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Goddess’s New Look

“I think you’re going to like this one.”

“I bet I will.”

Rachel laughed at that. But she knew I was telling the truth. After all this time, after a lifetime of being beautiful, it’s like she still doesn’t really understand just how attractive she is. But maybe, finally, she was starting to.

Certainly, she knew how I felt about the way she looked. That hadn’t changed. Frankly, as far as I was concerned, she looked like a goddess in a T-shirt and sweatpants, too. But I also knew what a powerful effect it had on me when she made the effort to dress up. And of course, not just me, either. I still hadn’t forgotten about that waiter, and I knew she hadn’t either. Even though we didn’t talk about it, after that first explosive sex session we had had after our big night out.

Neither of us was ever going to forget that. In fact, that was what was making all this happen, what was keeping us motivated to pursue this new adventure. The sexier Rachel looked, the more I wanted her, and the better the sex we had together was. A simple equation, really. And if neither of us truly understood the mechanisms behind it, that didn’t matter. We didn’t need to understand it to feel it.

My wife had been out shopping. After that last date – an unmitigated success if ever there was one – she was eager to take things further. And I was incredibly eager to see what exactly that meant. Rachel hadn’t let me see when she brought her new outfit home, telling me I would have to wait for the big reveal on our next date night. And even though I was tempted to cheat, to take a look in her closet when she wasn’t around to stop me, I didn’t do it. Because deep down, I knew she was right. It would be better if I waited. And frankly, even the sexiest outfit in the world meant nothing if it wasn’t on her. It was her body and her beauty that gave these outfits their magic. I hadn’t forgotten that.

So I waited for the big reveal. This new game of ours was still establishing itself, the rules still very much up for debate, but already, some patterns were beginning to emerge. That was one of them. The moments when she appeared before me looking like exactly the goddess she was were something I was quickly coming to love.

And finally, the moment had arrived. Exactly a week after our last scintillating date. Of course, we hadn’t waited an entire week since then to be together physically. In fact, we had had sex every night that week, the two of us unable to keep our hands off each other. The memories of what had happened were too wild, too exciting, to allow us to keep our composure. Instead, we were like horny teenagers, unable to get enough of the feel of each other’s bodies, all of it made sexier by the memory of how things had gone last time.

But now another weekend had arrived, and that meant another date. Rachel had insisted I make a reservation at the same restaurant we had been to last week. I looked at her with undisguised suspicion when she made that request, but she just smiled in response. She didn’t explain why she wanted that, and she didn’t have to. She was hoping to see that waiter again.

Part of me, of course, insisted that I shouldn’t put up with this. That what she was doing, though mild, was almost a form of cheating on me. It was one thing for her to use her looks to turn other guys on; in fact, I liked that. I actively encouraged it. But when she was obviously excited by the thought of a specific person, it started to feel uncomfortably personal.

And yet I couldn’t resist her. She knew that all too well. This entire game was built on what her looks did to me, and to others. It was built on this idea of her as a goddess, and goddesses get to do what they like. I didn’t protest. Even though a big part of me screamed in my head that I was being an idiot, I made the reservation. Maybe I was curious. Interested to see where she intended to take this, how far she was willing to go. Or maybe, already, I was simply losing the ability to say no to her.

Of course, I knew that wasn’t going to get any easier once she got all dressed up.

The rules were the rules. She was standing in front of me fresh from the shower, once again dressed in nothing but a towel, and like always, like I hoped I always would, I struggled with the desire to go over and grab her, to unwrap that amazing body that was so available to me. Of course, she knew exactly how I was feeling. But we both knew, too, what she would say if I tried it. My gorgeous wife had her rules, and my aching desire for her made it trivially easy for her to enforce them.

So I stayed where I was, sitting on our bed as she moved toward the closet. Her new dress sat on a hanger in a special bag, so I couldn’t see it. Draping it over her arm, she moved toward her underwear drawer and grabbed a few items, holding them tight in her hands to hide them from me. All part of the surprise. It was almost like Christmas, the lengths we go to in order to hide what we fully intend to reveal. And she, beautiful as she was, was all the present I could ever want.

There was a happy little smile on her face as she headed to the bathroom and the privacy it offered. I waited for her, trying to be patient while my cock ached and throbbed for release inside my pants. I was already dressed to go out. I had taken a lot less care over what I wore than she did. After all, this was about what she wore, not me. And Rachel clearly did find me attractive. All the great sex we had been having over the last little while was proof of that, if I had ever been in any doubt. But for now, the game was about her. About making her feel sexy by looking sexy. And, of course, being openly admired by other men.

She took a long time. Good things are worth waiting for. I knew that already, but when my sexy wife appeared at last in front of me in the outfit she had chosen herself, it only reinforced what I already knew.

She wore a green dress. I think they call it jewel tone, those bright, intense colours that are chosen to draw attention. The top of the dress, clinging tight to her shapely torso, was all lace. Swooping and swirling patterns of it, artfully designed to hide what it needed to and show off as much as it could. Between the lace, the dress was made of some sheer material that showed off tantalizing glimpses of her perfumed skin, beautifully designed to promise everything while teasing as much as it could. Her boobs looked magnificent. The dress was strapless, and it pushed those amazing natural assets she had high on her chest. I didn’t know what kind of engineering was going on behind the scenes, but there was no denying its efficacy. With every step she took, every breath she breathed, her magnificent cleavage swelled invitingly, making it hard to look her in those magnificent eyes with green highlights that the tone of the dress brought out so well.

It was a full floorlength silk gown, like something you’d see on the red carpet of some movie awards show. But the long silk skirt, shimmering as it caught the light, was slit almost all the way up to her hip, showing off an incredible glimpse of beautiful toned thigh.

And the stockings.

I had never seen Rachel wear stockings before. She had never had occasion to. But now, her beautiful leg was encased in slick nylon, the top of the stocking gripping the middle of her thigh with its own pattern of lace that held it up, and that glimpse of bare thigh above the fabric that revealed next to nothing was new somehow even more exciting because of it.

In other words, she looked absolutely incredible. Like there was some erotic genius behind her outfit, who knew exactly how to of her to make anyone drool after her, yet still keeping her appropriate for the outside world, just this side of acceptable for the public.

And Rachel knew it. I could feel the confidence rising off her, that sexy swagger she had only at moments like this, and even then, seemed to have only developed recently. That, too, was part of the secret of our game. Part of its strange appeal, the way it excited us both. I loved to see her like this, in the full flush of her feminine power, and every time I did, the title of Goddess seemed to fit her a little better. Fit her as well, in fact, as that stunning dress that clung so perfectly to her body and made every hungry cell in mine seem to reach toward her like a weed reaching for the light.

She paused for a moment, letting me admire the sinful sight of her. She had done her makeup, too. Like last time, she had gone all out, giving herself a smoky eye that created an undeniably seductive and almost cruel look. Her lipstick was more muted this time, a deeper, darker red that didn’t detract from the bright color of her green dress. Once again, her makeup accented and enhanced the angles of her face, those supermodel cheekbones, that exquisite structure that made her the envy of just about every woman she ever met, while her body made her an object of desire to any man who saw her.

Then, she stepped forward. The skirt of her dress swirled around her legs with every step she took, showing off more of that teasing thigh, that leg that spoke of accessibility, the promise of sex. Reaching the bed, she looked down at me, a slight smile on her face, and my hands reached for her before I even realized what I was doing. I felt the smooth silk of her dress, the fabric so light and thin it was like it was barely there at all, and the curves of her body tormented me with wild lust as I stared up at her, running my hands over her hips, craving her touch as if I had never needed anything so badly in my life. And yet, with my wife embracing her inner seductress, her hidden goddess, these powerful feelings were starting to become ever more familiar to me.

“Holy fuck, Rachel.”

She giggled a little at that.

“You like it, then? I knew you would.”

“Like it? Of course I like it. I mean, have you looked at yourself? You are absolutely stunning.”

I meant every word, and she could tell. She beamed down at me from above, her eyes half closed as she looked at me, that satisfied smile unignorable on her face. Reaching toward me, she ran her fingers through my hair, a gesture that was at once affectionate and vaguely possessive. But looking at her in all her undeniable beauty, at her most seductive, I couldn’t imagine wanting anything other than to be possessed by a goddess like her. Again, I could barely believe my luck that that was even an option for me, something every other man in the world could only dream of. All of them would want her, and none of them could have her except me. What an incredible, barely believable thrill it was to be married to a woman like her.

“Thank you. But are you forgetting what you call me again?”

“No, Goddess Rachel,” I said, not even hesitating. Not even doubting for a minute that she deserved to be called that, deserved to be treated that way. She grinned again as she ran her hand over my scalp, and everywhere she touched me seemed to spark a new wave of arousal and desire and appreciation for this woman who demanded worship, and got it.

“That’s better.”

The silk of her dress whispered around her as she climbed onto the bed. She straddled me where I sat, one knee still concealed by the green silk, the other sliding out of the high slit in the dress. I felt the fabric of her stockings, the tips of my fingers tracing the intricate pattern of lace on her thigh, and she smiled indulgently as she watched me.

“You like stockings?”

“I never thought much about it. But you look absolutely incredible tonight.”

She was practically purring as she sat in my lap, draping her arms over my shoulders. Her dark hair hung loose around her face as she leaned over me, planting a kiss on my lips, not caring, apparently, about the risk to her immaculate makeup. And I kissed her back with all the hunger and desperation that felt like it was tearing me apart from the inside, leaving her in no doubt about the intensity of what I was feeling.

Of course, my cock throbbing so urgently between her legs was an even clearer sign of that.

And she felt it. There was no doubt about that. My gorgeous vixen of a wife felt exactly how turned on I was as my cock throbbed underneath her, pressing against her pussy that was separated from me by nothing more than the thin fabric of the barely-there panties she wore. She sighed softly as she moved her hips back and forth, grinding her pussy against my bulge, and I held her by those teasing hips, my lips on her mouth, on her neck, on the wild swell of her cleavage that seemed to be trying to escape from the dress she wore, her boobs pressed up into my face and creating a deep, warm, soft valley that I couldn’t resist burying my face in it.

“There was no cocky salesman at the store where I bought this dress, unfortunately,” Rachel said in a low, teasing voice as she continued to gyrate on top of me. “But I still got pretty hot trying it on. Thinking about this. Thinking about how you were going to react when you saw me in it.”

Breathless with desire, I kissed her again. I couldn’t understand, yet alone explain, why it turned me on so much to think of my wife teasing others, to think of her getting excited by her own outrageous sexiness. It just did. And as I sat there on our bed, my senses flooded with every radiant inch of her, I didn’t feel much like analysing the experience. My entire mind and heart were now taken up by her, by her beauty, by her presence, and nothing mattered beyond that.

“You know what’s exciting about this outfit? I can fuck you without taking it off.”

If my groan in response to her words sounded like a noise of despair, it was only because the intensity of what I was feeling was hard to take. But Rachel’s laughter told me she understood. She could read me like a book, always able to see right through me, and never more so than she was since we had started playing like this. In those arresting, gorgeous, sparkling eyes with their accents of hazel and green, so beautifully brought out by her wickedly provocative dress, there was nowhere to hide. And I didn’t want to hide from my goddess. In my own way, just like her, part of me wanted to be seen.

“Oh my Goddess,” I breathed, remembering the rules. And she smiled beautifully at the way I had addressed her. She sat up, and I might have groaned in disappointment as she lifted herself away from my cock, except I saw that already, she was reaching up under that scandalous dress. She shifted her weight on her knees, leaning one way, then the other, tugging her underwear down. I couldn’t keep my hands off her, running over the silk of her dress and the equally smooth skin it exposed as she pushed her underwear down over her shining stockings and let it fall to the floor.

Then, she climbed back on top of me. In my lap, she unzipped the front of my pants, reached inside, and drew out my cock. I groaned at her slightest touch, as if I had been deprived for months instead of having had sex with her just the night before. It didn’t matter. In fact, if anything, the more of her I got, the more I wanted. The way she inspired desire in me was almost supernatural, almost too powerful and intoxicating to be the way a husband felt about his ordinary wife.

“You are a fucking sex goddess,” I said, kissing her big boobs as she grinned down at me. Her hands were still busy between us, and I saw her close her eyes, just for a moment, as she guided my cock inside her. Both of us groaned with mutual pleasure, both of us swept up in those blissful feelings of pure ecstasy, both of us now joined by the same erotic spell, our bodies almost merged, our desire multiplied by being shared.

“I know,” she said. “And I fucking love it.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist, burying my face in her breasts as she rode me. Her pussy was so tight and so wet around my manhood as she fucked me, her own desire every bit as potent and as obvious as mine was. The bed creaked underneath us, the force of our passion seeming to shake not just it, but the room we were in, the whole house, everything else falling away as we chased that perfect high.

But Rachel’s deviousness didn’t end with her sexy outfit and her newfound taste for teasing men who weren’t me. Like the erotic goddess she was, she found a new place to take this latest adventure.

Her hands on my shoulders, she groaned as she suddenly rose off me. I made a halfhearted grab at her, not wanting the intense pleasure I was feeling to stop, but she easily pushed my reluctant hands away. My cock slid out of her snug wet pussy, the juices of her excitement glistening on my skin as she moved above me.

She climbed off the bed. I watched her walk away from me, that green dress swirling around her voluptuous body, the silk skirt cupping her ass and artfully hinting at the unbelievable curves that hid below as she moved toward the closet. When she turned back toward me with a tie in both her hands, I saw the way her eyes gleamed, and my heart quickened. Her hips swayed from side to side as she walked toward me, moving slow, wanting to drag the moment out, wanting to prolong the joy it clearly gave her. I watched her approach as if I was paralyzed, as if I didn’t have a single thought of my own in my head about what might happen next. Her beauty made me powerless, just as it made her powerful.

“I think it’s time I taught you how to really worship a goddess. Lie down on your back. Hands above your head.”

“Are you serious?”

But even though she smiled, her eyes told me the answer.

We had never done this. Never tried any kind of bondage games. Maybe I’m boring, but regular sex had always been enough for me. And frankly, with a wife who looked like her, I couldn’t help thinking it would be more than enough for any man. But now, I was dealing with a new Rachel. One far more naughty, far more devious, and far more sexy than she had ever been before. And why wouldn’t she be? She knew by now how her ideas would be received. She knew that I was going to go along with what she wanted, going to give her whatever she asked. She was simply too beautiful to refuse.

So I did what she said. I lay back on the bed we had shared for years, that had been witness to the thousands of times we had had sex in the past, without ever seeing anything like this. I lay back, my arms above my head, nervous but trusting goddess to guide me to some even greater heights of pleasure, just as she had been doing.

She climbed onto the bed, leaning over me, and the slit in her beautiful dress showed off more of her thigh above the lace top of her stocking as she reached for my hands. As she tied the tie around my wrists, pulling it tight, I felt a shiver of fear that was so unlike anything I had ever felt around her before. She was the woman I loved, the person I trusted most in the world, and I trusted her now, too, or else I wouldn’t have let her do this. But at the same time, as she then used the tie to bind my wrists to the headboard of our bed, I felt how vulnerable I was. This was a game, of course, but it was starting to feel almost worryingly real. I wasn’t scared of Rachel. Of course not. But I was very conscious that this woman had turned out to be more sexually adventurous than I had imagined.

But it was too late to back out now. She already had the tie tied around my wrists, anchored to the bed, and I was at her mercy. She sat back on her knees, that slit in the dress almost but not quite exposing the pussy I craved more than anything, and she grinned down at me with her hands on her hips, enjoying her handiwork and what she had reduced me to.

“You look cute when you’re tied up,” she said with a giggle. And I smiled as I stared up at her.

“So what now?

“What time’s our reservation at the restaurant?”

“Eight.”

She glanced at the clock on her bedside table.

“Good. We have plenty of time that.”

On her knees, she shuffled along the mattress, moving toward the center of my body. Still with that triumphant little grin on her face, she reached out and took hold of my cock, stroking it slowly. I groaned, holding nothing back, letting her know exactly how wild she was driving me, leaving no doubt about the effect she was having.

She stroked slowly, carefully, her movements almost leisurely. Every touch made my body light up with desire, every part of me responding to her just the way she knew it would, just the way she wanted it to.

“You want me so bad, don’t you?”

“Oh my God, yes, Goddess Rachel.”

“I want to hear you beg.”

Her words took me by surprise, of course. But not, maybe, as much as they would have a week or two earlier. After all, our relative positions were clear now. She was a goddess, a divine creature of almost unstoppable sex appeal. And I was her husband, a mere mortal lucky to breathe the same air as this vision of supernatural beauty. Why wouldn’t I beg? Who, in my position, wouldn’t? I swallowed my pride and gave my gorgeous wife what she wanted.

“Please, Goddess Rachel. You’re so beautiful, so sexy. I can’t stand it. Just, please, let me fuck you.”

“Wow. I should tie you up more often if this is how you respond. But not yet, my sweet husband. First, I want to be worshiped properly.”

“What do you mean, Goddess?”

But Rachel didn’t leave me guessing.

She let go of my cock, turning on the mattress and moving toward my head again. As she lifted her dress up out of the way, the high slit making it easy for her to move, I caught a glimpse of her wet pussy between her thighs, framed by those sexy stockings. She straddled my face, facing my feet, her pussy hovering just above my mouth. Completely on display. It was such a power move, such a show of her newfound confidence, the kind of thing it was impossible to imagine the old Rachel doing. But it fit with this new goddess persona perfectly.

I raised my head up toward her, wanting her so badly. She laughed as she felt me already licking her, not needing to be told what to do. I kissed her fragrant pussy. I slid my tongue between those tight lips, making her moan. I gave her what she wanted. I worshiped her sex, as the warm juices flowed out of her, pouring over my face, smothering me with her taste and smell, and in that moment, there was nowhere else I wanted to be other than right where I was.

“Good boy,” she purred above me. “Make your goddess cum. Then, you’re going to take me to dinner, and all the guys are going to see the glow on my face, and they’re going to wonder if I just got fucked. But you’ll know the truth, won’t you? You’ll know why Goddess looks so happy.”

I didn’t reply. I couldn’t; my mouth was busy with other things. But I licked Rachel’s pussy as if it was about to be taken away from me. As if nothing in that moment mattered more than making my goddess happy. And truthfully, it didn’t. The things she was saying were driving me absolutely wild with a desire I could barely understand, and the naughtier she was, the more I wanted her. And as I licked, I felt her stocking-clad thighs starting to tremble on either side of my head, heard her breathing getting shallow and rapid, and I knew what was about to happen. I wanted it so badly, my cock throbbing with desire, my arms straining against the bondage my wife had put me in. The moment was so intense, so outrageous, and so incredibly hot, I knew even as it happened that I was never going to forget it.

Neither was she.

Rachel arched her back, moaning her delight at the bedroom ceiling as she came. Her pussy spasmed wildly against my mouth, her juices pouring out of her like my goddess was baptizing me into my new submissive role, and it felt incredible. As she moaned and gasped on top of me, I knew I had pleased her, and it felt good to know that.

As she climbed off my face, she beamed down at me, her cheeks flushed just as she had said that they would be.

“A goddess could get used to this,” she said.
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