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A Public Tease

Orgasm or not, Rachel wasn’t satisfied. Thank Goddess for that. I could still taste her pussy in my mouth, could taste the orgasm she had demanded I give her, and it was so sexy to be treated that way by her. Again, it was that confidence she had, that newfound self-belief that made her so demanding and so unbelievably attractive to me.

I had never wanted to submit to a woman. But my gorgeous wife had given me no choice, and now, tied fast to our bed and being made to give her exactly what she wanted, whatever that might be, it felt so good to be controlled. Even before this kinky adventure, my wife had been all I could ever want. Now, though, she was somehow even more than that. Even more sexy, even more desirable. More arousing than any mortal woman had any right to be. Calling her Goddess was all part of the game we played, part of convincing my beautiful wife to see herself the way that, frankly, I had always seen her. But the more we played like this, the more accurate it came to feel.

It had never felt more true than it did now. Not even when she stood above me in the kitchen in those skintight leather pants, making me worship her pussy on my knees. This moment was very different from that one, but the through line was her being in charge, her demanding worship, and me being more than willing to give it to her.

But if anything, she was even more demanding now. Her outfit was more elegant and classy rather than being as arrestingly sexy as the leather pants, but she looked unbelievably hot either way. And the way she was behaving, the way she was ordering me around, made such a thrilling juxtaposition with the way she was dressed for date night, these two different aspects to her goddess persona seeming to play off each other beautifully. I had it all, I thought to myself. A loving wife and a demanding goddess. A lady in the streets and a freak in the sheets, and this is something nearly all men say that they want, but how many can really handle it? It remained to be seen how well I could handle it myself. But for now, thanks to Rachel and the bondage she had decided to put me in on a whim, it wasn’t really up to me. Whatever was going to happen next, it would be Goddess Rachel’s call.

And she wasn’t done. Her eyes on fire with excitement, she crawled on top of me. Straddling me again, her legs spread over my hips this time, her beautiful face looking down at me. I let out another groan as she took my cock in her hand, holding it upright so that she could use it the way she wanted. And slowly, she spread her legs and lowered herself down onto it, both of us moaning in shared ecstasy as I slid into her again.

Her breasts heaved as she bounced up and down on top of me again. I watched them moving in the tight lace bodice of her dress, her skin showing through the sheer parts, everything about her promising the pleasure I was now feeling racing through my body, that it felt like I had been denied for so long, when in reality, it wasn’t even twenty-four hours ago since we had last been together like this.

Except we had never been together like this. It had never been this intense, this wild, this naughty. Rachel had introduced me to a whole new world of pleasure, and if tonight was anything to go by, she intended to continue doing that, and I could hardly have been more excited.

Still, I tried to hold back. I always do. When a woman as beautiful as Rachel is willing to have sex with you, you better make sure it’s good for her. I had believed that from the moment we first started dating, and I still felt that way now, after years of marriage, and so I did everything in my power to hold off my own explosion of pleasure, waiting for another from her.

Rachel, meanwhile, didn’t hold back a single thing.

Her dress shimmered in the light as she rode on top of me, her breasts bouncing dangerously in the revealing dress she wore, threatening to spill out at any moment. I could see the beads of sweat that showed on her skin, making her seem to glow, making her even more radiant than she naturally was, if that was possible. As I watched her from below, I felt as if I had never seen anything more gorgeous, never seen anyone sexier than she was.

Her thighs trembled as another orgasm approached. I could feel them squeezing my sides, clamping down on me just like her pussy was pumping down on my surging cock. I squirmed in the restraints she had me in, but there was no escape. And truthfully, I didn’t want to escape. I wasn’t thrashing around underneath her because I was trying to get free, but only because the feelings of bliss she was giving me were so pure and powerful that it was impossible not to react physically. All I wanted was more of what she was giving me, more of that intense pleasure, more of that bliss of having her pussy sliding up and down on my cock, her body moving with mine as we chased the same ecstasy all over again, as if it was the first time.

She came first. But not by much. She leaned forward, her dark hair hanging down around her face, her eyes closed, her mouth open, her ecstasy unmistakable. I felt the hot throb of that tight pussy all around my shaft, and I groaned in a mixture of ecstasy and triumph. She had me right where she wanted me, tied to the bed, reduced to nothing more than an object for her pleasure, but why would I want anything other than that? Once again, I had made my wife, cum, and like it always did, it felt like a monumental achievement, something I could be proud of forever.

I came almost immediately. She was still yelling on top of me, her fingernails still sinking into the skin of my chest, and the sounds she was making left me in no doubt that she felt my orgasm inside her, too. Two wild waves of pleasure that fed each other, that created each other, that made us both almost drunk with passion and bliss.

Ultimately, I can speak only for myself, not for her. But as weird as it was, lying there tied to the bed in a humiliatingly submissive position, I felt as close to Rachel as I ever had. Like we were only now finally being truly honest with each other. Truly open and emotionally vulnerable. I would never have imagined, before this happened, that kinky sex could be so strangely romantic. But as I gazed up at her, watching her ride the last golden waves of physical bliss, I had to recognize that that was exactly how it felt.

Rachel grinned down at me. She looked just as triumphant as I felt, just as pleased with herself as I was. Sex, sometimes, can feel almost like a battle, but one that you win together. A battle against the mundane, maybe, against the everyday that threatens to blind us to the beauty and the thrill of what we already have. Well, there was no danger of that with her, or with us. I had never felt more grateful to be married to this incredible woman than I did in that post orgasmic moment, and given how I normally feel about Rachel, that’s saying an awful lot.

“Oh my God,” she said softly, shaking her head a little as she spoke. I grinned, knowing exactly what she meant. The power, the passion, the purity of it all almost defied words, almost beggared belief. And yet, we both knew that it was real. The sex we had just kept getting better, and the more gorgeous and arrogant and demanding my wife was, the more true that became.

My cock slid free of her pussy as she climbed off me. She sat beside me on the bed, the green silk fabric of her dress straining around her ass. I watched her shoulders rise and fall as she breathed, slow to recover herself. Then, she glanced over at the bedside clock again.

“Uh oh,” she said with a chuckle. “We better get going.”

And she did. Standing up, she smoothed the green silk dress over her hips, and circled around the bed. I watched her stoop, those delicious boobs once again threatening to spill out of the top of her dress as she moved, but not quite doing it. She swept up her panties from where they lay on the floor, then turned and headed toward the bathroom, leaving me tied to the bed, helpless until she returned.

When she did, she smiled at me. She had retouched her makeup, fixed her dress, and maybe if you didn’t know she had just had multiple orgasms, you wouldn’t guess. Maybe. But lying where I was, feeling like I did, knowing the truth, I felt like something radiated off her. That telltale look of satisfaction, of satiety that I always took such pleasure in giving her. And maybe, out there in the wider world, what I knew for a fact might be guessed by others. And that made me feel things I couldn’t explain or even give names to.

Rachel bent over the bed, her fingers working as she untied me from the headboard. She pulled the tie away, and I sat up, rubbing my wrists. The bondage had left faint red marks on my skin, but I hoped they would fade by the time we went to dinner. Otherwise, we would make quite a pair at the restaurant.

“Let’s go,” she said brightly, holding out her hand, and I took it, climbing off the bed, looking at her uncertainly. Truthfully, part of me felt as if there was no longer any point in going to dinner. After all, we had already done what I hoped the night would lead to. But Rachel wasn’t going to let me off the hook that easily. She still wanted to be seen, still wanted to show off her gorgeous outfit to the world. And I guess I felt something similar. As we had discovered together, there was such an illicit thrill in what we were doing, such wild excitement to get out of flaunting my wife’s beauty in front of the world. After the spectacular orgasm I had just had, I had less interest in that than I did before. That didn’t mean it had gone away entirely.

Rachel led me down the hallway, down the stairs, the fabric of her silk dress swirling around her with every step she took. She was painfully gorgeous, no matter how recently I might have had an orgasm. The way she looked was calculated to attract maximum attention, and I had no doubt that it would. She had looked absolutely fantastic last week, at the same restaurant. If anything, she looked even better now.

“God, this is so much fun,” she said to me as we drove through the quiet streets, her glowing eyes fixed on the road ahead just like mine were.

“I know. I don’t even know what it is about it that makes it so hot, but it is.”

Rachel considered.

“It’s nice to feel sexy,” she said. “Not that you didn’t always make me feel that way. You did. But it’s like… You’re my husband. Of course you find me hot. I know you always said other guys do too, and I guess I knew that, in a way. But I just didn’t think about it like this. I mean, you know what guys are like. They’ll chase anything. I don’t really know what changed for me with that, but it doesn’t feel that way anymore. I can see the way they look at me, and even if I don’t particularly like the guys themselves, I guess I just like the attention.”

She laughed as she spoke, the sound almost nervous, at odds with her new persona. With my eyes still on the road, I reached across and rested a hand on her leg.

“Nothing wrong with that. You deserve it.”

She placed her hand on mine, squeezing it slightly.

We pulled up outside the restaurant, and I opened her door, helping her step out of the car. Her dress swirled around her, and in that scandalous slit, I almost glimpsed her panties before she stood up fully. That provocative stocking top on full display, she walked beside me to the door, her high heels clicking on the pavement.

I could see the female host’s eyes travel up and down Rachel’s body as she looked at her. Just for a second, or maybe even less than that. But it was still noticeable. Like she was sizing up the competition. It was the same hostess as last time, an undeniably pretty girl, but they all paled in comparison to my sexy wife. I gave her my name, and she led us to our table, and Rachel smoothed her green silk dress as she took a seat, the low light of the restaurant catching on those well-defined cheekbones and adding to the glitter and gleam of her stunning eyes.

“Welcome back.”

It was the same waiter as last time. What were the chances? Not that remote, I guess. But the way Rachel beamed when she saw it was him made my heart tighten in my chest.

Of course, it was her he recognized. Given how little he looked at me the week before, I doubted he could pick me out of a lineup. But her? He would recognize her no problem. He would recognize her in the fog at three in the morning, if the attention he had paid to her face and every inch of her body that he could see was any indication.

I knew I shouldn’t be mad at him. I knew I could hardly blame him. It was Rachel who was the problem, her extravagant beauty and the way she flaunted it giving him no choice. And after all, I remind myself, this was exactly why we had come here. To have her looked at, to have her lusted over. That was the point, and it was so sexy. But part of what made it sexy was the jealousy it inspired in me. It doesn’t have to make sense. You just have to feel it.

“Oh, hi,” Rachel said, drawing out the word unnecessarily, a great big smile on her beautiful face. I knew that she was happy to see him, that this was what she had hoped for. And I knew exactly why. But he didn’t. He was just a young man working an entry-level job who now, twice in the space of the same week, had seen this gorgeous goddess show up with her husband and be unexpectedly flirtatious with him. He didn’t know why, and he didn’t seem to be sure how to deal with it. Then again, neither was I.

“I was hoping it would be you serving us again,” Rachel said, her eyes shining as she smiled up at him. “You did such a good job last time.”

“Well, thank you. It was my pleasure.”

He didn’t so much as glance at me. His attention was all on her, and I could almost feel the strain of him trying not to look at her body, trying not to look down the front of that cleavage-baring dress as he stood above her, getting a view of my wife’s boobs that I envied, even after the sex we had just had before coming out. I was jealous of everything, jealous of every glimpse he got of her body so beautifully wrapped in that gorgeous dress, of every smile she gave him. And maybe she knew that. In a way, I hoped that she did. That this was all an act, calculated to drive me crazy, to get me going, to make me hungry to reclaim her as soon as I got her back behind closed doors. Better that than the alternative: that she actually enjoyed flirting with this younger man.

Rachel’s eyes flashed toward me, just for a second, before returning to the waiter. Under the table, her foot nudged against my shin, and I didn’t think it was an accident. She wanted me to be paying attention. As if I somehow wouldn’t be. As if I wasn’t absolutely obsessed with her in everything she did, as if it I wasn’t watching her just as closely as the waiter was, wondering, just like he was, what she might decide to do next.

“Can we take a photo?”

“Sure,” he smiled. “Give me your phone.”

Beaming happily, Rachel reached into her tiny purse and produced her phone, handing it to the waiter. He took a half-step back from the table, holding her phone between his hands, pointing it at us. But Rachel had other ideas.

“No, no,” she said, pushing back her chair and rising to her feet, smoothing her green silk dress over her hips as she did.

Behind her, I could see heads turning toward her again, just like they had when we walked into the restaurant, just like they always would, any time she decided she wanted attention from strangers. And now, the waiter couldn’t control himself. His eyes travelled over her body, seeing her incredible curves packed into that shining silk, seeing that gap between the top of her stocking and the top of the slit in the dress that exposed the skin of her thigh. So small, and yet so enticing, hinting at some deeper mystery that she represented, yet to be uncovered. And he, I knew, would have jumped at the opportunity to uncover everything about her, every bit of promise that outstanding figure seemed to offer.

“I meant with you.”

The smile that she directed toward him was more than merely naughty. It seemed to echo with dark promise, to insinuate delights that no wife had any business offering to another man, and I almost shivered as part of me screamed that things had gone far enough. That I should put a stop to this. I felt paralyzed by my own desires, my own strange thoughts that would give me no relief, that seemed to demand more of this unbelievable spectacle. I could feel my cock swelling inside my pants as I watched her step toward the baffled waiter, pressing her body against his, her big boobs pressed against his chest and once again threatening to spill out of the top of her dress, just like they had when she rode me in our bed.

Again, the waiter glanced at me, then quickly looked away. Rachel was acting like a total sex kitten, standing beside him as if she couldn’t get close enough, as if she couldn’t wait to touch him. And he couldn’t help but respond. Tentatively at first, but with growing confidence as she allowed it, he wrapped an arm around her tiny waist, pulling her closer against him.

Everyone could see. Everyone in the restaurant who cared to look could see, and half of them did. Rachel held the phone out in front of her with one hand, the young man standing slightly behind her, and she held the phone up high, smiling for the camera as she took the photo. Preserving this outrageous behaviour forever, a reminder of what I had allowed, what I had never thought I could tolerate, let alone find exciting.

He could barely seem to keep his hands off her, and she did absolutely nothing to discourage him. Instead, she smiled down at the screen while he stood close behind her, and I thought about him inhaling the smell of her perfume, the warmth of her body, and my mind flashed back to the passionate sex we had had before we came to the restaurant, as if I was trying to remind myself that I got what he could only dream of.

“Oh, that’s a good one,” Rachel said as she looked at the photo. “Here, give me your number, and I’ll send it to you.”

My jaw almost dropped. I didn’t want to react, didn’t want to give any sign that this was bothering me. As if, if I did, that would make the whole experience even more embarrassing. It seemed better to pretend that this was perfectly normal, even if everybody watching could see that it wasn’t.

The waiter seemed to hardly believe his luck as Rachel handed him her phone. As he typed in his number, she flashed her smile at me. If it was supposed to be reassuring, it missed by a mile. Instead, I could see the way her eyes shone with devious delight, the excitement that rose off her at being wanted like this by both me and this young rival, not to mention whatever other men were looking at her in the restaurant.

Perfect. What’s your name?”

“William.”

He almost stammered. After all, Rachel’s beauty was enough to put anyone on the back foot.

“Nice to meet you, William. I’m Rachel.”

She took his hand, not shaking it, just holding it for a moment. Then, she took the phone from him and set it down on the table. Springing into action, he pulled out her chair as she sat down, smoothing that dress over her legs again, and I saw his eyes drop to that provocative slit as it fell open, revealing more of her leg.

“I’ll grab you some menus,” William said, finally glancing in my direction before quickly, inevitably, turning back to my wife.

“That’d be great, thanks, William.”

And he stepped away from the table, probably struggling to even believe his luck, his mind probably racing with questions and doubts and maybe even hopes about what this all might mean. He didn’t know what kind of relationship we had. For all he knew, we were one of those couples that tolerated stepping outside of the bounds of marriage. We weren’t. But after all, would that really be all that different from what we were doing?

Rachel turned to me, her eyes wide. Her mouth opened wide too as she mouthed, Oh my God at me.

I said nothing, just staring at her from across the table, but my silence didn’t seem to discomfort her even a little bit. Her mind was too full of what she was doing, all the fun she was having, still busy struggling to process how much fun it was to be the cocktease I had always wanted her to be, while I pondered how true that old cliché really is about being careful what you wish for.

She picked her phone up from the table. The smile on her face looked almost triumphant now as she tapped her screen, both her thumbs moving over the glass as she typed something out. A second later, my own phone buzzed in my pocket. She leaned forward over the table, her chin on both hands, that smile still on her face as she watched me.

I looked at my phone.

I think he has a hard-on, the text from Rachel read.

My head was spinning. The thought of my wife even thinking that, the thought of her feeling another man’s arousal, even through layers of clothing, formed a lump of furious anger in my throat. But I couldn’t stay angry at my goddess. Not when she looked so ravishing, beaming at me from across the table in the flickering light of the restaurant. And there was no denying my own physical response. My cock was swelling back to hardness, teased and provoked by everything that was happening. Seeing her like this, in her element, was so unbelievably sexy. For someone who had never been a tease, she was an absolute natural at it. And the thought that she was enjoying herself only added to the provocation, the pure and dangerous sex appeal she seemed to exude as she sat there in her outrageous dress, a radiant beauty that no man could resist.

“I bet,” I said.

Rachel stayed silent. Again, she reached for her phone and typed something else out, and sent it to me.

He wants to fuck me so bad. You guys have that in common.

Raising my eyes from the screen, I nodded dumbly. After all, she wasn’t wrong. And she was getting off on the thought of being desired like this, and that was, after all, what I had wanted. How could I possibly have imagined it would feel, if not like this?

“Here’s some menus, and the wine list.”

“Oh my God, you scared me,” Rachel said as she jumped in her seat, one hand covering her magnificent cleavage for a moment as William smiled down at her.

“Sorry about that,” he grinned. Remembering how it went last week, he handed me the wine list, and I scanned it without paying too much attention. Instead, every ounce of my consciousness was directed at her.

I ordered a bottle of wine, and William went to fetch it. While he was gone, Rachel’s eyes traveled over the menu, but not for long. Soon, she turned them back to me, that glowing green in them enchanting me like it always did as I stared across the table at her. I could see it in her face. I could see the excitement, the wickedness, the deviousness there was such a recent addition to our relationship, and such a welcome one, even if it scared me.

We had still said nothing to one another as William reappeared and gave me some wine to taste. It was fine, and I told him so, and he filled both our glasses. Rachel’s eyes were on me as she lifted her glass and took a sip. Her eyes were still on me as a ruby drop of wine fell from her lips and splashed on her unmissible cleavage.

“Oops, I made a mess there,” she said, turning to look up at the waiter who was still holding the bottle in his hand.

Quickly, he whipped a cloth napkin from the table set in front of us. He reached out, pressing the cloth against my wife’s boob. Soaking up the wine she had dropped there before it could trickle down the beautiful curve of her breast and stain her brand-new dress.

Good service, maybe. But I saw the way his hand lingered there, and I saw how Rachel did nothing about it. Instead, she just looked at me, an unspoken challenge burning in those beautiful, hypnotic eyes.
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