daring. Everyone did.

“Yeah. And guess who’s going to have to help me get dressed up this time?”

As she spoke, she turned her eyes toward the kitchen. From there, they could hear the quiet sounds of William washing dishes. Standing at the sink naked but for his chastity cage, just as he had when he watched her fuck John. The house was looking great, virtually spotless, thanks to his ready service, all the menial tasks she had made him perform. And she got such a kick out of making him do it, out of treating them like a maidservant. She had been thinking about doing this for a long time, and she was glad to find that it lived up to all her expectations. It was a constant thrill that almost nagged at her, that kept her desire burning bright inside her, so that she could barely keep her hands off John. The best of all possible worlds, just as she had hoped it would be. A handsome husband to have endless sex with, and a desperate chastity boy to boss around and bully.

“You’re fucking crazy,” John said, shaking his head.

But she just smiled. It was hardly the first time he had accused her of that, and she wasn’t going to deny it. Everything they were doing was crazy; every impulse she had was. But that was the fun of it. The thrill of being someone else. And she wanted to pursue that thrill well into the night, to keep the excitement going for just as long as she could, following this pattern of dominating William and having sex with John for as long as she possibly could.

“I think it would be fun. You know how turned on you get watching me get ready for dates with him. Well, maybe it’s his turn to experience that. The only difference is, you’ll get to do something about it. You’ll actually get to have sex with me after the date, and he’ll know that all the work he put in making me look good was all for you to enjoy.”

“That’s so evil,” John said, while Rachel laughed.

“Yeah, well, no one ever said I was a kind Goddess, did they?”

“True.”

John was already convinced. She could see that. So when she leaned over to kiss him deeply, it wasn’t to persuade him of anything. It was just because she wanted to. Because she felt such a wave of love and desire for him in that moment, knowing how far he had come along this road with her. Knowing how tolerant and open-minded and adventurous he had been, how he had played along with all her craziest ideas, all her darkest impulses.

Not that he hadn’t got anything out of it, of course, she reminded herself. But still, she was grateful for having her husband so open-minded, so in love with her that he would give her whatever she wanted.

* * * * *

Warm water streamed over Rachel as she stood in the shower. The feeling would have been pleasant enough by itself, but it was enhanced by the excitement vibrating inside her. All day long, she had felt the same way. From time to time, it rose up to its wild peaks, its bright bursts of sexual pleasure. But even when it wasn’t happening, even when she wasn’t having sex with John, the thrill of it was always there. It was the first time she had been alone with her thoughts all day, and she couldn’t stop smiling as she reflected on what lay ahead.

She always loved date night. She had loved it with her husband, back in the days before they had discovered any of this kinky stuff, back when their sex life was satisfying enough by itself. She had loved it even more when she had started dating William, when she got to dress up in her boldest outfits and tease both her husband and her boyfriend, knowing how badly both men wanted her.

Now, this new twist on things had her excited all over again. Just a regular, normal date between a husband and wife, except not, because of William. Because of what his anguish, his despair, and his desire did to her, how it accented and enhanced their sex life and turned even something that might have been pedestrian into another unbelievably kinky experience.

As the water washed over her body, this body that was so desired by these two men, Rachel resisted the urge to touch herself, to take the edge off the excitement she was feeling. Tempting as it was, she knew in the end that would only be counterproductive. The desire was the whole point. The desire she inspired in William and in John, which was the source of the desire she herself felt. The more she wanted it, the better it would be when she finally got it. She knew that, knew that that was the entire basis of the games they played. Still, sometimes, it was harder to be strict with herself than others.

She washed herself, shaved her legs, washed her hair, thinking all the while about how her newly cleaned body would soon be made dirty again. However, wherever, and in whatever way she chose, her calling all the shots once again.

Stepping out of the shower, she dried herself off. Then, wrapping a towel around herself, she turned to the mirror and started styling her hair.

William was out there somewhere, waiting for her to emerge. Waiting for his next instruction. She had toyed with the idea of having him join her in the shower, of making her clean her body for her date, and the thrill she felt at the thought of it was undeniable, but in the end, she had decided against it. After all, she had her husband think about too, and she still wasn’t sure how John would take a service that intimate. He knew that William ate her out sometimes. He was okay with that, though obviously not exactly thrilled with the idea. But it’s one thing to know something is going on and another to know it’s happening in your own home, in the next room. Goddess or not, Rachel still felt the occasional need for prudence when it came to her husband’s feelings.

Once her hair was dry, she stepped out of the bathroom, still with a towel wrapped around her. She paused for a moment in the hallway near the bedroom, mentally preparing herself. It was as if, at times like this, she had to make a switch from her normal frame of mind to her dominant persona. Becoming Goddess Rachel took a little work. She had to push aside her natural tendency toward being agreeable, and remind herself that she was supposed to be a demanding bitch. That she was supposed to take what she wanted and not care how anyone felt about it, knowing that that was what they wanted.

Then, when she was ready, she took a deep breath and yelled down the stairs.

“William! Get up here, now!”

Smiling to herself, she walked into the bedroom. As she opened the door of her closet, she heard his footsteps on the stairs. Barefoot, of course. Completely naked, his discarded clothes still, as far as she knew, sitting on the floor of the living room. She didn’t know exactly where John was at that moment, but she guessed he was downstairs, and knew he must’ve hurt her. Probably he had seen William jumping to obey, dropping whatever he was doing and scurrying through the house on his never-ending mission to please his mistress. The thrill of it all never seem to lessen.

By the time William stepped through the door of the bedroom, caged and ready to serve, she had already chosen her outfit. Dared herself into it, basically. It still felt crazy to be going out in public wearing something this provocative, but that exhibitionist part of her loved the idea. And she knew that John would love it too, and William. All of them locked in the same crazy dance of desire, knowing that the sexier she was, the more powerful she was.

But definitely, they were going to go to a different town for dinner. She might want to be seen, but not necessarily by anyone she knew.

“My husband’s taking me out on a hot date. You’re going to dress me.”

Not a question, of course. An order. And that was exactly how William took it, knowing his place, knowing exactly what was expected of him.

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

“Come here.”

She stepped toward the bed, and William saw the outfit she had chosen. She studied his face, smiling as she watched his eyes go wide. She could tell he was already imagining her in it. And he had seen her in such sexy outfits before, from the skintight dresses she used to wear for their dates to the clinging latex she had worn when she and Cheryl had dominated him so thoroughly at his apartment. But it never lost its magic. Thankfully, he was never able to shake his attraction to her, and each sexy outfit seemed like the first one he had ever seen, each one of them seeming to blow his mind all over again.

“Start with the corset.”

Standing by the bed, she unceremoniously shed her towel, revealing her nakedness to him. And just like she knew they would, his eyes traveled over her body, taking in every curve as if he had never seen them before. As if he wanted to memorize her, as if the image of her naked body wasn’t already burned onto his brain indelibly. Rachel almost giggled at the sight of it, at his silent adoration of her, the desperate desire seeming to rise from every pore of his body until it hung around him like a cloud. His caged cock twitched, and she didn’t try to hide the fact that she was looking at it, didn’t even attempt to hide the smile on her face at the thought of the power she had over him. It was all so incredible, so exciting, so much fun. And just as he never got tired of looking at her, she never got tired of teasing him.

William went to work. His movements slow and careful, as if afraid to break something, he picked the corset up off the bed. She had bought it quite recently, without any special purpose for it in mind other than driving him or her husband crazy, or ideally both. Well, tonight, she knew it was going to do exactly that. The fabric was a fiery red, bright and attention-grabbing, and she knew it would complement her dark hair perfectly. She felt the warmth of William’s body as he stood close behind her, wrapping the lingerie around her. It had a soft inner lining that felt good against her bare skin, but his fumbling fingers struggled with the clasps in the front that had to be slid together.

“What’s wrong, loser? Never help a lady into a corset before?”

“No, Mrs. Sanders,” William mumbled behind her, taking her question 100% seriously. Smiling to herself, she reached back with one blind hand, her fingers brushing his thigh. She didn’t turn to look at him, but she took his caged cock in her hand, pulling on it slightly until he groaned in pure desperation.

“Well, I hope you’re a fast learner. My husband expects perfection, and it’s your job to give it to him. Now, here’s what you do. See these little pegs? They go through the hole, and then you slide the metal bits back. Like that. See?”

Rachel showed William how to close the corset around her. He watched over her shoulder, and she knew she was giving him an incredible view of her boobs. It was only going to get better. Or worse, depending on your point of view, she supposed.

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders,” he said in a breathy voice, his mouth close to her ear. Close enough to kiss, if he had tried. She imagined feeling his warm lips on her neck, and idly, she wondered what she would do if he dared. It wasn’t the first time she had thought along those lines.

There was a time he used to kiss her, a time he used to always try and press his lips against hers, though she had allowed it only occasionally. But something had changed in him. All the hours she had put into training and dominating him had taken their toll, and now, sometimes, he seemed almost like a robot, simply awaiting her orders. As if he didn’t have a single thought of his own. He was just playing a role, like she was, doing his best to please her, knowing that any pleasure he might be allowed depended on it. And that was such a thrill, but though she would never admit it to him, there were times when Rachel missed the days when William was a little more aggressive in his desire.

Still, you can’t make someone your slave boy and then complain that they’re too obedient. Besides, when she needed a real man to just take her, her husband was always more than willing.

“Good boy. Now, lace me up. Start from the middle, and work your way up and down, taking all the slack out.”

The laces of the corset hissed as William did his job. Soon, he figured out the rhythm, and she felt the garment tightening around her. She felt it pressing her breasts together, lifting them high on her chest, and she looked down to see the magnificent swell of unmissable cleavage the corset gave her. At the same time, the boning pressed against her stomach and her chest, squeezing the breath out of her, forcing her to take shallow breaths from the top of her chest, only making her tits more prominent. It was constricting, but that, after all, was the point. She wasn’t dressing for comfort, but for maximum sex appeal.

“Tighter,” she said breathlessly. “I want these tits to pop for my husband.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders,” William said predictably, and she could hear the strain in his voice, and it sent an electric jolt of arousal right through her. She could feel the wetness of her pussy as she stood there dressing her up like an absolute slut, and just like it always did, the sexual tension crackled between them like the beginnings of an electrical storm.

A storm that she, and she alone, controlled.

“Okay, that’s enough. You know how to tie a bow?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

“Then tie the laces in a bow at my back, then tuck them up under the corset. I don’t want them dangling.”

As he tied the laces behind her, Rachel ran her hands over her stomach. Her waist felt unbelievably narrow, almost small enough to get her two hands around it. The corset made her breathless, but it wasn’t just that. It was the monumental desire she felt, the pure excitement of the moment making her almost giddy with passion and lust.

It was almost too much to take. And Rachel had often considered before how part of being a mistress meant controlling yourself, as much as it meant controlling anyone else. Staying in charge meant staying in control of your own impulses too. But after all, what was the point of being a Goddess if you can’t get what you want? And what she wanted in that moment came as no surprise to her. Desire was racing up and down her veins, her blood on fire with it, and as William’s hand touched her ass, tucking the laces up under the corset, she almost trembled with the pure force of it.

“Down,” she ordered, snapping her fingers loudly and making her voice hard as she pointed to the bedroom floor. “Down on your knees where you belong, cuck.”

William, of course, did as she said. He sank to his knees in front of her, gazing up at her with that look of adoration he always had at moments like this. That look that told her she could do whatever she wanted with him, that told her he wanted her too badly to ever resist. He was hers completely as he kneeled on the floor, his hands at his sides, his cock trapped in the black cage that proclaimed her ownership. Over the exaggerated swell of her breasts, she stared down at this desperate young man, knowing he was completely hers, and the rush of sexual excitement he gave her was irresistible.

“Lick,” she ordered, stepping toward him and placing a hand on the back of his head. “Worship my pussy before I go on my date.”

William practically lunged forward. After all, they both knew there was hardly any command she could give him that he would be more ready and willing to obey. This was as close as he ever got to having sex with her, as close, maybe, as he ever would. And it always gave Rachel such a thrill to see how desperately he performed this intimate task, how easily he licked and kissed her pussy as if it was the most divine, most delicious, most appealing thing on earth.

Pleasure rose through her at the touch of his lips and tongue. He had had plenty of practice, and she had trained him well. As he rubbed his nose against the swelling nub of her clitoris, as he gently but firmly pressed back the silken folds of her pussy with his skilled tongue, Rachel closed her eyes. She let out a soft moan and took as deep a breath as the corset would allow, another tremor of excitement going through her.

She hadn’t had William shower her for just this reason, suspecting she would be unable to resist the temptation to have him service her orally. And now, here she was, doing it anyway. Because the excitement and the thrill was just too great to resist, because she desired William more than she would ever let him know. Because he had always turned her on, and that was why they had started dating in the first place, long before she ever dreamed of making him into what she had turned him into now. A pussy-licking chastity boy, desperate to give his mistress pleasure at the drop of a hat.

She sighed again. Her eyes still closed, she ran her fingers through William’s short hairr, the tactile sensation adding just a little to the immense pleasure she was getting from his service. Losing himself in the moment, he had dared to raise his hands from the floor, daredd to touch her, holding the cheeks of her ass in both his hands, and she allowed it. As long as that tongue kept moving in its beautiful rhythm, as long as his lips kept kissing and sucking her streaming pussy, there was a lot Goddess Rachel would allow her most devoted servant to get away with.

She moaned again as his tongue slid inside her, stiffened and penetrating, making her pussy spasm around its muscular length. Her juices were pouring out of her, flowing freely down her shaking thighs, and she could hear the wetness of it as William continued to lick. He slurped them up gratefully, as if there was nothing more delicious in all the world. As if he could feed forever only on her sex, her selfish pleasure sustaining them both. Nothing else mattered.

Rachel gripped a fistful of his hair as she felt her orgasm coming. It started low in her stomach, then seemed to swell through her like a miniature sunrise, rising up through her corseted body to make her shake on her tiptoes. She arched her back, the boning of the corset creaking as she thrust her chest forward, her ridiculous cleavage swelling over the tight cups. And then, she let it all go in one bright burst of pleasure, one wild yell of pure excitement. She almost sobbed with ecstasy as she felt the aftershocks of pleasure rolling over her like consecutive waves, making her knees feel like jelly, making her breasts swell and bounce with the noise of her cries.

She opened her eyes. There was William, staring up at her with that same look of adoration on his face that she loved to see. That look, as if he couldn’t quite believe that she existed, that someone so beautiful and so sexy shared the same world he did. And she felt the same way as she stood over him, legs spread, pussy dripping, feeling as sexy and powerful as ever, feeling worthy of his worship, or anyone else’s.

“That’s better,” she said, grinning at him as she condescendingly patted his head. “I needed that. Now, you can finish dressing me.”

Like always, her leather pants looked tiny when she picked them up and held them out to him. He stared up at her with a close to disbelief on his face. As if somehow, even after everything that had happened and the rules they had established, part of him hoped he might get something more. As if he expected to be rewarded for performing his duty, for eating her pussy, when she had so often told him that pleasing her ought to be its own reward. She felt so mean, so cruel, and so deliciously sexy, withholding what he wanted like this, and it almost made her giggle.

Still kneeling, William held out the leather pants, and she stepped into them. No panties underneath, of course. Slowly, he pulled the leather up her body, the material conforming tightly to every curve of her legs and hips, and she could see him staring at her wet pussy as he carefully zipped her up, the pants growing even tighter around her. She adjusted the pants a little, pulling on them slightly, the leather conforming to her figure even more as it warmed up.

“Good boy. Don’t forget my shoes.”

As William reached for the black leather ankle boots she had worn earlier that day with her sundress while John fucked her on the kitchen island, Rachel stood with her hands on her hips, beaming down at her poor little slave boy.

Once again, William had been the perfect servant, desperate and horny and endlessly obedient.

And now, his reward was to suffer some more from his own desperate jealousy as she went out on a date with her husband.
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