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Slut Goddess

“It was a nice restaurant.”

Amber began her story, and her husband had no choice but to listen. Nick sat in the chair she had brought from the dining room, his hands tied behind him, his twitching cock mercilessly caged in the steel chastity she had put him in. The teasing key shone in its place on her chest, right above the remarkable cleavage her skintight red dress showed off, the same dress she had worn on a date with her coworker to show him exactly what he wanted. What Nick wanted too, what any man would want, looking at her. That soft, smooth skin, that lustrous dark hair, those incredible curves packed into that teasing red dress, Amber’s naturally attractive features wildly enhanced and exaggerated by the makeup and dress shoes she wore.

She was amazing, Nick realized. He had never forgotten how lucky he was, never stopped being attracted to his wife. But sooner or later, we all start to take things for granted. That thing we wanted more than anything, that it seemed we couldn’t breathe without it, becomes just another aspect of our lives that we almost forget we have as we rush from one thing to another, barely even registering our blessings.

Well, for Nick, that was over. Amber sat on the edge of the bed, the bed they had shared four years, looking like some radiant and unapproachable sex goddess, and he could hardly believe he was breathing the same air as her, let alone married to her.

And he could hardly believe what he was hearing, either. But he listened, his cheeks burning with shame, his eyes glowing with frustration and desire, his cock throbbing desperately inside the tight chastity cage she had insisted on, her ownership of his sexuality never in doubt. He listened, horny and shocked beyond belief, as Amber unfolded the tale of her betrayal.

“I think he really wanted to impress me. I guess he figured this was his shot, and he wanted to make the most of it. I have to say, it is really fun dating again. You guys get lazy after a while, but he wasn’t lazy. He made reservations for us, got there early, everything. And the look on his face when I stepped through the door and walked over to his table… Well, I wish I had taken a picture. It was priceless. His jaw almost hit the floor.”

“I bet,” Nick growled, and Amber’s smile grew a little bit wider.

“Yeah. I look good, don’t I? I love this dress. I mean, it’s not really the kind of dress you wear for your husband. But for a date? For a boyfriend? It’s perfect.”

Nick winced at her choice of words, and Amber couldn’t help herself. Her dark hair cascaded down her back again as she laughed.

“Oh my God, this is so crazy, isn’t it?” she said, seeming to break character for a moment.

Nick felt another stab in his heart at the reminder of who she really was, his beautiful and bubbly wife, in many ways his best friend. Only now, she was more than that, too. The owner of his cock, the focus of all his desires, a woman who had the power to make him do anything. A woman who could do anything she wanted, knowing he couldn’t stop her.

His head was spinning as he was confronted with two visions of Amber, the woman he knew and the woman he had only ever imagined she might be, the slut goddess he had dreamed of in his lonely chats with an AI that could only crudely simulate the woman he loved, never really be her. At the time, he had thought that was enough. He realized now, tied to a chair in his bedroom and teased beyond all belief by Amber, that he was dead wrong about that.

“I’ve been a bad girl.”

Amber smiled as she said it, and Nick noticed that she slid a little further down the mattress, closer to him. The shadow cast by the skirt of her skintight dress on her thighs made his mouth water as he thought about her body, as he watched her breasts rise and fall on her chest, watched that glittering key tease him with its closeness, knowing there was nothing he could do about it. Only she could free him, but she didn’t want to. She wanted to torture him. And so all he could do was sit there and take it, aching with wild and unstoppable desire inside the chastity cage while she tortured him with what she had done.

“I guess I’m getting ahead of myself. But I have to tell you something, honey. I felt so fucking sexy, there in that restaurant. Lots of guys were looking at me, but Noah was staring at me like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing, and I could feel his eyes moving all over my body, and it… Well, it just made me so hot.”

Uncrossing her legs, Amber stretched one out in front of her. Her high heel lightly scratched Nick’s thigh as she moved it over his skin, her foot in his lap. He shifted on the chair, trying to get closer to her, trying to get any kind of contact with her incredible body that he could. But there was nothing he could do. Tied to the chair, locked in chastity, all he could do was wait while his wife indulged her darkest and most unbelievable desires.

“I mean, by the time the first course came, I was practically dripping. He’s quite handsome, you know. And he had dressed up for the occasion, putting on a nice pressed shirt, some slacks, some polished shoes. It was cute. But it was more than that, too. I mean, at work, it’s like whatever. We chat a bit, maybe share a few jokes. That’s about it. Seeing him like this, out there in the world, was totally different. Seeing how badly he wanted me, watching him fumble his words when he tried to speak, fidgeting with his food - he was so nervous! I mean, so was I. It’s not every day you go on a date while your husband stays at home, locked in chastity.”

Amber paused again. Nick studied the light in her eyes as she slid a little further forward on the bed, her skirt rising up just a little bit higher. She chuckled to herself as she tapped her stiletto heel against her husband’s caged cock, and chuckled again when he groaned in desperation. His cock was throbbing just as wildly as ever, as if trying to burst the cruel steel that imprisoned it, but they both knew that was never going to happen. There was only one way out for him, and it came through Amber. But for now, she was clearly getting off on having him as a prisoner way too much to allow any release for him.

“I thought about you,” she said softly.

Her eyelashes fluttered darkly as she looked down at the floor, just for a moment, before raising her eyes to his again. She leaned forward, her breasts straining against the scandalously low-cut neckline of the dress, his chastity key hanging above that incredible cleavage, and in the shrinking part of his brain that could still reason about anything, Nick wondered if she knew what she was doing, or whether she was operating on instinct. Did she mean to flaunt the key in front of him like that, to dangle it in front of him?

Whether she did or not, there it was, unignorable, the source of all the ferocious power she had over him. The power he had wanted her to have, that he had dreamed of her having in his darkest fantasies without ever believing it would really happen.

But this was no AI, no cheesy computer program spinning plausible lies for him to build a false world in his mind with. This was the real thing. His beautiful wife, her pure sex appeal seemingly unlocked now that she was sharing her beauty with another man. And he cringed and winced at her touch and the words she said, squirming in the chair she had tied him to, part of him desperately wishing that none of this was true, that it was all just another kinky fantasy that he would return to the real world from. But that other part of him knew that there was no going back. That other part of him didn’t want anything else.

“I thought about you at home by yourself, all locked up,” Amber went on. “Did you think about me?”

“Nonstop,” said, making Amber laugh.

“Yeah?”

She tapped her shoe against his chastity cage again.

“What did you think?”

“I thought…”

It was hard for Nick to put words to what had gone through his head and his heart while Amber was on her date. It was hard to even believe it was real. There had been such a jumble of complex emotions, memories and fantasies merging with wild bursts of jealous rage. He couldn’t remember a more complicated night in his life, couldn’t remember ever feeling such powerful emotions one after another, and all at the same time, all on top of one another until he could barely tell rage from despair from wild passion. How could he possibly tell her about all that?

“I thought about you. I thought about what you were wearing. I pictured you walking into the restaurant, every guy in there looking at your boobs and your ass.”

Amber tilted her head back again as she laughed.

“Of course you did. What else?”

She raked her dark hair back from her face with one hand, as if not wanting anything to get in between her ear and his words. Nick wracked a brain that felt like it was melting, stumbling over his own words just like Amber described her date doing earlier. It was that dress, that face, that body. Altogether, his wife was enough to make any man forget how to speak.

“I wondered what you were doing. Pictured you having dinner… With him.”

“Yeah? Did you picture us doing anything else?”

Nick was having a hard time meeting his wife’s eyes under this interrogation, but he made himself do it now. And Amber didn’t look away. She just waited, so sure of herself, so confident in her power and sexiness, never doubting that she knew what her husband had been thinking. After all, she had read those AI chats.

She had copied them into her own phone, and what she didn’t tell Nick was that from time to time, she opened them up to browse through them, and whenever she did, she felt that same tingling, that same growing pressure in the pit of her stomach, that same desire spreading its roots through her and pushing her toward another dangerous peak. She had been mad about it when she found out, partly, but not as angry as she was intrigued. Now, she was much more than that, much more than merely interested.

This kinky side of her husband fascinated her, but now, she was just as surprised and impressed by the levels of her own deviancy. It all happened so fast, and she had just followed what felt right at the moment, chasing that wild blaze of desire and power, deliberately trying not to think through the consequences. Now, she had no choice but to confront them. And even though she tried to put on a show of total confidence, tried to act as if this was all normal to her, as if she knew exactly what she was doing, inside, she felt the complete opposite.

She thought she knew what Nick wanted. She thought she knew how he would handle what she had to tell him. But she didn’t know. And that not knowing made the night so unbelievably exciting, along with all the wild sexiness of what was happening, this crazy drama playing out between the two of them in her bedroom. But it made her afraid, too.

Still, Amber had a deal with herself. She had to be honest with him, even if he hadn’t been honest with her. That was the only way, she intuitively knew, that any of this was going to work.

“I pictured…” Nick’s lips trembled around the words, as dry as if he had been in the Sahara. His clumsy tongue shaped sounds, his breathlessness evident in his voice as he spoke.

“I pictured you having sex with him.”

Amber raised her eyebrows, as if the words had caught her by surprise. But after all, this was exactly what she expected. In a way, she realized, with a slight release of tension in her stomach, it was what she had hoped for. It was going to make what came next easier.

“Oh yeah? Tell me about it. Describe it to me.”

And she raised her other foot from the floor, placing both her feet in her husband’s lap as she leaned back on her arms on the bed. Nick groaned as she trapped his caged cock between her feet, idly batting it from side to side between her shoes. Her high heels scraped against his balls, making him jump in the chair, and for a moment, Amber felt a flush of pity for him. Not just about that, either. But now wasn’t the time for pity, she told herself. Now was the time to be the evil slut princess she knew he wanted her to be, and to show him just how naughty his little wife could be.

“I didn’t think that clearly about it,” Nick said, frowning down at her legs as he spoke. “I just imagined… You, having sex.”

“What position?”

“Missionary. And doggie style.”

“Ooo, the classics. I bet I was having a great time, wasn’t I?”

Again, Nick’s eyes snapped up toward her, and as powerful and in control as Amber felt in that moment, she almost flinched from the blue fire that burned inside them.

It was all there, just as she had hoped. Furious rage and jealousy and desperate, desperate desire, the kind of desire that almost scared her with its passionate intensity.

This, she realized, might be the best thing of all about what they were doing. The other stuff was fun. But in the end, this was what it came down to. That bright burning desire in her husband’s eyes, as if he wanted to eat her alive. And the corresponding part of her that wanted the same thing. To lose herself completely in the wild and dangerous wave of his desire for her, to be engulfed in it, to forget everything else.

It was achingly hard not to spring up from where she sat at the edge of the bed, snatch the key from around her neck, and free him right there and then. She knew that cock would be rock hard for her, ready to take her and reclaim the body she would not stop teasing him with. But she knew she had to see things out first. She had to play this game all the way to its end, and then see where she and her husband stood after that.

“Yeah, you were.”

Nick looked so ashamed as he spoke, telling her all about his dirty little cuckold fantasies. Amber decided to play even more on that sense of shame, like pressing on a bruise.

“Did he have a nice big cock to fuck me with?”

She could barely believe the words coming out of her mouth, but in the heat of the moment, what would be shocking at any other time becomes not just possible, but desirable. And even though Nick squirmed in his seat, humiliated completely, he didn’t seem shocked at what she was saying. After all, she knew he had said things just as wild to the AI he used to have these chats with. In the end, she was only giving him back his own strange fantasies and fetishes.

“I didn’t really think about that. I just thought about you.”

“Aww, isn’t that sweet? Did you imagine me coming?”

Nick nodded his head.

“Yeah,” he groaned.

“Yeah? Did you like it? Did you like watching your slut wife cum with another man’s dick inside her?”

Again, Nick squirmed on the chair. But there was no escape from her interrogation, no refuge from her cruel words and her searching eyes. And no relief from her feet in his lap, torturing and teasing him all the same time, playing with his caged cock and making him ache inside the inescapable chastity device she put him in.

“Yes.”

Nick’s voice was a hoarse rasp now, as if the words burned his throat as he said them. And Amber gripped the bed sheets behind her, resisting with all she had the urge to relieve the tension between them with wild sex.

She knew she should have been tired, but she wasn’t. It was late, but this crazy game was lighting up parts of her she had never known existed, every nerve of her body seeming to be on fire with the possibilities this presented. There was no going back. She knew that. And she knew that in his chats with AI, Nick had toyed with the same idea, the knowledge that their marriage vows, once broken, could never be unbroken. They could stop playing their new favorite game, go back to the way things were, but the past cannot be changed. And that was the weight she carried like lead in her guts, knowing the only way to shed it was to share it.

“Good boy,” she purred, loving her own condescending tone, feeling more powerful and more in charge than ever, right before she dropped the bomb she was carrying. “Because guess what? He did fuck me.”

Nick’s head jerked upright. His eyes went wide and round, so wide she could see the circle of white all the way around his blue iris. His mouth gasped like a landed fish, his cheeks growing red and hot. His hair almost stood on end as he sat there in the chair, squirming against the scarf she had used to tie him up, unable to free himself. And Amber bit her lip, clenched the sheets behind her, clenched her thighs together, almost trembling with so many powerful emotions, she could barely even name them. She was terrified she had gone too far. In the heat of the moment, it all made sense, but her husband’s reaction scared her. And she wanted to maintain control, but part of her silently begged him to say something, let her know how he felt. To tell her that everything was all right, that this was, painful as it might be, what he had wanted.

“Oh my God.”

“Yeah,” Amber said softly.

And for the moment, that was all she said. She knew what her husband wanted, knew he loved it when she took charge. But for once, she knew she had to let him make the next move.

“How?”

His eyes burned as he looked at her.

“How? I mean, the usual way, honey.”

Nick shook his head.

“Tell me,” he growled. “Tell me everything.”

That animal sound sent a shiver racing down Amber’s exposed back. She felt a chill come over her, just for a moment, even with the hot blood of desire racing through her. Nick was still staring at her, and part of her felt relieved that she had tied him up. Not that she was in any real danger physically, she knew. Nick would never. But she had done something neither of them ever thought she would do to, and part of her felt like she deserved whatever came her way in response to that. What would she do if he decided to leave her over some stupid game? Had they gone too far?

But some unknown part of Amber guessed that the only way out was the way through. They had come this far; they couldn’t stop now. And that thought pushed her on as she told her husband all about her night.

“Well… I told you how turned on I was. And so was he, of course. And I mean, in the office, he’s usually pretty much a gentleman. He might make the yard flirty comment or whatever, but nothing serious. After all, we’re at work. But this was different. He was…handsy.”

“He was?”

“Yeah. He was. Before we even got the main course, he had his hand under the table, rubbing my leg.”

Nick groaned, his eyelids fluttering as he closed his eyes, just for a second. And Amber smiled, just a little. Somehow, it felt like she was back on more solid ground. Nick was clearly furious, but there was no denying that he was turned on. She didn’t need to unlock the chastity device around his cock to see that. It radiated out from every pore of his body, filling the room with the heat of his arousal and his desperate desire for her. And not just her, she knew. For exactly this humiliation, exactly this shame and disgrace. His AI activities didn’t leave much room for doubt. This was exactly what he wanted.

“And as dinner went on, his hand kept creeping higher. By the time we finished eating, he had his hand between my legs.”

“You let him?”

“Of course I did, honey. I mean, he bought me dinner. I didn’t want to be a cocktease.”

Amber laughed at her own words, delighted by what she was saying. She didn’t know where it was coming from, this new persona, the slutty wife who would give anything to her lover, but not her husband. But she was reveling in it. And her memory of Nick’s conversation with the AI inspired her, but already, she felt she was moving past that. There was something inside her that was responding to this new role, blossoming and flowering in a way she had never anticipated. And just as she had at the restaurant with Noah, she embraced it.

“Besides, he’s very good-looking,” she went on. “So when he suggested we go to the bathroom, I just sort of… did it.”

“You went to the bathroom? The men’s or the women’s?”

“The men’s, of course, silly,” Amber chuckled. “It would have caused a scene if he went into the women’s.”

“What then?”

“Well… It was this big, really nice bathroom, with a huge mirror behind the sink. And as soon as he locked the door behind us, he was all over me. Kissing me. Touching me. He almost picked me up and put me down on the marble counter where the sink was. Then… Well, it was kind of sweet, actually. He got down on his knees in front of me and pushed up my dress.”

“He…?”

Nick couldn’t finish his sentence, the shame and rage proving too much for him. But Amber smiled in triumph as she looked at him, slowly nodding her head. The memory of what she had done with Noah was all coming back to her, fueling her desire again, and again, the cruelty she was inflicting on her husband seemed to be no more than he deserved. Certainly no more than exactly what he wanted, to hear about this betrayal and know what a dirty girl his wife had been. And she wanted him to know, too. She wanted him to feel it in every pore of his being, to know all about the wild night she had had, the unbelievable pleasure she felt in being an object of desire for someone who wasn’t her husband. Some sadistic pleasure was rising inside her, and she let it take the reins.

“Yes, honey. He went down on me. I told you he was a gentleman. Not that he really needed to; I was so wet and ready to get fucked. But he ate my pussy like it was dessert, and he had me screaming in that bathroom. He’s really good with his mouth. Among other things.”

Nick shook his head. But Amber didn’t stop. Now, she was in the grip of some force that seemed bigger than both of them, pushing her onward to explore the darkest engines of shame and arousal.

“By the time he stood up, I was desperate for him. I reached for the front of his pants and took hold of his cock. And, honey, it was huge. I never would’ve imagined him having a monster like that between his legs. But it was so hard, just throbbing desperately for me, and I wanted it so much. And he gave it to me. He fucked me right there on the bathroom counter.”

She could almost hear Nick’s teeth grinding as he stared at her. As if she could see the questions in his burning eyes, and didn’t need him to vocalize them anymore.

“I came, in case you were wondering. I came right there. I was so loud, I wondered if the whole restaurant could hear me, but I didn’t care. It just felt so good. I felt even better knowing that you were home, not knowing what I was doing, waiting for me to come home and tell you everything.

“Then he pulled me off the counter. He lifted my dress up around my waist, not even bothering to take it off. He bent me over the bathroom sink, sliding that monster cock into me from behind. It felt so fucking good, Nick. And you know what he did?”

“No,” Nick gasped breathlessly. Amber smiled.

“He made me watch. I closed my eyes, but he wouldn’t let me. He grabbed me by the hair and make me look in the mirror in front of me. He made me watch him fuck me. I watched this little key bouncing back and forth on my boobs with his big cock inside me, and I watched myself cum again before he blew his load inside me.”

Nick groaned in pure desperation. He closed his eyes, tilting his head back, the throbbing veins showing in his neck as the words found a home in his fevered brain.

Amber stood up. She couldn’t control herself any longer. Reaching behind her neck, she unfastened the clasp of the chain she wore and slid his chastity key into Nick’s cage. He panted desperately as she twisted the key, unlocking the device and removing it. His cock stood out in front of her, hard and ready. Crouching beside his chair, she untied the scarf that held his hands behind him.

Nick sprang to his feet. She had expected nothing less, but still the explosiveness of his movements caught her by surprise. His hand was like a vice around her upper arm as he grabbed her, pulling her to her feet. Her high heels skittered on the floor as he all but dragged her toward the bed, throwing her down on the mattress.

Just like Noah, he take her dress off. Just like Noah, he pushed it up around her waist, growling as he discovered she wasn’t wearing panties underneath. And just like Noah, he plunged his cock deep into her waiting pussy without hesitation, with wild desperation, craving her body as if he needed it just to survive.

If this was how it felt to be a slut goddess, Amber couldn’t get enough of it.
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