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Hotwife Date Night

Rachel stood in front of the mirror. It was something she was doing more and more these days. So often, in fact, that sometimes, she wondered if she might not end up burning her image onto the reflective glass, leaving a ghostly trace of her behind for her husband to worship while she was out on her dates.

It was a thought that pleased her. But all sorts of thoughts pleased her now that once would not have made any sense to her. Things that would have seemed unbelievable, even repellent, were now adding up to, if not sense, then at least something desirable. She found herself wanting things she would once never have thought she would want, craving experiences that were so wild, so taboo, that she felt naughty even for thinking of them. And what made it all so much more delicious was the knowledge that she was doing more than thinking of them. She was going to do them.

And her husband was going to let her.

John was sitting on the bed, as he often did. Taking it all in. How was it that for all the crazy things she had done recently, having him watch her at moments like this was almost the hottest part? Rachel knew she didn’t need to understand it. She just needed to feel it. And she did, right down in the core of her being, right down in those parts of her that had nothing to do with reason and everything to do with pleasure.

She was going with blue tonight. A blue dress that was just the right shade to match her eyes, with her iris of aquamarine and glints of emerald. A dress she had never worn before, bought for her by her husband, who had his own bizarre addiction to these games of cruelty and betrayal. A dress that bared her shoulders, that swept in dramatically from her bust, the built-in steel boning exaggerating her hourglass shape above the skirt that wrapped around her hips, ending high up her thighs.

It was, like so many of her recent purchases, a dress designed to attract attention. A dress to be seen in, to be admired in. A dress that required some effort to put on, but hopefully, wouldn’t require nearly as much trouble to take off. Either way, she knew she would have all the help she might need doing that. And William, she knew, would be as pathetically eager to get her naked as he always was.

But for now, it was John’s eyes that were on her body, admiring her legs, her ass, her dramatic curves. She sat in front of the mirror in the bedroom, putting the final touches to her makeup, but really, all she was doing was prolonging the moment. Dragging it out, knowing that anticipation was more than half the fun. She had the whole night ahead of her to tease William, but before that, she had her husband to tease, too. After all, even though it might not feel like it at times, this was about him, as much as it was about her and her desperate young boyfriend.

Finally finishing, she turned, facing toward where John sat on the bed. She almost shivered at the look on his face. It was a look she had seen so many times over the last little while, but that didn’t rob it of any of its magic. That look of concentrated desire, of almost predatory focus, mixed with a kind of dismay, a kind of despair, a kind of humiliated resignation that the darkest parts of her heart found almost unbearably sexy.

There was always temptation at times like this. There was always danger. So far, almost to her own surprise, Rachel had always managed to resist. She did what she set out to do, knowing that sticking to the plan was the only thing that kept this adventure from descending into anarchy and chaos. But it wasn’t easy. It was never easy. Not when every cell in her body seemed to scream at her for relief, not when her desire flared inside her like the eerie glow of a wildfire on the horizon.

She walked toward her husband. Slow, calculated, placing one foot in front of the other so that the high-heeled pumps she wore made her hips sway from side to side. She could feel his lust for her, and she could see his eyes taking it all in, traveling up and down her body, studying her like he needed to memorize her for a test. Like he hadn’t already memorized every detail of her body over the years they had been together, over and over again.

It was like he was obsessed with her, and that was a distinct part of the magic of this game that they shared, and it made her feel amazing. He called her a goddess, but he did more than that. He worshipped her, with his eyes, with his hands, with his heart. And as much as their naughty game played with the idea of her cheating, of her being unfaithful to him, she had never felt more in love with her husband than she did now that they were doing this.

“How do I look?”

“Spectacular, Goddess Rachel.”

She smiled. The answer, she knew, was always going to be something like that. Some enthusiastic term of praise. But even though she knew it was inevitable, it still gave her a surge of happiness and confidence. Maybe more from his use of the term Goddess than the compliment itself. That sexy thrill of power swelled inside her, the high that she was always chasing when they played like this. To hear him say it and know that he meant it was the most outrageous confirmation she could get, and nothing made her more ready to do what she intended to do than to know how desperately her husband wanted her to do it.

She climbed slowly onto the bed where he waited. One knee on the mattress, then the other, straddling his lap. Feeling extra frisky as she draped her arms over his shoulders, as he took hold of her hips. The sexual tension was as unignorable, as irresistible, as ever. The desire crackled between them, dry kindling on the edge of bursting into flame. She could have him, if she wanted to. And she did want to. But that was always the case. He was always ready and willing, not only deeply in love with her, but desperately in lust, too. All she had to do was say the word, only give him the right look, and he would be all over her. As eager to please as if it were the first time they were together, as if everything in his life depended on making his goddess happy. Maybe it did. Everything that mattered, anyway.

Shifting her weight on her knees, she leaned toward him, kissing him. Maybe it would smudge her lipstick, but she didn’t care. She slid her tongue into his mouth, feeling him pushing back, feeling his desire growing by the second, keeping pace with her own.

She knew she had to be careful. Being Goddess Rachel was a kind of performance, and she didn’t want to wear herself out too soon. Or have her husband wear her out, no matter how much he wanted it. She was saving herself for William, in a way. Because Rachel had learned that the hornier she was, the crueler she was capable of being. And the more cruel she was, the more both these men wanted her.

William, and John. Her boyfriend, and her husband. There were times when she couldn’t believe her luck. There were times when the outrageousness of it all threatened to make her breathless. But it never stopped making her feel powerful, never failed to turn her on. Just like it did for them.

And she knew she had to be careful. But she also knew what she wanted. Her heart beat steadily in her chest, sending that hot flood of arousal racing through her body, and resistance didn’t seem impossible. It just started to seem unnecessary.

She wouldn’t go all the way with him now. Not yet. She needed to save her energy for a long night ahead. But that didn’t mean a Goddess couldn’t have a little fun.

She lifted her lips away from his. Her arm slid down over his shoulders until her hands rested on them, and she smiled as she looked him in the eye. John didn’t smile back. Instead, he looked up at her with that familiar look of rapt attention, that expression of something close to awe on his face. Like he couldn’t quite believe this was who he had married, that his wife had transformed into this dark goddess of sex and desire. It was the perfect inspiration for her. Exactly what she needed to go out and take on the world and make William bow down at her feet all over again.

She spread her legs a little wider. Underneath her, through his pants, she could feel the bulge of his cock. Always hard for her, always ready. Easily coaxed into full bloom by her appearance, these little rituals of preparation. Sometimes, it almost felt too easy. Sometimes, it felt unfair. But that, she knew, was the point. The way these men wanted her gave her this outrageous sexual power, and from a certain point of view, it would be crazy not to use it.

She let him feel her weight on top of him, made him groan as she ground down on his cock. But that wasn’t where she was going. At almost the same time, she pushed his shoulders, leaning down over him as she forced him down onto his back on the bed. Her dark hair fell like a curtain around them, and she bit her lip as she smiled at him, and now, he smiled back at her. A smile he couldn’t help, a goofy, giddy grin on his handsome face, like he couldn’t believe his luck.

Rachel moved. Still straddling her husband, she crawled across the bed on hands and knees. John was lying sideways on the mattress, his legs hanging off the edge, and as she moved toward his head, she heard him gasped. Sitting back on her knees, she took hold of his hands, meshing her fingers through his. Then she leaned forward again, pushing his arms up above his head. Pinning him down. More symbolic than anything else, really. If he wanted to break free of her grip, he could. That was the magic of it, the power she had over him. Knowing he didn’t want to be free.

“This is why I didn’t put any panties on,” she said, shifting her position so that she was straddling his face, her pussy just inches above him. “Look how wet I am. Look how much it turned me on, cheating on you.”

Underneath her, John groaned. She knew she was playing with fire, but that was where the pleasure came from. Losing her was her husband’s biggest fear, and no matter how many times she reassured him that wasn’t going to happen, it never seemed to go away. But maybe if it did, the thrill of what they were doing would vanish, too.

Besides, Rachel had to admit that while her words said one thing, her actions said another. John had only recently given his permission for her to have William go down on her. Even that, she had coaxed out of him. She didn’t want to use the word manipulate, but it fit. She wasn’t, perhaps, as cold and calculating, as forward-thinking, as her dominatrix persona seemed to suggest. But sometimes, as things kept falling in her lap just the way she wanted them to, Rachel found herself wondering if subconsciously, she was more devious than even she realized.

But in the end, she knew that it hardly mattered. The men in her life loved her for it, and she looked the results. She loved the power it gave her, and she wasn’t lying when she told her husband how turned on she was at the thought of what was coming.

“Stop,” she said sharply, as she felt John’s tongue against her pussy.

It was hard to deny herself that pleasure, even for a moment. But intuitively, Rachel understood that she needed to maintain control. Usually, that was the hardest part. Dominating these men, both of them, meant maintaining rigorous control over herself, and as the situations she found herself in got more and more exciting, that only became more difficult.

“Don’t lick until I tell you to. Understand?”

“Yes, Goddess,” came the predictable reply from down between her legs, and Rachel grinned to herself. Another surge of power flowed through her, another slow trail of moisture leaving her pussy. She didn’t have to look down at the bulge of his erection to know how turned on her husband was. But Goddess Rachel couldn’t let him get away without a little teasing, a little humiliation.

“So desperate to lick my pussy. Just like William is,” she gloated, knowing how her words would drive her husband crazy. It was the same with her boy toy. Any mention of her husband made him cringe, which was why she loved to bring him up. Making these boys suffer was a thrill she had never expected.

“Still, it’s what you boys are good for, I guess. You know, I haven’t decided which of you is better at it. I mean, we know he has a bigger cock than you, but I don’t touch that. I just keep it locked up permanently. I think his desperation is making him better at giving me head. You’re going to have to work hard to keep up.”

There was a pause, and then another, “yes, Goddess.” It made her laugh out loud.

Sometimes, she had no idea where this stuff was coming from. Sometimes, she could hardly believe the words she was saying. It just seemed to come out of her at times like this, pouring out of that dark part of her brain that sometimes felt like it had lain hidden all these years, just waiting for an opportunity to come out.

“Such a good boy,” she said mockingly. “There’s nothing like having a well-trained husband. Now, are you going to be a good boy while I’m out on my date tonight? Cheryl can’t look after you tonight, so you’re going to be on your own.”

“Yes, Goddess Rachel.”

She couldn’t see his face now with her thighs on either side of his head, taunting him with her naked pussy, but she could imagine the expression he wore all too easily. How many times had she seen it before? That expression of lust and helplessness, that desperate desire that equated to worship. She knew what she was doing with that mention of Cheryl, too. Her husband winced in humiliation every time he remembered what that young woman had done to him, and every time, Rachel got a little more turned on. She didn’t understand why it didn’t make her jealous, the way her adventures with William clearly did for John. All she knew was that it was so much fun.

“Okay. Now, you can lick me. Make me cum before I go out on my date.”

Just like always, she could barely believe the cruelty of what she was saying. And just like always, it made them both wild with excitement. John pressed his tongue up between her thighs, instantly finding the sensitive folds of her pussy, and she let out a happy sigh as her pleasure spiked. She could feel his enthusiasm in every movement of his lips and tongue, this oral sex its own form of desperate worship.

She spread her legs a little wider, and sank down onto his face with a happy sigh. Still holding his hands above his head, even though he was in no way trying to free himself. Once upon a time, not too long ago, she would have felt far too self-conscious to do something like this. Once, she might have thought acting like this wasn’t in her nature, wasn’t who she was. In some sense, that was still true. Goddess Rachel was a persona she put on, just like the sexy dresses and outfits and high heels that drove the boys crazy. It was just that the more she did it, the more comfortable it came to feel.

She was in bed with her husband, like she had been so many times before, and yet, with his face buried underneath her, she almost felt alone. Even as he kissed her pussy, even as he slid his tongue inside, chasing out her sensitive areas that he knew so well, that the years together had trained him to find.

She looked down at herself, still wearing her provocative dress, selfishly enjoying pleasure from a man who loved her and was desperate to serve. She looked down at the swell of her cleavage, her narrow waist, her thighs on either side of his head. She thought about William’s reaction to the way she looked, about how badly he would want her. She thought of his cock, straining against the steel bars of the cage she had him locked inside.

She thought of his key, hanging on the chain around her neck like a piece of jewelry, a taunting reminder for him of who really owned his manhood. And she felt breathless with excitement, drunk with power, inflamed with lust the way she always was, and ready to begin another exciting date.

John was in no rush. Sometimes, she suspected he would love nothing more than to make her late for a date with William. Or, even better, to get her so turned on, to please her so well, that she would decide to cancel and stay home with him instead. If only he knew, she thought to herself, how close she had come to that, so many times. How close she was to it now, plans be damned. Pleasure and passion were swelling inside her, and she didn’t need to go anywhere else in this bedroom to get what she most wanted.

Except she knew the shocking truth just as well as her husband did. That their sex, though it had never been bad, had never been this good, either. That bringing William into their relationship, in the weird way she had, had made them better together. Stronger, maybe. More adventurous, certainly. It made her feel like a sexy goddess, and it made him desperate to please her, as if the reminder that she had other options made him want her more.

Certainly, the movements of his mouth between her legs suggested that. She could feel his tongue flickering rhythmically over her sex, using every trick he knew to get her off.

It was working. It never failed. Rachel closed her eyes, letting out a soft moan of excitement as the erotic pressure grew, as her stomach started to contract, as her nipples hardened under the teasing dress she wore, her whole body responding to her husband’s skilful work.

Her thighs trembled on either side of his head. Her pussy spasmed against his mouth. Here it was, the moment she had been craving while she dressed up in front of him, while she beautified herself for another man. And she held absolutely nothing back. She shrieked with passion as she came, and she almost laughed at the desperate sound of him underneath her, gulping down her juices as if they were the finest wine. Like he craved her, like he needed her. Like everything about her was all he desired.

She practically sobbed in pleasure as her orgasm tore through her. She squeezed her eyes tight shut, her mouth wide open, her chest heaving with her moans and cries. And even as the spasm of bliss passed, as she returned slowly to herself and felt the tension in muscles she had barely realized she was clenching, she knew she wanted more. For all the ecstasy of it, it was never enough. It was only an appetizer, the merest taste of what the night still held in store for a dominant goddess like her.

She climbed off his face. He stared up at her, his mouth shining with her juices, gazing at her as if he had never seen anything more beautiful, more desirable. She bit her lip again, her heart swelling with love for this man who would do just about anything for her.

But she wasn’t done driving him crazy yet.

Her sparkling skirt rustled as she pivoted on her knees, turning to face his feet. She straddled him again, her ass right over him, bared by the skirt sliding up as she bent forward. He groaned as he felt her hand on the bulge of his cock, tracing the shape of his erection through the pants he wore.

Carefully, she unzipped him. She felt the heat of his desire as she reached through the gap, beneath his underwear, finding his ready hardness. She pulled his manhood out into the light, her pussy contracting a little more at the sight of it, as if demanding to feel him inside her. But Rachel wasn’t going to do that.

“This dress is going to blow his mind. Again. This is going to be such a fun date night. You know, I’ve never had two guys lick my pussy in the same night. Wonder what that’s going to be like.”

“Oh my Goddess,” John moaned behind her, as Rachel giggled. She could hear the strain in his voice, just like she could feel the aching throb in his cock as she stroked it, his veins looking ready to burst with the pleasure that coursed through his body. His hands, free now, squeezed her ass, sliding over the smooth skin, and she wiggled her hips playfully, lying down on top of him.

“I don’t remember telling you to stop licking.”

He didn’t hesitate. He plunged his tongue back inside her, the muscular organ easily lubricated by the juices of her recent orgasm. She cried out, a gasp of pleasure that caught in her throat as she thrust herself back toward him. He let out a moan that was muffled by her body, that she could feel vibrating against her, as she played with his cock, running her hand up and down, squeezing the shaft, teasing the head.

In no time at all, she had him ready to burst.

But her own pleasure was hardly less powerful. It wasn’t the first time she had found herself wondering if one orgasm made the next easier to achieve, as he licked and kissed desperately. Her legs were trembling all over again, her whole body shaking with the force of what was coming, and she let it. Closing her eyes again, she gasped between her parted lips, her breasts rising and falling in the sexy dress as her husband licked her to another orgasm.

She moaned out her bliss in a wild cry as she came again. And at the same time, she kept stroking his cock, only faster now. Channeling the power and force of the sensations she was feeling into the movements of her hand so that he could feel them two.

She moaned as she felt him yell underneath her, the sound waves trembling against her most sensitive spot, and his cock leaped as he spurted his cum into the air. She opened her eyes to watch it, his manhood going off like a loaded weapon in her hand. His fluids arced into the air before splattering back down on his stomach, on his legs, hot rivers of it pouring over her hand as she kept stroking. He squirmed underneath her, moaning and groaning in the sexiest display imaginable, while she drained his cock of every last drop, stroking and coaxing until she was sure he was completely spent.

Then, she let go. Swinging her leg over his head, she turned, sitting down on the edge of the bed beside him. He opened his eyes, staring up at her with an expression of shock on his face. Sated, drained, and happy, just the way she wanted to leave her husband while she went out on a date with another man.

“That was fun,” she grinned. “Aren’t you a lucky boy, having a Goddess who lets you cum?”

“Yes, Goddess Rachel.”

“You’re lucky you’re not like William, that other poor boy. All locked up in chastity, and only I can free him.”

As she spoke, she reached for the silver chain around her neck, lifting it slightly so that the key dangled from it. Predictably, John’s eyes found it, right above the exaggerated cleavage the dress gave her.

“Just be glad I don’t have you locked up, too.”

“I am, Goddess,” John said simply, and another wave of arousal swept over Rachel. The way he just said it, and meant it. As if he never questioned that she could do it if she wanted to. As if she had the right to do these outrageous things, as if what she was doing wasn’t completely insane, but was instead just a natural fact of her being the Goddess that she was. It was so intoxicating, the way these guys just gave up all power and control to her. It really did make her feel divine.

She stood up from the bed, pulling her skirt down over her ass. She felt her husband’s eyes on her, watching her as she walked out of the bedroom door, toward the bathroom to clean up. Catching sight of herself in the mirror in there, she smiled. Her cheeks were flushed with the orgasm she had just had, but that would fade. And yet, maybe, just maybe, William would see it on her anyway. Maybe he would see the pleasure she had allowed herself, the exact same pleasure she didn’tt allow him. She found herself hoping that he would.

Stepping out of the bathroom, she moved back toward the bedroom. John had fixed his clothes now and was sitting up on the edge of the bed like nothing had happened. She grabbed her bag, a tiny little purse that matched her shoes, and slid the thin strap over her shoulder.

“Okay, I’m heading out. Could be a late one. I’d say don’t wait up, but I know you will. But don’t worry, honey. You’ll get all the juicy details when I’m back.”

She didn’t wait for a reply from him, and none seemed to be coming. Instead, she turned, letting him watch her walk away from him as she had done so many times before, letting him drive himself crazy with thoughts of what might happen as she went out on another date with William.
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