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From Goddess To Bad Girl

It was becoming a regular occurrence. This desperate need to get home, this wild urge to have sex with my wife, the kind of desperate desire you normally only feel at the very start of a relationship, like nothing matters more than being with the person you want. Maybe this was more intense even than that. Maybe, as beautiful as she was, as much as she drove me crazy with wild desire, I had never wanted Rachel as badly as I did now. As if I would die if I couldn’t have her, as if my whole life was about nothing more than taking that incredible body in my arms and making her sing with pleasure all over again.

She knew it, of course. She intended exactly that. Driving me crazy with lust seemed to be her favourite hobby these days, and she was unbelievably good at it. It was so easy for her. All she had to do was shimmy her way into a sexy outfit, give me that wicked smile, and I was putty in her hands. I was helpless against her charms, and she knew it, and this, the reclamation of the woman I loved, was all part of the dance. All part of this new discovery the two of us had made together.

I stopped the car outside our house and sprang out from behind the wheel. Her green silk dress fluttered around her as I took her by the hand, pulling her toward the door, just like I had done the week before, last time we were in the restaurant. The same urgency, the same desperation. We both felt it. And she was hardly reluctant. Those long legs showed, perfectly emphasized by those gorgeous stockings, and everything about her screamed sex.

I pulled her upstairs. She wasn’t resisting, of course. Just laughing to herself, amused by my obvious desperation. Delighted, like always, to be the caurse of it, to be the source of this ferocious energy that made me her slave.

I didn’t stop until we reached the bed. Then I turned to her, my hands all over her, sliding over that silk, over and under it, feeling those thighs that had been taunting me all night, those breasts that had been so beautifully on display for me and every other guy to drool over. She sighed happily at the touch of my hands, draping her arms around my neck, leaning forward to kiss me. My kiss was passionate, hungry, wild with all the frustrated lust I had been feeling all night, and I channeled all of that into the movements of my lips and tongue against hers, letting her feel exactly what she had done to me. Letting her feel everything she had made me feel, leaving her in no doubt about the intensity of my passion. But then, how could she doubt it? The whole game we played ran on exactly that.

The heat was growing between us. My cock was throbbing desperately in my pants, a relentless drumbeat of desire that wasn’t going to stop until I buried it in her, until I finally relieved this bittersweet anguish I was feeling by taking possession of that incredible body that everyone wanted. But as I reached for the back of her dress, my fingers desperate to find the zipper that would drop the dress down to the floor, Rachel pulled away from me. Her hands on my chest, she pushed, taking a step back in her high heels as she did, and, off balance, I sat down on the bed.

“No.”

For once, she wasn’t smiling. Her eyes blazed as she looked at me, her expression fixed and firm. My mind raced. Had I done something wrong? Was she mad at me for some reason? Rachel had proven nothing quite so well over the last little while as the fact that she was unpredictable, mercurial, capable of surprising me at any time, no matter how well we knew each other. I felt completely out of my element, this woman totally out of my league, and I didn’t know what to expect as she stood above me, her hands on her hips, her face finally serious after hours of sly little smiles.

“Not yet. I didn’t say you could do that, did I?”

“No… No, Goddess,” I said. “But I just thought…”

“Don’t think. Your Goddess didn’t tell you to think, did she?”

She tapped her foot as she waited for a reply. I stared at her in astonishment. These dominant impulses she sometimes got were still so new to me, to both of us, and it was still difficult to reconcile them with the image I had of the woman I loved. But it was sexy. Sexy in a way I couldn’t process, could barely handle, and could never resist.

“No, Goddess.”

It’d been humiliating to watch her openly flirt with another man in front of me, out in public where anyone could see. It was even more humiliating to surrender so easily to her now, to let her trample all over me like this. But look at her. All I had to do was look at her, standing there, still in her sexy outfit, that tantalizing glimpse of thigh showing about the top of her stockings, and I knew exactly why I was ready to give her everything. All my pride, all my self-respect. None of that mattered when compared with the possibility of sex with the goddess she was.

“That’s right. I hope you’re not forgetting your place already?”

She lifted one foot as she spoke. The dress slid away as she pushed her leg through the high slit, her stocking shining faintly in the light as she placed her foot between my legs. She pressed down slowly, not hard, but enough to make me grunt at the contact of her foot against my throbbing cock. She still had her hands on her hips, and as her breasts rose high on her chest with every breath she took, she looked more divine than ever. Still unsmiling, her dark hair falling in gentle waves around her shoulders, framing those exquisite features that everyone was drawn to, one way or another. My cock throbbed under her foot, and the symbolism couldn’t have been more clear. I was under her thumb, under her foot, under her control completely. I didn’t want to be anywhere else.

“No, Goddess,” I stammered, knowing there was only one appropriate answer. Standing like she was, I could see the entirety of her leg, could almost but not quite see between her thighs to her pussy that was so close, and yet so far away. Everything I wanted was right there, and as my cock surged under her shoe, I knew I would say and do whatever it took to get it.

“I hope not. Maybe you need a little reminder. Take your clothes off. Now.”

She didn’t need to be so firm with me; I was more than willing to do exactly as she asked. Then again, that was all part of the game, too. Her giving the orders in the full knowledge I would immediately obey, like it never even occurred to me that I had a say in any of this. I kicked off my shoes, stripped off my shirt, and reached for the front of my pants. She slid her foot back, but only a little, her bare toes just inches from my manhood as I pulled it out. When she saw the thick shaft of my cock, straining with expectation and excitement, finally, a faint smile returned to her face. She lifted her foot off the bed, putting it back on the floor so I could push my pants down and slide them off my feet, together with my socks. But then, as I sat upright, she put her foot right back between my legs again. I groaned as her shoe pressed my cock back against my stomach.

“Look at you. So turned on by the thought of other men wanting your wife. You’re just a little pervert, aren’t you?”

“If you say so, Goddess.”

“I do say so. Now I want you to say it.”

She was smiling again, but as her eyes held mine, I didn’t doubt that she was anything less than totally serious. And I hesitated. After all, what she was asking was outrageous, and deeply humiliating to boot. But of course, I knew that that was the whole point. It was fun for her because it was difficult for me, and that was our new reality, and neither of us, quite frankly, wanted it any other way.

“I’m… a pervert, Goddess Rachel.”

She grinned triumphantly, her hands on her hips again, her eyes half closed as she looked down at me with that maddening smile on her beautiful face.

“That’s right. My little pervert has been getting hard at the thought of me having fun with some other guy.”

I frowned at her words, not daring to talk back. It wasn’t that simple, I wanted to say. The thought of her with anyone else horrified me, made me feel physically sick. But the thought of her being wanted by others? That was sexy as hell. Even, embarrassingly, the thought of her wanting others too. The thought that she had this sexual appetite in her, that a woman as beautiful and elegant and classy as her could nevertheless have the most outrageous thoughts about some waiter more than ten years younger than her. It was so wild, so strange, and so unbelievable. Almost impossible to accept that this was what we had come to.

I didn’t correct her. It didn’t seem like she was in the mood to be argued with. She was riding the wild high of what she had done, of the strange excitement we had discovered, and I didn’t dare mess with that.

“Look how hard it makes you. Tell me, what if I had let him kiss me? What if I let him make out with me right there in front of the restaurant, where anyone could see your wife being a total little slut?”

“Please don’t, Goddess.”

She raised her eyebrows slightly at that, though the smile never faded from her face.

“Please don’t? What, cheat on you? Are you seriously begging me not to get myself a little boy toy?”

“Yes, Goddess, if that’s what it takes.”

She laughed. A big, joyful laugh that rose slowly out of some deep place inside her, soon filling the air of our bedroom with the sound of her happiness. She shook her head, soft tendrils of her dark hair swaying around her face as she stared at me in disbelief.

“If you’re going to beg, you should beg properly,” she said. “Kiss my foot. Worship your goddess.”

I looked up at her. She looked down at me, down the long length of her leg, the flawless skin showing the sheer material of her black stocking. Smiling or not, she meant what she said. And I tried to brace myself for this new humiliation. After all, it made its own twisted kind of sense. This was exactly the game we were playing, exactly the new dynamic between us. She was a goddess, and I was lucky to even bask in her presence, and frankly, looking the way she did, it felt almost right to be kissing her feet. To fall before her dangerous beauty, to worship the ground she walked on. To make her feel like the goddess she was and show her that I meant every word.

Her stocking felt smooth and slick under my hands as I gently took hold of her calf. She shifted on one foot, balancing carefully as I lifted her foot toward my lips, her leg almost fully outstretched. I felt the smoothness of that stocking against my mouth as I kissed her toes, revealed by the high heels she wore, and she smiled smugly down at me, watching as I worshipped her like the pervert she said I was.

“See? You can be a good boy when you try. And good boys get rewarded. Kneel. Now.”

She pulled her foot away, standing on both feet on the bedroom floor and pointing to it. I took a deep breath, and did what she said. I slid off the bed, kneeling in front of her, and from that angle, she looked even more sexy, even more powerful, even more divine. The darkness under her dress barely hid her sex from my view, and in my submissive position, I craved it more than ever.

Teasingly, she ran her hand over her exposed thigh, playing with the lacy top of her stocking.

“I wonder if he’s thinking about me right now. William. Thinking about fucking your wife.”

“Goddess, please,” I groaned, but Rachel just laughed in response.

“I bet he is. I bet he’s going to be thinking about me all night. And after that, probably. Maybe I should text him.”

“Text him what, Goddess Rachel?”

Her boobs bounced in the cups of the dress as she shrugged

“I don’t know. Just see what he’s up to. Make sure he’s thinking of me. You know what, hubby?”

Her dress rustled faintly as she leaned forward. She took my face in her hands, holding me by both cheeks, and I stared up into those stunning eyes of hers, into that smiling face, open-mouthed with wonder at the person my wife was turning out to be, unable to even imagine what might be coming next.

“When he kissed me. I turned away. But it was flattering. He was standing close to me, and I thought about how he had a hard-on when we took that picture. It made me wet. Does that make me a bad wife?”

“No, Goddess,” I gasped. “It makes you what you are. It makes you so sexy, so hot. Goddess, it makes me want you so bad.”

Rachel chuckled to herself. Leaning further forward, so that her breasts threatened to spill out of the top of her dress even more, she pressed her lips against mine, kissing me deeply. Then, she straightened up.

“Ready to worship your naughty Goddess?”

“Oh, yes, Goddess Rachel.”

“Good boy. Take my panties off.”

She put her hands on her hips again as she waited, confident that I would do what she said. She had every reason to be. I shuffled forward on my knees, my hands sliding up under the green silk of her dress, feeling the warm and soft skin of her thighs as I took hold of the tiny panties she had worn to dinner. I slid them off, over the tops of her stockings, over the black mesh, and as they fell to her feet, as she stepped out of them one foot at a time, I saw that she had been telling the truth. I could see a dark patch of wetness from her pussy, and my cock throbbed with a more intense dose of that increasingly familiar mixture of anger and desire these games inspired in me.

I slid her dress up past her hips. It moved easily, the slit in it parting and framing her pussy that shone with the moisture of her excitement. She ran her fingers through my hair as I leaned forward, pressing my lips against her soft sex. She moaned as I kissed it tenderly, almost reverently. After all, she demanded worship. She deserved it. And that was exactly what I was going to give her.

I kissed her again as she sighed happily. And again, while she moaned above me. My hands slid around behind her to grab her firm ass as I pulled her closer to me, sticking out my tongue and running it over those intricate folds. She let out a little gasp of excitement, grinning down at me and enjoying the full flood of her own wild sexual power.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Such a good boy, worshiping your Goddess while she thinks about another man.”

I groaned, and she giggled, as if my pain and turmoil were the biggest aphrodisiac to her. Maybe it was. That was a sexy thought, but all my thoughts were sexy as I kneeled at my wife’s feet, licking her streaming pussy so that her moans of pleasure grew louder and more intense all the time. The wet sound of my mouth moving over her filled the room, and desire filled my heart as I feasted on her beautiful body, everything I had been craving the moment we left the house now right in front of me. The divine taste of her danced on my tongue, her wetness spreading all over my face, and she rocked her hips rhythmically, her eyes closed now, lost in the moment and hungry for the release that was slowly building inside her.

I licked her to orgasm. Something I had done so rarely in the past, and had done so often in the last little while. There was a time when me going down on her was just foreplay, something to get us both in the mood, just a prelude to the main event. Maybe it was still that, but it didn’t feel like it. Now, my Goddess seemed to demand at least one orgasm from my mouth before she would even think about letting me do anything else with her. And it was so sexy to think that way, so exciting to witness this selfish streak in her. A goddess, after all, gets to make demands, and the lucky mortal who serves her should be ready to obey.

She came. She came in that familiar hot flood of passion that I had experienced before, the wild gush of her ecstasy pouring out of her and down my throat. I drank it down even more eagerly than I had drank the wine in the restaurant, the taste of her pleasure the perfect follow-up to our exquisite meal. She trembled and moaned above me, gasping with pleasure, and as her climax past, she let out a little shiver and opened her eyes. Her cheeks were flushed from her orgasm, but the glow in her eyes told me that she wanted more. And that made me happy. Because my desire had never been stronger, and I needed her now the way I needed air to breathe.

“I think you’re getting better at that. You like making Goddess cum, don’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess Rachel,” I said, a big grin on my wet face as I stared up at her. She stepped past me, moving toward the bed, sitting down with a sigh, finally off her feet. The green silk of her dress slid back down around her, and she adjusted it carefully, shifting her position slightly on the mattress.

“You can have sex with me if you take a photo of me,” she said.

Rising from my knees, I looked at her in confusion.

“What?”

“You heard me. My purse is over there. Take a photo of me, and I’ll let you fuck me.”

I didn’t trust this new idea, not even a little bit. I wondered about her motives, wondered what my sexy wife was up to. But I knew just as well as she did how little choice I had. The lust inside me would allow not even a hint of defiance, not even a whisper of resistance. There was no price too high to pay for the reward she offered me.

I walked toward the dresser where she had left her purse. I opened it and took out her phone. Standing above her, I pointed the camera at her, and she shifted again on the mattress, running her fingers through her hair, adjusting her dress where her boobs swelled over the green lace cups. She tilted her head to one side, smiling at the camera, and I almost cringed at the way she looked. That red glow of satisfaction on her cheeks, that unmistakable gleam in her eye. She looked like exactly what she was, a beautiful woman who had just had an orgasm, and that was what showed on the screen of the camera as I took a photo, just like she asked.

“Take another.”

Despite her gorgeous looks, Rachel isn’t an especially vain woman. Or at least, she hadn’t been. But of course, all of that was changing now. As if only now, in her late thirties, was she really stepping into her beauty, coming finally to believe in it the way I always had. Better late than never. And maybe she was more beautiful than ever. She certainly was to me.

So I took several photos, while she turned and shifted on the bed, trying out different angles. To me, they all looked incredible. That dress hugging her curves, her face lit up with excitement, her eyes gleaming the way they did when she stared into the camera.

“Give it to me.”

I handed her the phone, and the light from the screen lit up her smiling face as she swiped through the photos I had taken. I watched her tap at the screen a few times, and then she set the phone down. She took a big breath, and I didn’t doubt that she knew what it did to her cleavage, and what that did to me. It was all deliberate, all of it. All calculated to drive me crazy, to drive me ever deeper into submission to her.

“I just sent one to William. Give him something to look when he gets off work tonight.”

“You did?”

She grinned as she nodded.

Maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised, but I was. I still couldn’t wrap my head around the way she was acting, the dangerous game she was playing with this lucky young man.

“What are you going to do about it?”

Her eyes showed the same challenge as her words, and I had had more than enough. A growl rose out of me as I stepped toward her, my eyes on that amazing body that everyone wanted. Bending over her, I grabbed her sides, my hands under her arms, and she yelped with joy as I pulled her up to her feet.

I turned her around. No longer gentle, no longer reverent. I turned her away from me physically, moving her with my hands so that I could find the zipper at the back of her dress and pull it roughly down. Tight as it was, the silk seemed to slide off her body, fluttering down into a shining pool on the floor. Her hair tickled my hand as I gripped the back of her neck, pushing her forward, bending her over the bed.

“What about my shoes and stockings?”

“Leave them on,” I growled.

I pressed myself against her, my hard cock pushing hard against that firm, sexy ass. She bent over the bed, her hands on the mattress, spreading her legs as she arched her back. She knew what was coming. She wanted it. She bent over for me like a bitch in heat, no longer a goddess and finally all mine. Still holding her by the neck, I took my cock in my other hand and slid it into her pussy from behind.

She let out a long moan of delight, and it matched my own as I felt those tight walls close around me. Exactly what I had been waiting for, all this time. Exactly what I had been craving. And just like last time, all the teasing and the anticipation worked to make everything even more incredible. The feeling of bliss that rolled through my body was so intense, so pure, that it made me forget everything, practically forget my own name, or hers. Like we were no longer husband and wife, no longer two people in love, but animals that wanted nothing more than this. To lose ourselves in the pleasure of the moment, to abandon all sense and reason and let go of everything but this.

So we did.

My cock slid in and out of her dripping pussy easily, her deep desire lubricating her and making it easy to take what I wanted. Almost straight away, she was moaning again, gasping in bliss as I fucked her from behind, every thrust of my body driving another shout of joy out of her. Our bodies smacked together in a rhythm that steadily increased, the pace picking up as excitement grew. It was no way to treat a goddess. But it was exactly the right way to treat a slut, and my wife, it seemed, was becoming both, and it turned me on more than I could say.

Before long, she was screaming. Her hands gripped the sheet of the bed, her legs, still wrapped in those stockings, trembling as I pounded into her from behind. I gripped a handful of her hair, pulling her head back, her open mouth projecting her screams of pleasure at the distant wall so that they could bounce back and fill my ears with the sexy sound of her orgasm. My other hand held her by the hip, and I smacked her ass as I rode her like a pony, making her squeal in pure excitement as I drove her over the edge.

I felt her cum. I felt her pussy spasm and contract around my cock, milking me of my own pleasure. I listened to her moan and groan, watched her tremble with passionate ecstasy, lowering her head to the mattress and resting it on her arms while she kept her ass in the air for me to use.

I drove my cock deep inside her, and came with a guttural moan. Yet another orgasm so powerful, it felt like it was emptying me out, hollowing out my insides as I poured everything into her. And she took it all happily, gratefully, mewling in pleasure as she felt me explode inside her.

As I pulled out, my cock still dripping, she crawled onto the mattress. She flopped over on one side, her beautiful body curled up now, lying the wrong way on the bed and not caring in the least. I looked down at her, her eyes closed, her face partially hidden by long strands of her dark hair as she rested her head on her folded arms, her knees drawn up almost to her chest.

The phone still sat on the bed where she had left it. Seized by an impulse I couldn’t understand, I picked it up. I took a photo of my wife lying there, freshly fucked, glowing with orgasm and exhausted by another kinky night out. She opened her eyes and looked at me in confusion as I stood above her, holding the phone.

“Did you just take a picture of me?”

“Yeah,” I growled, tossing the phone toward her. It bounced on the mattress close to her elbow. “He can add that one to his collection.”
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