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Dressing His Goddess

Another weekend, another unforgettable date night.

For my wife, that is. Not for me.

In all the years we had been together, this would have been unthinkable. In many ways, it still was. I still couldn’t really believe it, still couldn’t quite wrap my head around the idea that this was really happening. But it was. It was, and Rachel wasn’t making the slightest attempt to conceal how happy it made her.

Maybe that was better. After all, that was the whole point. The idea that this kind of pseudo-infidelity excited her was the secret sauce behind this game, the thing that made it exciting to us in the first place. That was the point. But that didn’t make it any easier to take. That didn’t make it any less strange, less wild, less insane, less demented. To actually go through with it was beyond belief.

But we were doing it anyway.

Rachel had bought a whole new outfit. It was Saturday, and she had gone out that morning, spending hours out of the house to put something together for another guy. She didn’t let me go with her. She said she wanted it to be a surprise. Some big reveal, the barely imaginable sight of my wife dressed in another sexy outfit for another man. Even just the thought of it made my heart quicken in my chest, made my breath a little more ragged in my lungs. But all the doubts and fear in the world weren’t going to stop it from happening.

But now the moment of truth had arrived. What was becoming an ever more common ritual, the things we had done every weekend for three weeks in a row. Me, sitting on our bed, waiting to see just how good my wife looked. Except this time, there was the fundamental difference that I wasn’t dressed up. I wasn’t going anywhere. I was going to stay and wait at home while my wife went on a date with another man.

Again, I thought of stopping it. Just as I had done what felt like a thousand times over the last week, ever since Rachel confessed her crazy plan. I wasn’t beyond help. This was a game, and it was supposed to be fun. More than that, it was supposed to turn us both on. If it didn’t, if I couldn’t handle it, all I had to do was say that. Rachel, I was sure, would stop if I did. Maybe she would be disappointed, but I wasn’t a prisoner here, nor a helpless victim. This game might be primarily about her, but more than that, it was about us, about what we both wanted. Boundaries are important. Respecting them is vital.

But I hadn’t said anything. Or at least, I hadn’t said the fatal, final word that it would take to stop her doing this: no. I had complained, a little. Maybe even whined a bit. And Rachel smiled and nodded, but stayed firm. She wanted this. She wanted to do this, and she wanted me to allow it. Even worse, she wanted me to be nervous about it, to be afraid of what might happen. She wanted me, above all, to be jealous. To be eaten up with jealousy so that it amplified my desire for her, so that it made her seem even more of a goddess than she already did to me. And it worked only too well. It worked so well that the jealousy and the desire were like a knife in my chest, like a knot in my stomach, like a constant reminder that I was married to the sexiest woman alive. Being with Rachel had always meant tolerating other men wanting her. The lustful looks and even, occasionally, inappropriate comments she had received all through our courtship and marriage. Guys will always try it with a woman like her, even with her husband sitting right next to her at the table. But she had never encouraged it. She had never wanted it, until now.

Now, it seemed, she wanted nothing more.

Just like on all those other nights, she appears like an angel in the bedroom doorway, wrapped in her robe, fresh from the shower. Her dark hair was already dry, already carefully styled, falling in those playful waves on either side of her head to accentuate her unbelievably beautiful features. That bone structure she was blessed with, those eyes that were hypnotic in their irresistible beauty. She didn’t even have her makeup on yet, and already, I was longing for her with a desperate and urgent passion. She was beautiful, radiantly beautiful, already. And I knew she hadn’t even gotten started yet.

She smiled at me, without saying a word. She moved to her makeup station, sitting down in front of the vanity in our bedroom. I watched, just as wordless as she was, saying nothing as I witnessed the transformation taking place. Or maybe transformation was the wrong word. Maybe it doesn’t count as a transformation is a woman goes from being beautiful to even more stunningly beautiful.

But it always seemed like something almost magical to me, the way she could enhance the incredible looks nature had already given her and make herself almost supernaturally desirable. I was barely even joking when I called her a goddess. It was what she was. It was exactly what she looked like, when she wanted to.

And tonight, there was no doubt that she wanted to. Tonight was all about her wild beauty, her unstoppable sexiness. My cock throbbed dully in my pants as I watched her makeup her eyes, her cheeks, her lips, transforming her features from classically beautiful to something darker and sexier, a seductive vamp that I knew no man would be able to resist.

When she was done, she turned and smiled at me again. She enjoyed the effect her preparations had on me, loved the way I looked at her when I wanted her. Lately, that was all the time. Certainly, it was now, as she sat there grinning at me across the room, her eyes gleaming under her careful makeup, her red lips lifted in a smile that couldn’t help but be provocative given the way she had made herself look.

She still didn’t say anything.

Instead, she opened the drawer on her dresser and reached inside for some underwear. That by itself, I knew, would tell me something about the outfit she was going to choose. When I saw what she selected, my nervousness only grew. A tiny pair of thong panties that looked like little more than a string, and a strapless, backless bra. Setting the items down on the bed, she dropped her robe with all the seductive grace she might use at the doctor’s office. But of course, it didn’t matter. She was gorgeous anyway, no matter what.

I watched her body move as she pulled the panties on. They barely covered her pussy from my sight, the thin fabric clearly showing the shape of her lips. The string thong disappeared between the perfect globes of her ass, my cock swelling and growing all the while in the sweat pants I wore as I watched her. Then, she detached the cups of the specialized bra and peeled off the plastic backing. She looked at me again as she held them against her boobs, letting them stick to her skin. She smoothed them carefully over her skin, and I watched her hands move over her boobs, wishing it was me touching them, instead of her. Then she pulled the cups together, fastening them with the clasp at the front that gave her some support.

Then, it was time for the rest of her outfit. Turning, she stepped toward the closet, and I watched her ass sway from side to side, completely exposed by the thong that was basically invisible as she wore it. I knew the dress was in there. I had been tempted to look while she was in the bathroom, getting ready. But I knew from experience that there was no point. Without her wearing them, clothes were just clothes. As much as I enjoyed her outfits, as much as I loved seeing her all dressed up, especially lately, it was her that turned me on. Her sexy outfits enhanced that, but could never hope to compare with the woman who wore them.

Her dress was in one of those clothing bags you get from nice stores. As she carried it across the room and set it down on the bed close to me, unzipping it, I caught an unexpected smell. She lifted the dress out of the bag, and I saw that it was leather. A black leather gown that fell all the way to the floor as she held it up, the fabric gleaming faintly in the light.

“Leather? Seriously?”

Rachel was still smiling as she turned to me.

“Yeah, why not? I want to look sexy for him. I mean, that’s the whole point, isn’t it? And I know, in the store, I thought it might be a bit much, too. But then I tried it on, and, well. I think you’re going to like it. I think you both will.”

Of course, there was no need for her to specify who she was talking about. William, her unbelievably lucky date. This handsome young man she insisted she wasn’t going to do anything with, but still was going out of her way to impress. I knew it was going to work, of course. When Rachel wants to look good, she never misses.

The dress looked heavy as she held it up in her hands. I watched her put it on, sliding it over her body, the dark leather conforming to every curve. It fit her like it was made for her, and maybe it was. Maybe she had it altered to make it fit as well as it did, but from my point of view, it didn’t matter. All that mattered was that she looked unbelievably sexy as she pulled it on, fussing a little with the intricate straps to make it fit right.

It had a halter neck that bared her gracile shoulders, the asymmetrical strap sweeping down to the swell of her breasts under the gleaming leather. They were covered, but the way the dress fit her, you couldn’t miss her magnificent chest, or her tiny waist that the dress skimmed over, heading toward those voluptuous hips. The dress was floorlength, but like the dress she had worn last time, it was slit all the way up one leg to make movement easier and to show off more of her body. There was that toned thigh again, that I had been lusting after all through dinner last week, that William, too, had been unable to keep his eyes off.

Rachel kept smiling as she turned on the spot, letting me admire her outfit from every angle. The light gleamed on the leather, accentuating her curvy body, making me even hungrier for her than I already was. Her ass looked magnificent, straining against the tight leather, and she smiled over her shoulder, enjoying the way I was watching her, enjoying what I knew had to be a look of something close to desperation on my face.

“Well? What do you think?”

I let the moment hang. Slowly, I swung my feet off the bed and stood up. She watched me come around the bed toward her, a grin on her face. Of course, she already knew what I thought. Of course, it was written all over my face, and in the way I was walking toward her, without even really thinking about it. Like I was magnetically drawn to her, with no more say in it than the earth has a say in orbiting the sun.

I could smell the leather as I stood close to her, my hands skimming her hips. I trailed them over her body, feeling the warmth, her curvaceous sexiness, the toned muscle under the soft skin that made her such a goddess, that made her, honestly, sometimes difficult to even look at. Because just looking at her was to want her, and touching her was never enough. Frankly, nothing was never enough. Being married to her, being loved by her, all of that, amazing as it was, still left room for other longings without names. A desire for some other form of possession of her that doesn’t exist in the universe. It was like I was obsessed with her, and that had always been the case to some extent, but never like this. Never this desperately, this intensely, now that she had discovered just how much she loved being wanted.

“You look absolutely amazing, Goddess Rachel,” I said in a low voice. She smiled as she draped her arms over my shoulders while I held her by the hips. I pulled her in close, going for a kiss, but she turned her face away so that my lips landed on her cheek instead of her mouth.

“Don’t mess up my makeup,” she murmured.

“Of course. We wouldn’t want that.”

I didn’t really try to keep the bitterness out of my voice. She turned to face me again, her luminous eyes flickering over my face as she studied my expression. She knew, obviously, how I was feeling. It was the point of the whole exercise, or part of the point. Still, she seemed slightly surprised by it, when she should have known exactly the kind of response she was going to get from me.

“You’re cute when you’re jealous,” she said.

Just the faintest hint of a smile on her face. And I pressed my body against her, her smile deepening slightly as she felt the hard bulge of my cock pressed into her. But as I moved to kiss her again, she pushed back against me.

“Come on, you know the rules,” she said softly. “I can’t have you messing me up before my big date. You know what you can do, though? You can help me put my shoes on.”

I blinked. Again, I wasn’t really surprised. This was how she got at times like this, and she had never worn an outfit that better suited her dominant attitude than this sexy leather dress. I loved it. That was the truth. I loved it when she was demanding, when she was mean, and I couldn’t help myself even a little bit.

“What shoes?”

A wide smile broke across her face.

“New ones.”

She detached herself from my arms, and reluctant as I was, I let her go. She moved back toward the closet, the leather dress once again shining on every curve, and as she bent down toward the floor, her ass straining even more against the fabric, one long leg showing through the high slit, I felt again that growl of arousal. I thought, just like I was supposed to, of going over there and peeling that dress off her, of taking her to bed and making exactly the mess of her I wanted to make. Screw her date. I even thought, faintly, that maybe that was the point. Maybe that was where all this teasing was aiming, at making me lose control so that I would be unable to help myself, would practically fling myself at her.

Maybe. But I still didn’t do it. Something told me not to. Something compelled me to do what she wanted, to keep going along with this insanity, even against my better judgment.

She found the shoe she was after, in a tall box that she lifted carefully out of the closet and carried across the room, handing it to me. Turning, I set it down on the bed and opened it, and my breath caught as I looked inside. Boots, as the size of the box suggested. Ridiculously tall, darkly gleaming, wickedly high-heeled things that I could tell were going to come well up Rachel’s thighs, were going to give the already beautiful dress an even more stunningly sexy look.

I had never felt almost breathless from looking at a pair of shoes before, but I was now, and it wasn’t the shoes themselves. It was the thought of what they signified, the idea of how she was going to look, the unbelievable thought of the impression she would make not just on her date, but on anyone who saw the two of them together.

It was unbelievable. It felt like more than I could take. But I heard the creak of her leather dress as she stood close behind me, one hand on my shoulder, her lips almost brushing against my ear as she spoke.

“Sexy, aren’t they? I’ve never worn anything like that before, but they just seemed like they would be perfect for tonight.”

“My God,” I said, shaking my head. Still staring down at the boots on the bed in front of me. But I heard her giggle as she corrected me.

“Your Goddess, don’t you mean?”

I turned to face her. The smile on her face was absolutely stunning. The dark waves of her hair cascaded down on either side of those beautiful features, a long pair of silver earrings dangling from her ears. She was a goddess. She had never looked more like one, not in all the time we had been together. She had looked amazing the previous weekend, in that tight green dress that so beautifully flaunted and revealed her body strategically, weaving a kind of spell of beauty over me and any other man in the vicinity. But now, she was even more sexy. Darker, more dominant, more out of control, and therefore more divine.

“Yes,” I said, my voice cracking slightly until I cleared my throat and tried again. “Yes, Goddess Rachel.”

“Good boy,” she purred, tapping me on the shoulder. “Okay, put them on for me.”

Stepping past me, she sat down on the edge of the bed. Her leg stuck out from that slit in the dress, and she sat back, supporting herself on her hands while she arched her foot, pointing her toes. Her eyes glittered with an evil little gleam, her red lips lifted at the corners in that seductive smile, and the confidence that seemed to radiate off her matched her beauty. Because she knew I was going to do it. She already knew I couldn’t resist.

I picked up the box from the bed and set it down on the floor. I kneeled at her feet, feeling so submissive, so humiliated, and so turned on, all at the same time. I pull down the zipper of one of the boots, sliding it carefully onto her leg. As I pulled it up, I got closer and closer to the top of her thigh, closer all the time to the pussy that hid under that teasing leather, and my hands almost trembled at the thought of it. My desire had crystallized into something like a weapon, something sharp and hard, and I embraced it even as it hurt me. Because it came from her.

As I zipped the boot up, Rachel shifted on the bed, offering me her other leg. To get that boot on, I had to slide the skirt of her dress high on her legs, and between her gorgeous thighs, I glimpsed the tiny panties that barely covered her beautiful pussy. While I did that, she tapped the toe of the first boot against the bulge in my pants, giggling as I grunted.

“See? You like being a good boy for your goddess. This is your place now, husband. Help me look sexy for other men.”

I cringed at her words, but that only made her laugh more. My heart pounded in my chest as if it wanted to kick its way out through my rib cage, and my mouth felt dry with nervousness and fear and the pure concentration of desire it felt like I was mainlining as I stared up at her. As my fumbling hands pulled up the zipper of her other boot, she withdrew her foot from between my legs. The leather dress made a low snapping sound as she pulled the skirt back over her legs, hiding her panties from my view, and I did my best not to groan in disappointment. She crossed her legs slowly, the patent leather of her boots creaking and groaning against itself as that slit in her dress rose ever higher, showing off more and more of her leg.

“Oh my God, you should see your face right now,” she giggled. “You look like you’re about to cum in your pants.”

“I feel like I might, goddess, just from looking at you.”

She laughed again.

“Well, that would be embarrassing, wouldn’t it? I hope William doesn’t do that when he sees me.”

“He probably will, the little douchebag.”

“Now now, honey,” Rachel grinned condescendingly. “That’s no way to talk about your wife’s date, is it? I don’t expect you to be best friends, but there’s no need to be mean. I know you’re jealous, but you’re just going to have to deal with it in a more constructive way.”

I stared up at her in astonishment. It was like putting on the sexy outfit had transformed her personality. She looked like a gorgeous dominatrix, and she was sounding a lot like one, too. It made my cock ache with unbelievable desire to watch her like this, to see her take control and embrace the unstoppable power of her raw sex appeal.

“So you like my boots?”

“I love them, Goddess.”

“You love them? Then why aren’t you kissing them?”

She smiled as she spoke. But I knew from experience that didn’t mean she wasn’t serious. I stared up at her, feeling the heat of embarrassment prickling my cheeks, but I knew it made no difference. And I knew, just like she did, that I couldn’t resist her. Besides, as shameful as it was, there was something almost right about it. She really did look like a goddess. She looked, quite frankly, worthy of worship.

She chuckled to herself as I leaned forward, my hands on the floor. The leather of her boot was slick against my lips as I pressed them to the pointed toe of her raised foot. My eyes flickered up to her, and I saw her gorgeous eyes watching me, lit up with amusement at my humble service. I kissed her foot again, a little higher this time, moving slowly up her boot. And she allowed it.

“What a good boy you’re being. Amazing, the effect a little jealousy can have on you. Unfortunately for you, this only makes me feel like I should go on more dates with other guys, if it’s going to make you worship me like this.”

“Yes, Goddess. If you want.”

Her eyes widened slightly at that. But I was so completely in her power now, so completely in the grip of this wild desire, that denying her anything never even entered my head. Ready to go along with anything, ready to submit completely, ready to do whatever it took to have this woman that I craved more than anything I had ever wanted before, more than I could even believe myself. She was more than I could handle, the intoxicating source of dreams I had never imagined I would have, and there was no way I could even think of denying her anything.

“Really? I might have to hold you to that. But I guess we should see how this one goes first, shouldn’t we? That’s okay, keep going.”

Her last words were aimed at me as I inched further up her calf, looking nervously up at her, waiting for her to stop me. But she didn’t. And so I left a trail of tender kisses all the way up her gleaming boots, rounding the bend of her knee, still climbing. My desire, of course, climbing all the time too, pushing me onward, tormenting me with its power and purity.

My lips brushed the top of her boot. She smiled indulgently down at me like the benevolent goddess she was, running her fingers through my hair. Inching forward a little more, I kissed her bare thigh, and she allowed that, too. I climbed slowly higher, moving always toward my goal, and she knew what I was after as she sat there with her legs still crossed, watching me and my little scheme. But as I reached the top of her thigh, as I began to move my mouth closer in between her legs, she stiffened her arm, pushing my head away.

“Not now,” she said. “Maybe later.”

“Goddess, please!”

She held her hand over her mouth as she giggled at the desperation in my words.

“Oh, you poor boy,” she said, shaking her head. “So desperate to please me. God, I love this. Stand up.”

On shaking legs, I stood in front of her. She told me to go to her vanity and bring me her lipstick, and I did. As I handed it to her, she set it down on the side of the bed, her eyes flickering up and down my body. Then, without warning, she reached my belt. Gripping it, she pulled me closer to her, uncrossing her legs as she did. Then, she began to unfasten it.

“Oh my God… Goddess…”

Her hand felt like heaven as it closed around my cock, guiding it out of my pants. Her glowing eyes looked up at me as she stuck out her tongue, licking my member from base to tip. My cock throbbed desperately, urgently, orgasm already boiling inside me as I looked down at her, as beautiful as I had ever seen her, as beautiful as any woman could be. And then she closed those pillowy soft lips around my shaft, her cheekbones accentuated even more as she began to suck.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, and she made a low noise in her throat. Her tongue moved over the sensitive head of my cock, her lips tight around my shaft as she moved them up and down, and in no time at all, I exploded. I growled like an animal as I launched my cum into her mouth, and Rachel blew my mind by swallowing it all. She gasped and gagged, but she sucked me dry, swallowing great spurts of my cum as I practically melted above her.

“Holy shit, goddess,” I said as she finally lifted her mouth away.

She grinned, wiping a trail of saliva from the corner of her mouth. Then, picking up her lipstick, she leaned past me so that she could see herself in the mirror again and fixed her makeup.

“That’s what you get for being such a good boy tonight,” she said. “Now, take me to my date.”
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