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Teased By A Goddess

Rachel looked at me, and I looked at her. I never wanted to look anywhere else while she beamed at me from across the table. Our waiter, napkin in hand, beat a hasty retreat, as well he might, I thought to myself. Unless he wanted to face my wrath. But I was just telling myself that to make myself feel better. He wasn’t going to face anything of the kind.

I hadn’t done anything to stop what was happening because I didn’t want to. Because part of me wanted to see how far this could go, how naughty my wife could be. And part of me found it unbelievably hot to see her like this, to know the kind of thoughts that William and every other man in the place were having about her and her amazing body, so artfully draped in shimmering silk.

After William was gone, we sat looking at one another in silence for a while. Her glowing eyes moved over my face, studying my features, my expression, as if trying to see what I was feeling. But I barely knew that myself. Such a complicated cocktail of emotions, so many intense and powerful feelings rolled into one singular experience that I had no name for, that nothing in my life up to that point had really prepared me for. It seemed like the safest thing, and maybe the only thing I could do, was to just keep quiet and see where things went.

So she looked at me, and I looked at her. I never wanted to look anywhere else. Even now, or maybe especially now. Now that she was transformed into this wanton sex kitten, now that she was becoming this almost intolerable tease. She was sexy on a level that went beyond anything I had experienced, exciting like she had never been before, and even though those feelings of jealousy burning in my brain told me I should be furious at her, I couldn’t make myself feel something I didn’t. I wanted her with a burning passion that was almost beyond belief, and the fact that we had just had amazing sex right before we came out for dinner did absolutely nothing whatsoever to change that. Desire filled up the restaurant, filled up the world around us, so that there was hardly room for anything else.

It all seemed vaguely unreal, the muted sounds of the busy restaurant only slowly coming back into my consciousness, barely heard above the roaring of the blood in my ears. My heart was pounding in my chest as if I had just run a foot race, instead of being sitting nearly motionless at a restaurant table. And when Rachel reached across the table and placed her hand on mine, I almost jumped at the sudden contact. She smiled faintly as her thumb ran over the back of my hand, her gesture speaking volumes.

“That was naughty, wasn’t it?” she said, in the understatement of the year. “He touched my boob.”

“I know. I saw.”

“Yeah? And how did that make you feel?”

Like I was sitting in a therapist’s office instead of being out to dinner with my wife. There was that slight smirk on her face again, that beaming look of total joy that told me exactly how much fun she was having. And so was I, I suppose. A strange form of fun, of a kind I had never expected to experience.

“It made me jealous,” I said simply. “It made me want you.”

She chuckled at that. We were speaking quietly, our voices little more than whispers, doing our best not to be heard by the people at the tables around us. Even though they had seen everything. They had to be wondering what kind of husband I was, what kind of man would allow something like that to happen right in front of him and not say a word. What kind of man would allow Rachel to go out dressed the way she was dressed, for that matter? The kind who enjoyed it. The kind who, without being able to articulate exactly why, got off on the idea of his wife being an object of desire for everyone who so much as glanced in her direction.

“Well, you already wanted me, didn’t you?”

She blinked slowly as she spoke. I watched the tiny shadows cast by her long eyelashes on the skin of her cheeks, every atom of her seeming to promise some intense experience of beauty, of pleasure, of joy. Everything about her was gorgeous. She wore beauty like she wore that dress, wrapped tight around her skin, becoming a part of her.

“Yeah. But I want you more now.”

“Good,” she said, patting my hand affectionately. “That’s just how I like you. And him, too. The waiter. Who do you think wants me more, you or him?”

“Me,” I growled, and she laughed again. I didn’t know where it was coming from, this teasing attitude Rachel had so recently developed. Judging by the look on her pretty face, she wasn’t exactly clear about that herself, either. We both knew that in the end, it didn’t matter. What mattered was how it felt. And for all my uncertainty and fear and anger, it did feel good to see her becoming the vixen I always knew she had it in her to be.

“I’m not so sure about that, honey,” she said. “I mean, you’ve been with me for years. You just had me, right before we came out. He’s never been with me. And he’s young. Maybe he could use an older woman to show him the ropes.”

“Jesus Christ, Rachel, what are you saying?”

The smile never left her face.

“Nothing,” she said, finally sitting back in her chair. “Nothing. Just… a thought, that’s all. A fun little thought for you to ponder over dinner.”

“Have you guys decided what you want?”

Younger or not, William appeared beside our table with the practice and skill of an experienced server. Rachel turn that dazzling smile on him again, as if nothing could possibly make her happier in that moment than seeing him. Certainly, he felt the same way. Just like before, I watched him look at her, watched his eyes travel over that body, thought about how amazing her cleavage must look as he stood above her, his hands behind his back. And her eyes weren’t exactly static, either. Mostly, she met his gaze, making deep eye contact with him the whole time he stood there. But once or twice, I noticed those eyes taking a little journey south, looking him up and down, and the idea of my wife, thinking of this young man’s body underneath his restaurant uniform, made my head prickle with wild heat.

“ I’ll have the veal,” she said.

“Excellent choice.” But he would have said that to anything she said. He was undeniably smitten with her, and he had no idea about the game we were playing, but I knew he didn’t care. The way she was flirting with him, the way she had let him touch her, was all the invitation he needed. Probably his head was already racing with all kinds of visions of what might happen, of what he might do to my wife if he got the chance. And now, so was mine.

“Steak,” I said, and he nodded at me wordlessly, gathering up the menus. He looked at me for as little time as possible, barely so much as glanced in my direction before turning back to my wife. I glared at him, doing my best to make him feel uncomfortable. Doing my best to try and recapture some sense of manly self-respect, to make him doubt that I was fully on board with this without coming out and saying it.

But nothing I did seemed to affect Rachel.

“Thanks, William,” she said softly, laying a gentle hand on his arm as he smiled at her. When he walked away, she turned back to me.

“He has my number now, too. Do you think he’ll ask me out?”

“Rachel, what the fuck?”

“What? I’m just asking. I’m not saying I’m going to do anything. I love you. I’m happily married. You’re the one who gets all hot and bothered at the thought of other men wanting me.”

I wasn’t surprised she threw that in my face. After all, she was right. But frankly, in my opinion, she made too much of it. Maybe she needed to think that way, needed to let herself off the hook a little bit by pretending that this was all my idea, that this whole game was something she did just for me, because I liked it. But I knew that wasn’t exactly true. She was the one who got excited by flirting with a clothing store salesman, long before I knew what was going on. She was the one who had played with herself in a changing room, inspired to that wild action by the thrilling thought of being desired. By being asked out by a man who wasn’t me.

This kind of thing, I knew, comes with the territory. When you marry a truly gorgeous woman, you know other guys are going to try it on. They always had, for as long as I had been with Rachel. But in the past, her dressed-down style had helped discourage at least some of it. It didn’t stop them. After all, she was still beautiful even in sweatpants. But looking like this was only going to make things worse. And I was well aware of that when I agreed to play this game.

“I wonder when his break is.”

“Rachel…”

“Relax. I’m not going to cheat on you. I just want to talk to him. Tease him a bit. See how crazy I can make him.”

“You love this, don’t you? All the attention.”

“Honestly? Yeah. Yeah, I do. I used to hate it. All these guys hitting on me, ogling me. I don’t know why it’s different now. Maybe because you’re here. Maybe because you’re part of it. Like this is something between us now, instead of just guys being guys. They can look, but they can’t touch, and I know I have something better at home. That’s part of the fun, for me. It reminds me of what I have. I mean, every girl likes to be admired. Everyone wants to be chased. But I like knowing it’s not going to come to anything, in the end. There’s no pressure. I just get to enjoy the game, knowing I come home to you at the end of it.”

I looked at her in astonishment. The soft light of the restaurant was doing wonders for her, not that she needed the help. Her exquisite features seemed to glow under that careful coat of makeup, the shadows accentuating her cheekbones, making her eyes glow in the deep pools of shadow the makeup created. Above the deep neckline of her dress, those incredible breasts rose and fell, rose and fell, every breath she took making her even more wildly desirable to me. And she had said exactly the right thing. I was still nervous, still angry, still almost breathless with shame. But that talk of coming back to me had exactly the right effect. It reassured me, at least a little.

And she was right, in her way. This game we were playing gave us both completely different experiences, but that, I realized, was part of what we shared. I hoped, too, more desperately than ever, that she was telling the truth. That she would always come home to me, and not any of them. No matter how much they wanted her, no matter how slick they talked or how charming she might find them. In the end, I had to trust that the years of love we had shared were worth more. Hearing her say it definitely helped.

We drink our wine slowly. I watched a flush come to her cheeks. She’s never been a big drinker, just as she was never much of a party girl, never liked being the centre of attention. Look how that had changed.

“Oh, that looks delicious,” Rachel gushed when William brought our meals over. He set her plate down in front of her, then dropped mine off, his attention quickly turning back to my wife like it always did.

“I hope you enjoy it,” he said, and honestly sounded sincere about it.

“I’m sure I will. You can’t beat a nice young piece of meat, can you?”

My fork clattered on my plate as I dropped it, before I even had time to get any of the food. William, too, stared at Rachel in shock, as if not fully believing what he had just heard. But she had no shame. She grinned up at him, and turned her smile on me for a second too, as if bathing us both in its radiance.

“So I’ve heard,” William managed to say.

“You poor thing, on your feet all night. Don’t you ever get to take a break?”

“Yeah, I’ll take a few minutes later on.”

“Well, let me know when you do. I might join you after I finish this.”

The smile that spread across the young man’s face was unmissible, unstoppable, disbelieving. Again, he glanced at me, only for the briefest of seconds, before focusing on her again.

“Yeah, sure. Okay.”

“Good boy. Run along now,” she teased.

And he did, walking away from our table with a big goofy smile on his face. He couldn’t believe his luck, and frankly, neither could I. No matter how young or good-looking a guy might be, beautiful women like Rachel don’t put themselves out there like that. At least, single ones don’t. But she had said it herself. She had nothing to lose. She had me, sitting across the table from her, loving her with every ounce of my frightened heart, willing to let her say and do seemingly anything she wanted. Anything that got her excited, anything that turned her on. She could be as forward and risqué with him as she wanted to, because no matter what, she knew who she was going home with that night.

That’s what I told myself, anyway.

Rachel looked down at her plate, her knife slicing easily through the tender veal in front of her. I watched her, without touching my own meal. Watched her pick up a piece with her fork and slide it carefully between her lips, mindful of her makeup. Her eyes found mine as she chewed slowly, the pupils of her eyes fat and dark in the low light, seemingly swollen with pleasure.

“That’s really good,” she said. “Here, try a piece.”

I watched her cut another portion of the meat, scooping up some of the red sauce it was bathed in. Then she held it out across the table to me. I took the morsel carefully from the end of her fork, chewing as slowly as she had.

“Wow. That is good.”

She nodded enthusiastically. It’d been a while since I saw her take so much pleasure in a meal, but I knew that the setting was all part of that. It was like she was becoming a hedonist, all of her senses delighted at once, losing herself in the sensuality of the evening. That was what I wanted, I remembered. For her to have pleasure and for me to see it, for this beautiful woman to be surrounded by beauty and enjoyment, like a glimpse of a world more radiant than the one we live in every day. It was a strange impulse, and one I didn’t fully understand, but I knew by now that that hardly mattered.

“A girl could really get used to this, you know. Being taken out, wined and dined, and flirted with by a sexy waiter.”

“So you do you think he’s sexy?”

Rachel’s big breasts bounced in the top of her dress as she shrugged, as if what she had said was no big deal. As if it was perfectly appropriate for a married woman to talk that way to her husband. Unhurriedly, she took another bite of veal, chewing and swallowing before answering.

“Well, yeah,” she said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “He’s very handsome. And you can tell he has a great body.”

“You’ve been looking at him?”

She smiled.

“Well, he was getting a good look at me. I figured, why not take a little peek?”

I said nothing. Instead, my knife flashed as I sawed through my steak, channeling the anger I felt into the helpless meal on the plate in front of me. Expensive as it was, I barely tasted it as I shoved a bite into my mouth. All my attention, all my focus, was firmly on her. Right where she wanted it to be.

And under the table, my cock was throbbing. I couldn’t help it. The more outrageous she was, the more sexy I found her, and the look in her eyes suggested she knew that. Like she could read those complex feelings in the expression on my face.

“Better than me?”

“Oh, honey,” she said, laughing at that. “I didn’t say that. You did.”

Her wine glass reflected the low light as she lifted it, taking a sip. I could see her thinking, and I took another bite of food while I waited to see what she was going to say next.

“Anyway, you’re almost twice his age. It’s not really a fair comparison. I mean, I wouldn’t want to be compared to girls in their mid twenties.”

“I don’t see why not. You’re hotter than any of them.”

“Thanks,” she said quietly. “Anyway, it’s not about being hot. These young guys can be fun to look at, fun to flirt with. But it’s not the same as being with someone you love.”

With that, she lifted her glass, holding it toward me as she raised her eyebrows. Almost mechanically, I lifted my own glass, and they chimed quietly as we tapped them against each other.

Rachel took another drink and smiled again as she set her glass down on the table. Both of us took another bite of our meals, both of our minds racing with everything that was going on. And we finished eating without saying much else, both of us busy with private thoughts that ultimately circled the same dark pole.

At last, Rachel pushed her plate away and sat back in her chair. The look of satisfaction on her face was unmistakable. A good meal, and no shortage of devious entertainment. It couldn’t be more obvious that she was having a fantastic night out.

And after a moment, I saw her raise her chin, saw her lift her eyebrows as she looked at someone behind me. I turned my head to see William over by the door of the restaurant, nodding toward her. Smiling again, she pushed back her chair and stood.

I watched her hands move over her body, smoothing that green silk of her dress over her hips, and I wasn’t the only one. Even though I didn’t look around to see, I knew that half the other men in the restaurant were watching too, drawn almost against their will toward the incredible shape of that beautiful body, helpless to resist the primal pull it exerted on them.

“I’m stepping out for a moment,” she said. Telling, not asking. “I won’t be too long.”

“What – what –“

But I couldn’t get the question out. I wanted to ask her what she was going to do, but truthfully, I was afraid of the answer. I was afraid of her, this new side of her, the excitement and pleasure she clearly got from acting in ways I once would never have thought she could. All I had to reassure me was her talk about love, of how the best part of all this was the thought of coming home with me, not some other guy. No matter how sexy she might find him.

She walked away, her incredible body swaying from side to side in her high heels, the green silk of her dress straining over her hips and ass, showing off that feminine form, that toned leg in its stocking that showed through the slit in the dress with every step she took. I turned my chair to watch her go, not even trying to hide it, not trying even slightly to disguise my lust for my wife. It felt like no one else was. And at least, as her husband, I had the right to look at her that way. Not like the rest of them.

William grinned as he watched her approach. Less and less concerned with hiding his obvious desire for her. Clearly, he thought of me like I was an irrelevance, nothing for him to worry about. Maybe he didn’t think of me at all. Totally caught up in the field of desire Rachel seemed to emanate, her beauty so powerful that it seemed to distort reality like the dents they say the planets make in the mysterious fabric of space-time. She, in her way, was just as much a force of nature, just as irresistible. And to me, now, just as remote. He hurried toward the door of the restaurant, pulling it open for her, and she stepped through, that emerald dress and that perfect body disappearing into the night outside as he followed her, letting the door close behind them.

I took another gulp of wine. Slowly, sullenly, I finished the bottle. The whole time, my mind raced with wild images, crazy thoughts that came to me out of nowhere and haunted me with their dark allure. She could be doing anything with him. I just had to trust that she wasn’t, even though she had just told me how attracted to him she was.

He would try something, I was sure of that. Any man would, in his place. And after all, I knew I couldn’t blame him. Rachel had given him every possible sign that she was open to that, receptive to any advance. She was playing with fire. But she did it knowing that I was there, her loyal husband giving her the safety she needed to be the wild girl she had never dared to be before.

In its own way, that made me feel kind of good. This was all so bizarre, but sometimes, it seemed like there was a kind of genius to it to. It didn’t make sense, not really. But sometimes it seemed to have its own strange underlying logic. Neither me nor Rachel knew what we were doing, not really. But somehow, all the pieces fit together.

No one was going to bring my bill with William on his break, I knew. And so I sat there alone in the restaurant, digesting my meal, waiting for her, wondering what she was doing. And the longer Rachel was gone, the more painful her absence became. By the time she returned, the wine bottle was completely empty, and my glass had only a faint red halo around the bottom.

She sat back down in her chair carefully, her thighs sliding out of the slit in her dress all over again. She smiled at me, her eyes holding mine, and I studied her face. As beautiful as ever, of course. Her makeup still intact, still perfect. I realized I was trying to read what had happened from the way she looked, and I told myself to stop. Too easy to drive myself crazy like that.

“What happened?”

But Rachel didn’t answer. Instead, she took a sip of the wine that was left in her glass, and turned her head toward the bar. She nodded, once, and William, attentive as ever to my wife’s needs and desires, got the message. A few minutes later, he appeared with the bill, setting it down on the table in front of me then retreating a discreet distance, still smiling that happy little smile at my wife.

She grabbed the bill quickly. With the provided pen, she wrote down a ridiculously generous tip, and handed it back to me to pay. My eyes widened at the amount she had written down, but I felt like I had to pick my battles. So I signed the slip, and William reappeared, effusively thanking us for coming again. Again, he seemed to speak only to my wife, and she laughed and giggled along with him while I watched them both, trying to guess the true nature of the secret the two of them now shared, that she was keeping from me.

She stood up. So did I. I followed that gorgeous body out of the restaurant, out into the night, the vibrant green silk of her dress fading slightly in the darkness outside as we walked toward the car. Even as I bristled with fear and rage, I opened her door for her. Like always, I watched that glimpse of fight appear above the top of her stocking in the slit of her dress, watched her boobs bounce as she sat down, adjusting herself before I closed the door behind her. And I got behind the driving wheel.

“Seriously, Rachel. What happened?”

“Nothing, honey, nothing,” she said, patting my leg reassuringly. “Let’s go home.”

I started the engine and drove out of the parking lot. I glanced over at her, seeing her looking out of the window, at nothing in particular.

“Nothing?”

“We talked.”

“About what?”

“About nothing in particular.”

Turning her head from the window, she glanced over at me for a second, while I kept my eyes on the road and the streetlights that passed by overhead as we headed home.

“He did try to kiss me though.”

The steering wheel squeaked as I gripped it.

“Did he?”

“Yeah. He’s a very forward young man. Of course, I didn’t let him. I turned my face away, so all he got was my cheek. Right here.”

From the corner of my eye, I saw her tap one cheek with an index finger. Anger filled me. So why was my cock so rock hard and rigid in my pants?

“I’ll go back there and knock his teeth out.”

“Don’t be silly, honey. He was just doing what comes naturally. You would have done the same.”

I said nothing. It was always worse when she was right about these things.

And then, reaching across the car, she placed her hand between my legs. I almost groaned as her fingers moved over the bulge of my erection, sending pleasure tingling through me as I tried to focus on the road.

“Besides, that’s all part of the game,” she said in a voice that dripped with seduction. “To know that you get to have what he can only dream of.”

She was right about that. The road home had never seemed as long as I drove through the night with my goddess wife beside me, her hand between my thighs like the promise of unbelievable pleasure to come.
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