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Married To A Goddess

It started out as just another day. I guess they all do, until something happens to change them. And most of the time, nothing does. Most of the time, we go through our little routines, maybe suspecting, as we do, that every mundane day is another reinforcement of the shape of the mold we pour our lives into, and a whole life, I know, can pass that way. Each day a mirror image of the others, until one day you look around and a decade or more has gone by while you were barely noticing.

This, though, wasn’t one of those days. I couldn’t possibly know it at the time, of course. But this day rearranged the pattern of my life.

I was at work. So far, so boring. The usual grind of meetings and reports, of small talk in the breakroom, of playing that game of trying not to look at the clock while being unable not to think about how much time has passed. How long before you’re free, to go home and get on with your real life, instead of the things you do just to keep the bills paid.

I’m not poorly paid. I’m certainly not rich, either, but I do okay. Well enough that my wife doesn’t have to work, if she doesn’t want to. She used to. She had a job she liked, but she got laid off a couple of years ago, and since then, she hasn’t really found anything else. The truth is, Rachel isn’t very ambitious. Neither of us are interested in an extravagant lifestyle. We’re both just as happy staying home as going out for meals or drinks or any of the expensive habits other people have. And without kids to support, my salary is more than enough to support us both.

I know I’m lucky. I’m lucky to have a wife to come home to, knowing the house will be looked after, that dinner will be cooked for me, that she has little else to do all day except make life easier for me. And she was happy. She keeps herself busy enough to stave off the boredom that comes with having nothing to do all day. She works out every day, which has given her body that defies her 38-year age, a body that women in their twenties would envy. I’m the one letting the side down there. I’m busy enough that getting exercise tends to fall by the wayside for me.

So when I stepped through the door of our house that night, I wasn’t expecting anything unusual. I figured that Rachel would have dinner on the stove like usual. Maybe she would be trying out a new recipe, or maybe she would be returning to one of our old favourites. It didn’t matter to me. What mattered was that she was there, my respite and refuge from the stresses and strains of the working day, my escape. My dream wife, and if my life itself wasn’t exactly all I ever dreamed of, it wasn’t too far off, either. Maybe I’m not much more ambitious than her, but in the things that matter most, we had what we wanted.

Or so we thought. In the end, though, it turned out that that maybe wasn’t quite as true as I thought it was.

Anyway. I stepped into the house to the expected smell of dinner cooking, and my stomach growled with hunger. Lunch seemed a very long time ago, and it’s hard to get excited about a sandwich, even if Rachel did do her best to add some variety to the lunches she packed for me every day. I was looking forward to dinner, and more than that, I was looking forward to being home. Maybe watch some TV, mess around on the Internet. Maybe, if I was lucky, mess around in bed with Rachel before drifting off to sleep and doing it all the next day. There are definitely worse ways to spend a lifetime.

But the sight of her stopped me dead in my tracks.

Look, Rachel is stunning. I mean, I’m her husband, and I love her with a love that borders, at times, on the obsessive. She’s always been beautiful to me, and she always will be, because every beautiful day we spent together adds another layer of gloss onto that pretty face, so that when I see her, all I see is the laughter and love that we’ve shared these past twelve years.

But beyond that, she is objectively beautiful. When she was younger, she did a bit of modeling. Never enough to make a career out of it, but still. She has cheekbones most women would kill for. She’s tall, only a couple of inches shorter than me, and I’m not a short man. If anything held her back from doing more modelling, it was her body. I mean that in the best possible way. Designers want slender women without voluptuous curves that will distract from the drape of the clothes, and for Rachel, her curvy nature keeps breaking through. She’s in fantastic shape, capable of running for miles at a time, with cardio that puts me to shame. She has the same size waist, I’m pretty sure, as she did when we met. But the curves of her boobs and her hips, that ultrafeminine shape that repels fashion designers but attracts most straight men more than anything else, is something she’s always been blessed with. Combine that with her undeniably pretty face, her lustrous dark hair, her eyes with their faint greenish hue like jade when it’s wet, and you have the recipe for a knockout.

That’s what she is, to me. And always has been. But if I’m being honest – though I would never, ever have said this to her – she doesn’t always make the most of it.

There are days when she barely leaves the house. Maybe only to go to the gym. So often, I find her lounging around in leggings or sweatpants. She doesn’t need makeup; she’s a natural beauty without it. And so she never wears it. All that running and exercise have given her persistent foot problems, so she tends to wear wide, flat, ugly shoes that I secretly hate.

But again, I would never have said anything. I mean, I know how lucky I am. I get to come home from work to a stunning woman who loves me and who takes such good care of me. I’m not greedy enough to ask her to dress up like she’s about to appear on the red carpet, too.

That’s not to say I don’t think about it. Of course I do. There have been times, especially when we were younger, when she flaunted what she’s always had. We’d go out for dinner on an anniversary or something, and she’d wear something flattering, and she’d look absolutely incredible. Too good, in some ways. She gets so much attention when she dresses up, and I’ve wondered in the past if that’s part of why she doesn’t do it very often. Her looks are guaranteed to cause a stir, and she’s a woman who doesn’t like a fuss made. Or used to be, anyway.

But that day was different. The one I’m telling you about. She was standing over the stove, stirring something in a pot, but frankly, I barely noticed that. She was dressed in black, all black. A black asymmetrical top that sloped down to bare one shoulder. Shining black leather pants, clinging to her lower body, accentuating every sinful curve. A pair of black patent leather high-heeled pumps, with an open toe and a platform sole, with heels that had to be five or six inches high.

I saw her from the back first. Her ass looked incredible. The leather shone in the light, the gleaming surface accentuating those ridiculous curves she has, and I could feel my excitement growing by the second as I looked at her. Just a moment ago, my thoughts had been about as far from sex as they could be, still busy with some of the things I had to worry about at work, thinking about the night that lay ahead, thinking about all of the hundreds of things we all carry around inside our skulls all day that are often a million miles away from exciting. Now all of that was blown away as if by a sudden tornado. And she, my unexpectedly sexy wife, was the source of the storm that engulfed me.

She heard me coming in. She turned around, a smile spreading across her face. When she smiles, these little dimples appear in both her cheeks, and along with the sparkle in her striking eyes, it never fails to make me feel weak for her. But combined with the way she was dressed that day, I couldn’t remember the last time I had felt so strongly about her.

“Hi, honey,” she said, a wooden spoon in her hand as she lifted it out of the pot.

“Rachel, what’s this?”

I didn’t have to specify what I meant. Her smile grew, her eyes twinkling as she looked at me.

“What? This? The outfit?”

“Yeah, the outfit,” I said.

“You like it?”

“Like it? You look… Absolutely amazing.”

She giggled.

“Well, I’m glad you like it. Because these pants were absolute murder to get into.”

“I bet,” I murmured. Already, something vaguely predatory was rising inside me. I stepped forward, moving closer to her, barely realizing what I was doing. Not caring. Her body, her figure exposed by her tight clothing, was like a beacon that drew me toward her, without my brain needing to intervene. My feet just moved, my arms already reaching out for her, and I felt the smooth warmth of the leather as I placed her hand on her hip. Her eyes twinkled as I pulled her toward me, pressing my body against her.

“Oh, you really do like the outfit…”

“Of course.”

I pulled her even more firmly against me as I kissed her. I felt her chuckling against my lips as she kissed me back, still holding the spoon now outstretched in her hand so she could keep it above the pot in case of any drips. She had her hair tied back loosely behind her head, the one concession to her normal careless appearance and to the practicality of making dinner. But that didn’t spoil the look, not at all. Her black sexy outfit made her darkly radiant, and as I held her body against me, I knew that she could feel me getting hard.

“I thought you’d like it,” she said softly as our kiss broke. “But I guess I didn’t think you’d like it this much.”

“Well, you look fantastic,” I said, looking her up and down again as she stepped back toward the stove, rapping the spoon on the side of the pot and setting it down on a spoon rest. That gave me the chance to look her over again, studying those magnificent curves like I was trying to memorize them. As if they weren’t carved onto my brain already.

“What brought this on?”

“I don’t know,” she shrugged, that bare shoulder rising and falling in an elegant motion. It might not be leather, but her black top was almost as tight as her pants, showing off the swell of her bosom, the flat leanness of her stomach. An incredible hourglass figure that I knew she had, but that was usually hidden under a baggy T-shirt or something else comfortable rather than sexy. It never put me off her, of course. But seeing her like this was a real treat.

“I just felt like trying something new.”

“Well, it’s working. You should try something new more often.”

She smiled again.

“Why, are you secretly into leather or something?”

“I mean you looking like the goddess I know you can be.”

“Goddess, huh?”

Her jewel-like eyes sparkled.

“I like the sound of that,” she said.

I stepped forward again. Again, I felt smooth leather against my skin as I held her by the hips, pulling her toward me again. Smiling, she draped her arms around my neck, kissing me. But when she tried to pull her mouth away, I leaned forward, kissing her even more. At the same time, my hands moved over her body, over her ass with the tight leather straining against it, those muscular globes sending desire rippling through every shimmering nerve of my body.

“Careful, John,” she murmured, her face so close to mine that her features melted into an indistinct blur. “I don’t want to burn dinner.”

“Fuck dinner,” I growled. And I use my hold on her hips to spin her around, turning her to face the kitchen counter. I pressed myself against her, my now hard cock pushed against the crack of her ass visible in the gleaming leather pants, and she laughed with a sound of shock and outrage that I suspected wasn’t quite as genuine as she was pretending it was.

“I’m not used to wearing heels,” she said as she stumbled, pressing her hands on the kitchen counter to keep herself upright. “I feel like I’m going to fall over.”

“Don’t worry. I’ve got you.”

“Yeah, I can see that,” she said, grinning playfully at me over her shoulder. And she moved her hips as she spoke, shifting them from side to side. A tiny, discreet little movement, so small that she could almost pretend she didn’t intend it, didn’t know exactly what she was doing. But her ass rubbed against my cock, sending another eruption of excitement through me, feeding that hunger that the sight of her had inspired in me the moment I came home to this vision of undeniable sex appeal.

“Is this how you treat a goddess?”

“Absolutely. Especially if she’s a naughty goddess.”

Raising her hand, I slapped her ass, a little harder than I meant to, and she let out a little shriek of surprise. The tight leather gripped her ass so tightly that the flesh underneath barely moved from the impact, jiggling just a little.

“But I didn’t do anything. Yet.”

The way she looked at me then was nothing short of wicked.

“Yet? I like the sound of that.”

“And I like how it sounds when you call me goddess. Say it again.”

“You are a goddess,” I said, summoning all the sincerity I could. Because it was true. That was exactly what she looked like.

“Goddess Rachel. Yeah, I could definitely get used to that.”

My hands kept sliding over her butt as she spoke, and my cock pressed insistently against her, reinforcing what we both already knew about my state of desperate desire.

“So why don’t you kneel for your goddess?”

To say I was taken aback would be underselling it completely. I was shocked. Rachel could be a little cheeky sometimes, but not like this. We didn’t play games like that. Maybe it reflected our lack of ambition, but regular sex had always been more than enough for us. But now, there was a new energy in the air. A new current of excitement, a new sense of boundless possibilities. After all, why not? I smiled sheepishly as she spoke, not expecting to hear something like that from her. But clearly, this was no ordinary day. My wife, who I thought I knew so well, who I thought I understood completely, was turning out to have a side to herself that I had never so much as dared dream was there.

I hesitated. I smiled at her, wondering if it was a joke, and she smiled back at me. But there was that look in her eyes, that green glint of something fascinating, something forbidden, something crazy. And she just looked so damn good.

I kneeled on the floor of our kitchen, gazing up at my new goddess in her tight leather pants. And while the pot on the stove bubbled behind her, she pressed both hands to her mouth, exploding in rapid laughter.

“Oh my God, you actually did it!”

“All right, all right,” I said. “Forget it.”

Sliding one knee out from under myself, I put my foot flat on the floor, about to push myself upright again. But Rachel’s expression changed. She hurried forward, stumbling slightly in her tall heels, her hands grabbing my shoulders as much for her own balance as to keep me where I was.

“No, no,” she said, shaking her head. “Stay there, just for a minute. Please. I like it.”

And she smiled at me with that smile that she knew could get her anything she wanted, that she only used on occasion so as to never dull its edge. It worked this time, too.

I put my knee back on the floor, and she stood up straight, lifting her hands off my shoulders. She put them on her hips, grinning in triumph as she looked me up and down. And I looked her up and down at the same time, feasting on those incredible curves, my head full of that amazing body, my heart swollen with excitement and uncertainty and some doubts and nervousness that were never any match for my unstoppable lust. She looked amazing. She knew it. And when she stood over me like that, smiling down at me, she looked more like a goddess than ever.

“Yeah. I can work with this.”

Her pants shone as she moved, almost close enough for me to see myself reflected in the curves of her thighs. Again, she placed one hand on my shoulder, holding it for balance as she raised her foot. The toe of her shoe pressed against the bulge in the front of my pants, and I groaned, running my hands over the leather wrapped around her leg. She laughed again.

“But if I’m a goddess, I wonder what that makes you?”

I groaned again as her foot continued to tease my throbbing cock through the front of my pants. Already, my head was spinning. Already, it was so difficult to think straight, so hard to believe that this was even happening. That didn’t change the fact that it was.

“What do you want me to be?”

Her eyes flashed again.

“Obedient,” she said with a smile.

“Well. Wearing this definitely brings out the dominatrix in you, doesn’t it?”

“I guess so.”

My hands traveled over her toned thighs, the toe of her shoe still tracing the shape of my cock in the front of my pants, the desire crackling and raging in the room between us, completely undeniable.

She turned then. Turning to face away from me, back toward the coooker where the pot continued to simmer, and her beautiful round ass filled my vision. I couldn’t help myself. I reached out and grabbed it with both hands, squeezing slightly, and she chuckled to herself as she watched over her shoulder.

“I didn’t say you could touch, did I?”

“No, I guess not.”

“No, what?”

I thought for a minute, unsure what she wanted. And it came to me in a flash, a sense of surprise and, yes, excitement filling me as what my naughty wife wanted became apparent.

“Yes, Goddess Rachel.”

She let out a little sigh of satisfaction at that, a sound that only excited me more. The idea that she was enjoying this, that she was getting off on this weird kinky game we were playing, made her even more irresistible than she already was.

“Good boy. Keep calling me that. Now, you smacked my ass earlier. So you know what you’re going to do now? You’re going to kiss it better.”

I could hear the laughter in her voice as she spoke. After all, this was far from a natural role for her, and she was feeling her way into it, guessing what to do at every turn. At the same time, she was doing a spectacular job, at least as far as I could tell. And again, I had never been dominated by a woman before. I didn’t know how to work. All I knew was that she was almost unspeakably sexy to me, almost too exciting to be believed.

My cock was raging in my pants, my desire at an all-time high, and I had virtually no interest in even trying to stand for myself, in even pretending to be able to resist her. After all, this was my wife. If I couldn’t relax and let go and try something new with her, who would I be able to do it with?

Rachel was in a strange mood, in the grip of something I had never seen before, but I couldn’t ignore the potential for fun. And I had my hands on her amazing body, and I wanted her so badly, and that didn’t seem to be much point resisting wherever it was this was going.

I leaned forward and pressed my lips against her ass. The leather was just as smooth and slick and warm against my skin as I knew it would be. I kissed both her cheeks, over and over, showering her shapely backside with affection, and she practically gloated above me as she watched over her shoulder. Again, she moved her hips from side to side, even more obviously now, waving her sexy ass in my face while I kneeled on the floor behind her, my cock raging, feeling embarrassed and almost overwhelmed, but unbelievably turned on at the same time.

“Wow. If I’d known it was this easy to boss you around, I might’ve started a long time ago.”

“Oh yeah? What would you have had me do?”

“Well, I guess that’s what we’re going to find out, aren’t we? Are you going to be a good boy for your goddess?”

“Depends. What’s in it for me?”

Grinning, she turned around to face me again. She ran her fingers through my hair in an affectionate gesture, but then, she surprised me by grabbing hold of my hair and pulling lightly, forcing my face up to look at her. Not that that was anywhere else I wanted to look. Not that it even felt possible to look away from her.

“Well, I can think of one thing I know you will definitely want,” she said, sliding her hands over her hips, over the tight leather, teasing and taunting me with her perfect hourglass figure.

She knew exactly what she was doing. And the confidence pouring off her was incredible. There was something so wildly sexy about it, almost hypnotic. Her hand slid up her shining thigh, between her legs, over the hidden zipper of the skintight pants, and just as she intended, I could hardly think straight, could hardly think about anything except the pussy that I knew was right underneath.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I breathed.

She smiled as she shook her head.

“God?”

I grinned.

“Goddess.”

“That’s better. It’s so funny the effect this outfit has on guys. I guess I shouldn’t be surprised.”

“Guys?”

I was the one kneeling on the floor, practically begging for attention from my goddess wife. I was the one who had just kissed her ass, who was willing to do seemingly anything for the promise of sex she was dangling in front of me. But for a moment, Rachel was the one who blushed.

“Yeah. The guy at the store was… kind of… flirty.”

“What guy? What store?”

She hesitated, but only for a moment. She was smiling the whole time.

“The store where I bought these pants. I mean, at first, I thought he was just being a salesman. Telling me how good they would look on me, telling me they were made for me. Or I was made for them.”

I stared up at her. Difficult to name the conflicting emotions battling my heart at that moment. I’m not normally an insecure guy, and Rachel has never given me any reason to be.

Or me her, for that matter. I can say, for all the attention her looks got, most of the time, she was more interested in fading into the background than in showing off for anyone. But this was different. This felt like it was linked to her new persona. Maybe the origin of it, even.

And I was curious. Jealous, sure, but also curious to know just how far she had taken it, and what she had felt when she did.

“What else did he say?”

“Well… Are you sure you want to hear this?”

“Yes.”

Even though I was far from sure of any such thing.

“Okay, well… He was telling me how good they would look on me, and then he said… Something like I need to go somewhere special to show them off. He could take me to a great cocktail bar if I wanted.”

“He did?”

“Yeah. I told him I was married, and you know what he said to that?”

“No.”

“Well…”

She leaned in close to me now, her dark hair hanging over one shoulder, her eyes fixed on mine.

“He said that could be easily fixed.”

“Oh my God. What a douchebag.”

Rachel laughed.

“Actually, he was kind of charming. Like, in an obvious way. I knew he was hitting on me, but I kind of… didn’t mind.”

“You liked it.”

She looked at me, her eyes wide, her teeth showing as she bit her lip.

“Yeah,” she breathed quietly. “Yeah, I did.”

“Oh my God, Rachel…”

“Goddess Rachel,” she corrected, almost automatically.

“Yeah, Goddess Rachel,” I echoed, almost as automatically as her. Already, it was starting to seem more normal, though it still had the thrill of the new. I was distracted, my mind racing as I tried to imagine this cheesy salesman hitting on my wife, and tried to process what exactly the thought of that made me feel.

Rachel watched me, her eyes shining happily, her face radiating the same excitement and uncertainty I could feel as we stood at the precipice of this new adventure.

“I liked it a lot, actually. And when I went into the changing room to try these pants on… Well, I got a little… Naughty…”

“What did you do?”

“I was just wondering how it would feel. You know, against my skin. So I… touched myself. Through the pants. Like this.”

She moaned gently as she ran two fingers up her pussy, tracing the shape of her lips that I could see through the clinging fabric. I shivered where I kneeled at her feet, staring right at her sex, struggling to believe what I was hearing, but with part of me never wanting the game to end.

“And… Well, I made a bit of a mess. So you see, I had to buy them. I had to wear them out of the store. I didn’t dare take them off again.”

“You’ve been wearing them ever since?”

“Yeah.”

I kept my eyes on her face as I reached toward her. She seemed to want to be in charge, to be enjoying this game of teasing me, but I couldn’t hold out any longer. I found the zipper of her pants and pulled it down, and she didn’t stop me. I breathed in as her aroma filled the kitchen, the smell of new leather and female pleasure flooding my nostrils until I felt drunk with it.

“Oh my God, Goddess Rachel,” I panted. “What are you doing to me?”
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