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Reclaiming Her

I practically burst through the door of our house. Rachel followed at a more sedate pace, elegant as always in her flowing leather dress, her tall black boots. As she closed the door behind her, I pounced. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her into an embrace, and she laughed as she hugged me back. I kissed her, the desperate passion boiling out of me and demanding physical expression, and my heart leapt with pathetic joy as she kissed me. I got to kiss those lips, and William didn’t, and that was a tiny little win for me in a night that had been brutally short of those.

My tongue slid over hers, exploring her warm mouth, and she ran her fingers through my hair. My bulging cock pressed hard against her body, through the leather of the dress she wore, and I knew she could feel it. I knew she was feeling that surge of confidence, that swell of desire that came from knowing just how desirable she was, and that, really, was what this whole game was built on.

She knew how I felt about her, how I desired her. She always had. I had never made any secret of it. But it was like she had never really believed it until now. Or, maybe more accurately, had never really appreciated the intensity of it, and the power it gave her. Well, now she was. In some ways, the two of us had created a monster. A dark goddess who finally understood the effect she had on men, who finally knew how to wield her beauty as a weapon. Sexy as she had always been, she had never been as mindbendingly desirable as she was now. I had never wanted her more. And maybe, thanks to that, I was more in love with her than ever.

Right there in our living room, my hands slid on the smooth warm leather of her dress, looking for the zipper. But as she realized what I was doing, Rachel gently, firmly pushed me away. Her lips lifted from mine, her hands on my shoulders holding me at bay, her eyes traveling over my face as she smiled.

“Not yet,” she said, the bulge of her tongue showing faintly in one of her cheeks as she teased me. “I want to hear how badly you want it.”

“Oh my Goddess, I don’t even know what to say. I’ve never wanted you more. I’ve never wanted anything more. Please, Goddess Rachel, you know what you do to me.”

“Yeah. I do. But I still like to hear it. You know, maybe if you begged for it…”

Her expression was cocky, conceited. But that just made me want her more. I stared at her, hesitating for a moment, as a part of me thought she might be joking. But I knew better than that. In spite of her smiles, Rachel didn’t joke about things like this. And as wild as it was, she had picked her moment well. She knew I would do it. She knew I would do anything to have her now.

“Please, Goddess Rachel,” I began, but she shook her head. Her high heels clicked on the floor as she took a step back, that teasing glimpse of thigh showing in the slit in the dress as she stood with that foot forward and pointed to the floor at her feet.

“I mean really beg. On your knees before your goddess.”

I barely hesitated. My cheeks flushed with shame and embarrassment at what I was doing, and how easily I was giving up, but that didn’t change anything. She stood in front of me like a vision of pure and almost intolerable beauty, and I had no more choice than I ever did. There in our living room, I dropped to my knees in front of my wife, and she looked more beautiful than ever as I stared up at her from below. More regal, more powerful, more of a goddess than ever, dressed like a dominatrix in the leather dress and thigh boots, an object of desire for anyone who saw her.

“Please, Goddess Rachel, please let me have sex with you.”

Rachel grinned down at me, her hands on her hips accentuating that gorgeous hourglass shape.

“Again.”

“Please, Goddess Rachel! Please, I’m begging you!”

Slowly, she shook her head.

“This is fucking awesome. I love being a goddess. Especially a naughty one. We should have done this a long time ago.”

She tilted her head to one side as she considered me, kneeling at her feet like the abject slave I was.

“And why should I let you do that?”

She was testing me again. I considered carefully before answering.

“Because I love you. Because I want to make you happy. Because you know you’re excited, after the night you had. You know you need a release, and you deserve an orgasm. More than one. Please, let me pleasure you.”

Her eyebrows rose.

“Wow. Not bad. But I’m still not sure. Maybe I need to be worshiped a little first.”

I nodded slowly. In moments like this, it all made sense. As strange and dark and deviant as it all was, it had its own logic. She did look absolutely divine, my dark goddess of intolerable desire, and in moments like that, it was impossible not to see her as worthy of worship.

That didn’t mean I had no doubts. That didn’t mean I didn’t feel the shame of what I was doing. But it meant I did it anyway. It meant I was always going to do it, having no more choice in the matter drop of rain has about whether or not it will fall.

I bowed down to the floor in front of her. My hands on the hardwood, I pressed my lips against the pointed toe of her shiny black boots, on the leg she held pushed forward through the slit of the dress. I heard a tiny intake of her breath. Not shocked, exactly. After all, this was what she had asked for, what she had demanded. Excitement, maybe. At least, that was what I hoped.

Still bent over her feet, I kissed her again. Just a little higher on her instep this time. I heard the leather of her boots creaking as she shifted her weight, just a little bit, still holding a regal pose above me. She didn’t say anything. She just looked down at me, watching. And so, I kept doing what she wanted. Worshiping her while she stood above me, practically glowing with that clearly intoxicating sense of her own sexual power.

Despite my desperate desire and hers, I moved slowly. Something told me it would be better that way, that this was what my goddess would want. My lips moved on her buttocks, over her ankle, up her shin. All the way up, I tasted the bitterness of the leather like an echo of my own humiliation, my own debasement, but I couldn’t stop. I my excitement only grew as I rose higher, moving toward those thighs and what I knew lay between them.

Rachel wordlessly watched as I rounded the curve of her knee. I looked up at her as I continued kissing my way up her boot, up to where it ended at the middle of her thigh. My hands were now on the calf of that same boot, holding her gently, and she allowed it. But just as my lips were about to reach the bare skin of her leg…

“Stop it.”

Her voice was sharp. Not loud, exactly, but it seemed it, after the near silence of the room. The sexual tension between us was absolute, and her voice broke into that, making it feel as if something that had been straining had finally snapped. I stared up at her without understanding, frustration echoing in the cavern of my skull, so close to what I wanted, only to be denied by a goddess who, I knew, had the capacity to be cruel, just as she did to be generous.

“You don’t get to touch my skin. Not yet. My boots are good enough for you.”

“Yes, Goddess Rachel,” I croaked, and she giggled. The truth was, despite the way she looked in her leather outfit that night, this dominant role was still very new to her. It didn’t seem to come to her naturally, as much as she clearly enjoyed it. It was a toy she played around with sometimes, an extra bit of spice in the game we were playing. Frankly, the power imbalance between us almost demanded it. She would never want me like I wanted her. Hopefully, she would never want anyone the way I wanted her. But that differential meant that she could make me do just about anything, and we both knew it. Really, the only check on her power was her own reservations about how far she wanted to push it. And tonight, as she looked down at me with blazing eyes, I saw the kind of mood she was in.

“Take your clothes off. Strip for me. But stay on your knees.”

“Yes, Goddess Rachel.”

I did what she said. Shifting from one knee to the other, I undressed, kicking off my shoes, reaching back to slide up my socks, pulling down my pants and my underwear. My cock sprang out right away, pointing up at my goddess, full and hard as ever, practically begging for her touch, just like the rest of me. And she smiled down at it as if she was looking at a favourite pet, an indulgent little smirk on her face as she saw the inarguable proof of my desperate desire.

Rachel shifted her feet. I lifted my hands away as she raised a black boot from the floor, balancing precariously on the other high heel. Her dress fell around her raised leg, and I groaned desperately as she ran her foot up and down my shaft. I reached toward her, but she stopped me.

“No,” she said firmly, like she was training a puppy. “Hands behind your back. I told you, you don’t get to touch.”

I breathed in, but immediately talked myself out of arguing as she raised her eyebrows again. There was no talking to her when she got like this. And my desperation for sex wouldn’t allow me to do anything that might make her angry. She was my only hope for release, everything I ever wanted, and so, reluctantly, I did as I was told. I placed my hands behind my back, and she reached forward, bending over me and placing her hand on my shoulder for balance so that she could continue to stroke my cock with one foot.

“Does that feel nice? Goddess’s boot on your cock?”

“Oh my Goddess, Rachel,” I groaned, gritting my teeth, my submission making her laugh again. “You’re driving me crazy.”

“That’s the point. You’re my little sex slave now, and I get to tease you and drive you nuts whenever I want.”

I gasped, partly at her words. But more at the sensation of the smooth leather of her boot sliding up and down my cock. It was unbelievable. I twined my fingers together, wringing my hands in my conflicted desire to touch her, and to obey her. But like always, my goddess won. I gasped and groaned underneath her, staring up at her ferocious beauty, and she smiled down at me as if she was giving me a treat, toying with my manhood. Rubbing her boot against it, tapping it from side to side for a minute before rubbing it again. Something darkly possessive in her movements, something wicked in the way she manipulated me so easily with nothing more than her foot.

“Don’t cum,” she said suddenly.

I nodded wordlessly, and my mouth opened as I gasped and groaned. She hadn’t said it for no reason. Rachel knew my body better than anyone, and she could see how close I was. Her foot kept moving on my cock, but slower now. Keeping me right on the edge, keeping me helpless and weak for her, giving me enough stimulation to make me feel like I was losing my mind, but not quite enough to push me over the edge.

The humiliation vibrated inside me like the ringing of some great bell. To be controled like this, to be manhandled and bossed around, was such a wild rush. And when Rachel finally straightened up, taking her foot away, I let out a groan that made her giggle again.

“What? I think you’ve had enough fun for now. Now, it’s my turn.”

Rachel reached for the front of her dress and swept her skirt aside, lifting it a little at the same time. She stepped forward, holding up her dress, moving it so that the slit in it now framed her pussy, allowing her to push the dress back over her hips. She held it back behind her with one hand as she placed the other on the top of my head.

I stared at her sex. There it was, the source of all my desires, her lips pink and swollen with her clear desire. I could see moisture shining on them, her juices gleaming in the light, making my mouth water. I knew she was turned on, of course. She had been all night, and that, after all, was the whole point of the game we were playing. But to see it, to smell the faint perfume of her arousal, was intoxicating in a way that always surprised me, no matter how many times it happened. I was never ready for just how much it turned me on. Maybe I never would be. Maybe that was part of the magic.

As she stepped forward, she cupped her hand around the back of my head, pulling me toward her. I kept my hands behind my back, just like she wanted, as I pressed my mouth to her dripping slit. She moaned in pleasure, closing her eyes, tilting her head back as she felt my lips and tongue begin their eager work.

She tasted amazing, as always. The smell of her new leather dress mingled with the scent of her pussy, all of it combining to give an unmistakable aroma of her, and I breathed it in with the same desperation I licked her with, desperate for every atom of her, every molecule of her beautiful body that I could possibly absorb. I could feel the hard nub of her clitoris, and I rubbed my nose against it, making her shiver above me. Her legs trembled in her tall boots, and I knew exactly what I was doing as I tipped my head back, just a little bit, brushing that sensitive bundle of nerves with my lips.

“Oh God,” Rachel gasped, her eyes still closed, her fingers curling on my scalp now as she gripped my hair.

I flicked her clit with the tip of my tongue, and she shivered and groaned again. In my own way, for once, I was teasing her. And it wasn’t about revenge, but I’ll admit I felt a faint surge of satisfaction to know that I was paying her back, at least in part, for what she had been putting me through all night. Of course, it would never be even. The best I could hope for was to just stay competitive, while she drove me completely mad with desire.

Carefully, my movements still gentle, I wrapped my lips around her clitoris. I sucked it slowly, gently, moving my tongue against it at the same time. Rachel made a wild cry, her voice shivering just like her legs did, the pleasure she was feeling seeming almost too intense, almost approaching pain. But she loved it. She loved it, and I loved her, and making my goddess happy with the only thing I had to think about in that moment.

She didn’t say anything. She just used her grip on my hair to move my mouth down, just a little lower. And I licked more forcefully now as my tongue found the wet slot of her pussy. She was even more excited now, dripping after how I had played with her clit, and I slid my tongue easily inside, the muscle lubricated by her fragrant juices.

She panted and moaned above me, her boots creaking and squeaking as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other. Her breath was coming more rapidly now, more urgently, escaping her mouth in great hungry gasps, and the leather dress fell around me like curtains as she released her grip on it. She held my head with both hands now, thrusting her hips forward, grinding her pussy against my mouth.

I kept my hands behind my back, difficult as it was. My cock throbbed and surged, so turned on by what was happening, I could barely believe it. But Goddess Rachel had been clear. Right now, it was only her pleasure that mattered.

And it came in a great roaring wave, her pussy spasming and clenching around my tongue, her orgasm pouring out of her in a flood that was no less erotic for being familiar. Like always, she seemed to abandon herself completely as she came, to surrender all sense of herself. It was, as always, the most beautiful sight I could imagine.

The wet mess of her sex shone in front of me as she took a stumbling step backward, her dark pubic hair glistening with my saliva and her pale cum. Opening her eyes, she stared down at me with a complicated expression on her face. Her wide eyes looked shocked, and the flush on her cheeks almost made her look angry, but I knew she wasn’t. She was glowing with pleasure, vibrating with long-awaited ecstasy, and the power of her own passion seemed to have caught even her by surprise. Even though she had been waiting all night, longing for exactly this. Even though the whole game had been building toward this, and beyond. When Rachel came like this, somehow, it always seemed to be a surprise.

“Holy fuck,” she gasped.

Her breasts rose and fell with her rapid breathing, straining against the leather dress that covered her. My hands were still behind my back as I looked at her, my face no doubt shining with the residue of her orgasm. My cock, of course, was throbbing and surging in pure desperation, in pure hunger for more of this pleasure, for more of everything we were doing.

“Bedroom. Now.”

Goddess Rachel didn’t wait for a response from me. She didn’t need to. Instead, she stepped past me, her dress falling down around her legs again as she walked away. The drumbeat of her high heels on the hard floor filled my ears as I sprang to my feet, hurriedly following after her, my cock pointing the way as I studied the way her ass moved in the tight leather that gripped it.

I followed her to the bedroom, and watched her move to the closet. Her eyes were shining with new mischief as she turned toward me, a tie in her hands. It didn’t take a genius to know what she had in mind, but I was conflicted. It was so hot when she took control, so sexy when she tied me up. But at the same time, I wanted her so badly, it felt like I would die if I didn’t have her in the next five minutes. And I knew that was exactly why she wanted to tie me up. So that she could tease me even more.

“Give me your hands.”

She stepped toward me as she spoke. And when Goddess gave an order, I knew what I had to do. Reluctant or not, I held out my hands, my wrists together, and let my gorgeous wife tie them tight. Then, she pushed me toward the bed. I sat down on the mattress, then lay on my back, and she climbed onto the bed with me, reaching for the headboard. She tied my hands to the bed frame while I lay there, passive, staring up at her and made more helpless by her beauty than I could ever be by any kind of bondage.

When she had me tied up, she rose up on her knees, grinning down at me. Satisfied with her work. Then, she turned. She lay down on the bed beside me, except facing the other way, so that her head was down near the footboard and her high heels pointed up toward the headboard I was tied to. She lay on her side, propping up her head on one hand so that she could look at me. And as her fingers idly danced on my thigh, the pointed toe of one boot slid over my cheek.

“Aren’t you going to ask?”

“Ask what, Goddess?

Her smile widened.

“Where my panties went.”

I stiffened on the bed. In the heat and rush of the moment, it hadn’t even crossed my mind to think about that. But now, the reality came crashing in on me. She was right, of course. I had watched her dress for her date, watched her slide on those barely-there thong panties that wouldn’t ruin the lines of her clinging dress. But when she had lifted up her dress in the living room, there had been no sign of her underwear.

“Oh my… Goddess,” I groaned, remembering the rules at the last minute. Even in all this confusion and despair, I still had to give her what she wanted.

“Yeah. I told you, I’ve been a very naughty girl. It’s just that… Well, it was just so sexy. Being out on a date with him. Knowing you were at home, wondering what I was up to. And this dress, this outfit… The way he was looking at me. It was too much. I couldn’t help myself.”

“Couldn’t help yourself to what, Goddess?”

For a moment, Rachel just smiled at me. Then, she lifted the foot closest to my face and held it above me.

“Kiss, and I’ll tell you.”

I raised my head from the pillow, pressing my lips against the inside of her boot. She traced my jawline with her sharp high heel, then playfully pressed her boot against my throat, trapping it for a moment under the high arch of her heel. As if she just wanted to show me that she could, to remind me how helpless I was. As if I could ever forget.

Then she put her foot back on the other one,next to my head.

“I went to the bathroom. When I sent you that first picture. I went in a cubicle and I… played with myself. I touched myself right there. Thinking about him, and what he would do to me if I let him. Thinking about you, and how badly you want me. I tried to keep quiet, but I think some of the other girls might have heard me. I heard someone laughing, anyway. I finished, and cleaned myself up with my panties. Then, I went back out to the bar and I… gave them to him.”

I sucked in air through my teeth. The taste of her pussy still haunted my mouth, keeping me brimming over with desperate desire. My head raced with what she had said. It could have been worse, I suppose. I wanted her to be honest. I wanted her to be naughty, to be provocative, to be a tease. That was exactly what she was doing. Still, it was hard to hear her confession, no matter how much it turned me on to think of what she had done.

“Wow.”

“Yeah. Wow is right.”

Rachel moved. Her dress gleamed again as she rose up on her knees, lifting her skirt up and out of the way and once again revealing her shining pussy. She climbed on top of me, straddling my hips, facing me, and I groaned as I felt her wetness against my cock. She inched forward, trapping my member underneath her, and I could feel the way her lips parted as she began to grind on top of me.

“He’s never going to forget me. He’s obsessed with me now. He wants me so bad, just like you. It’s so much fun having two guys worshiping me like this. And I was thinking… It’s kind of mean. But I think I want to keep him like a little tease toy. Just drive him crazy with frustration, and never let him have me. Make him worship the ground I walk on, but never really give him what he wants. Fuck, that sounds so hot to me.”

She shifted on her knees, spreading her legs as she reached down between them, and I moaned again as she took hold of my cock. Carefully, she fed it into herself, her free-flowing juices lubricating our bodies so that I slid inside easily. Everything I had been longing for all night, everything I had been dreaming of, fantasizing about, and yet, the reality still beat any idea I might have about it. As Rachel began to move up and down on top of me, slowly at first, I pulled hard against the unyielding bondage and felt like my Goddess was taking me to heaven.

“He wants to see me again. He wants to take me to a party. Show me off in front of all his friends. I said I’d think about it. That I’d have to ask you. But you don’t get in the way of my fun, do you? You let Goddess do whatever she wants.”

“Yes, Goddess Rachel,” I panted. Orgasm was rising inside me, and I wanted to hold back. I wanted to make sure she came first, to show her that sex with me was all she needed. But after the night I had had, with her looking so sexy above me, still dressed even as she fucked me, it seemed an impossible task.

“Good. Because I want to do this. Wear something sexy and be a little trophy for him, knowing that he doesn’t get what he wants. He doesn’t get this.”

At that, she bounced a little more aggressively down on top of me, making me cry out.

“You can put me in something sexy and take me over there for him and all his buddies to leer at. Let them look. Let them fantasize about what it would be like to fuck me. Only you get the real thing.”

“Oh my — Goddess!”

I yelled the last word, closing my eyes, gritting my teeth, straining again against the tie that bit into my wrists. Rachel spluttered with laughter as she felt me cum inside her, felt a powerful orgasm ripped out of me, my cock surging and exploding deep inside her wet heat.

Then, as my moment of climax passed, she leaned forward. Her mouth was hot and warm against mine as she kissed me. Her eyes stared into mine.

“This is going to be so much fun.”
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