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“You want to have a little fun tonight?” I whispered into my husband’s ear as I sat down next to him at the table where he was sipping his third rum and coke of the evening.

We had traveled across the country for a good friend of mine’s wedding and as much as I knew that Kevin hated weddings and pretty much all social gatherings in general, I was still determined to have a good time. My friend Jamie had picked me and three of our other friends from college to be her bridesmaids, so I found myself with plenty of excuses to spend most of my time out on the dance floor with the rest of the wedding party when randomly an idea popped into my head to spice up the night in a way that I had a feeling he would’ve never saw coming…

“What’s up?” he asked, leaning in to speak over the loud music that dominated the room as the disco lights lit up the dance floor like a stage already begging me to come back.

“Remember that toy that you were trying to get me to play with a while ago???” I shouted back with an inspired smile.

He gave me a confused look as he tried to figure out what I was referring to.

“The cage … with the lock???” I explained with wider eyes.

Kevin has always had all of these different fetishes, and about six months ago he revealed that one of them was male chastity. He had showed me a bunch of different websites and we even ordered one, but it just never caught on and eventually the thing had ended up buried in the back of our closet like so many other sex toys that we’d picked up over the years.

“…yeah?”

His eyes lit up enough that at least I knew it had finally registered.

“Well, I brought it with us – it’s in my luggage upstairs,” I continued to talk as best I could over the dance music. “Why don’t you go up right now and put it on?”

He paused and looked at me for a second, then asked curiously, “And then what???”

I took that as my cue to return to the music as I simply stood up and said, “You’ll see…” before walking back to the girls I had left a few minutes earlier. I waited a few minutes in anticipation before finally looking back to our table, but sure enough, finding it now completely empty, I was ready to put the next step of my plan into works…

When Kevin returned to the reception about fifteen minutes later, the music had quieted as the DJ played a series of slow songs to give the more romantic party guests a chance to dance. In my husband’s absence, I had instead hooked up with one of the groomsmen who I also happened to know from college and who happened to be particularly attractive as he stood taller than me even in my heels.

When the song ended and we began to drift apart, I gave Brad a quick peck on the cheek and told him, “Don’t go too far – I’m not done with you yet!” before circling back to my husband and beckoning for him to follow me out into the hall as I led him to one of the private bathrooms that was tucked around the corner.

Clicking the lock of the door behind us as we slipped inside, I asked him in an aggressively playful tone, “So … are you wearing it?!”

He nodded and stammered yes, which wasn’t enough for me as I prompted, “Show me!” and watched as he somewhat nervously unbuckled and pulled down his pants, and then after an insistent stare, his underwear, too.

Sure enough, there was that same plastic cage as I had remembered it before, tightly snug around his penis with his balls wedged up behind. I didn’t tell him to his face, but I snickered a bit to myself as I remembered that the cage actually made his manhood look kind of small and pathetic, which nonetheless seemed to fuel the fire nicely for what I was about to do next…

“Do you have the key?” I asked him with a fun hint of sass in my voice as I continued to stare my husband down with his pants around his ankles and a plastic cage locked around his dick.

“No,” he shook his head. “I left it in the room…”

“Ok,” I countered. “Then give me your room key.”

He fumbled for a second, asking if he could pull his pants back up – which I gracefully allowed – and then produced from his pocket his copy of the key to our room, which I quickly slipped inside the red leather handbag that I had brought to match my bridesmaid’s dress before returning to his attention.

“So what if I told you,” I began with a sly grin, “that I’m going to fuck somebody tonight, and that somebody isn’t going to be the person who just locked himself up in chastity for me???”

Kevin’s jaw nearly dropped as he stared back at me wide-eyed.

Before he had a chance to respond, I ordered, “Get down on your knees!” A split second hesitation prodded me further, “Isn’t that how this works?! Now!!!”

Maybe I had picked up more from all of his female domination books than I realized because sure enough my husband then dropped to his knees in front of me, even taking it a step further and bowing his head while also crossing his hands behind his back. Looking down at him, I felt a surge of confidence soar through my body as I then proceeded to give him the third degree…

“Is this or is this not one of your fantasies?”

“Did you not commit to doing everything that I say when you’re wearing that thing?”

“You wanted a wife that was more dominant, now didn’t you?”

I think it was at that point that Kevin finally caught on that I was dressed sexier than he realized because his eyes would start to creep their way up my legs before darting back down to the strappy heels on my feet, which he had actually helped me to pick out in the store a couple of weeks prior to the wedding.

It was his own fault for being so preoccupied with his computer while I was getting ready, but between the stockings and garter belt and the crotchless panties that I had naughtily picked out just for this occasion, he should’ve been drooling over me all night if he’d have just been paying attention.

But instead, I had been forced to take matters into my own hands and now I was ready to have some fun!

“Now we’re going to go back out there and you can go right back to sitting at the table doing nothing,” I taunted him, “but just know that while I’m out on that dance floor, there’s a bit more on my mind than just dancing!”

I could tell that I had his attention now, so before I let him get up I told him that he needed to bend over and kiss the straps of my shoes in reverence. There’s something about seeing a man on his hands and knees in front of you, his lips at your feet while there’s a plastic cage around his dick that really brings out the dominant woman in you! After enjoying a couple of laughs at his expense, I was more than eager to get out on the dance floor to find me a real man to replace the one that I had just locked back in his cage!

And Brad, for one, seemed quite eager for my return as he welcomed me with open arms and a fresh drink as I fell into the latest groove that the DJ was playing without missing a beat. From across the room I occasionally looked over to see my husband more intently watching me than before, but with each drink that flowed across my lips I found myself growing a little more adventurous and a little less concerned about the man in the cage who was left sitting in the corner…

As the beats rolled on throughout the night, I gradually noticed my dance partner becoming a bit more forward himself as his arms would graze my nipples or his hands would linger near my ass a few seconds longer than most of the other couples on the dance floor. It wasn’t until during another of the slow numbers that he happened across my garters that seemed to pique his attention and led to him asking if I wanted to get a bit of fresh air outside after the song had ended.

The hotel’s beautifully landscaped gardens seemed to offer plenty of out of the way places where one could slip out of sight from the rest of the partygoers, and when we walked around one particular corner between a group of secluded trees was when he pulled me in close to him as we had been dancing before and whispered to me, “Anna, you’re even more beautiful than the last time I saw you…”

So truth be told, Brad and I had actually been a bit more than friends in college. In fact, I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that I had kind of orchestrated this whole fantasy since I had found out that we were both going to be in the wedding. Brad and I had a complicated history, but if there was one thing that was always memorable when the two of us got together, it was the sex – hands down.

Brad was a playboy, but that’s also what made him so much fun

I joked with a seductive flutter of my eyes that my husband was … out of service … for the evening and that I was auditioning for stand-ins while we were in town. He chuckled until he realized that I wasn’t entirely joking, but the nice thing about a guy’s hormones is that they’re nothing if not dependable and it wasn’t long before Brad’s hands had grown considerably more adventurous since we had left the dance floor in a way that kind of made me wish that Kevin had been standing nearby to watch…

His kiss was like an old flame that made me weak in the knees as his arms held me tight, with his fingers slowly tracing lines along the garters through my dress while we made out hidden just out of sight while the party raged on a couple of dozen feet away. The thought of fiddling around on my husband while he was locked away in chastity seemed to make his touch all the more electric, and for a moment I thought that had he pitched female domination to me like this, maybe it would’ve piqued my interest long ago!

“Somebody sure is amorous tonight!” he laughed between kisses as my own hands glided across his own sculpted body as well, casually noticing his hard-on through his pants and then pressing myself up against it like a tease that I couldn’t wait to feel even closer.

“What can I say?” I replied with a mischievous grin. “Circumstances tonight have me feeling a little bit naughty … you just happen to be in the right place at the right time!”

“Lucky me!” Brad chuckled back as his tongue slipped between my lips once more for another decadent embrace before we heard the DJ calling the bridal party and knew that we’d better be getting back. My loins tingled as his hand lingered on my backside until only a few steps before we reached the door, our eyes still twinkling as we separated to our own sides for whatever stunt the DJ had planned for us next as if to silently agree that neither of us were done with the other just yet.

The uncomfortable look when I finally broke our gaze to instead meet my husband’s eyes as he sat by himself in the corner grew a decadent smile across my lips and it was in that moment that I knew that I just couldn’t wait to twist the knife even deeper…

* * * * * * * * * *

“How are you doing over here, cucky?” I asked with a smirk as I slipped into the chair next to him after the bridal party had been dismissed from the dance floor. Crossing my legs provocatively, Kevin’s eyes dropped instantly to the garters that were prominently displayed as the dark red dress split up my legs.

“So you do like my dress for tonight after all?!” I said with a laugh as I watched him shift uncontrollably in his seat, amused at the thought of the plastic cage doing its job to keep him in check underneath his pants. “It’s too bad that you’re a little too late,” I added as I leaned in and took a sip of his drink while I locked eyes with his. “It seems that my dance card is already full for the evening…”

As my eyes rose to meet Brad’s glimmering invitation from across the ballroom, I leaned over and shouted over the music into his ear just before getting up…

“You look bored over hear, so I’m going to give you a job to do to keep you busy. You’ve got about an hour to go out and find me some condoms. I think there’s a convenience store down the street.”

“Maybe a nice bottle of champagne, too – you know how thirsty I get after sex!”

“Now be a good boy and go fetch…” were my last words to him as I walked away with a wink, making a bee-line to the old friend who would be taking me later on that erotic evening if I had my way. Looking over my shoulder once I resumed my place in Brad’s arms on the dance floor, I playfully waved him away with my hand and a devilish smile before turning the rest of my attention back to my dance partner who by now was quite amused by the cuckolding display before him as we both watched Kevin reluctantly get up from his seat and disappear out the door to retrieve the items I required for my sexual lust.

“What was that all about?!” Brad inquired with a curious raise of his eyebrow as his arms seemed to pull me closer as the rhythm slowed to a sensual dance number once more.

I laughed nonchalantly as my lips floated dangerously close to his, “Oh, I sent him to the drugstore to get some condoms for when I have my way with you later!”

Still thinking that I was just being overly flirtatious, he joked back, “Don’t you think that I carry my own for just such an occasion?!”

I simply snickered and curled my lips as I explained, “It’s more fun if I send him to do it for us…”

“…and besides, it keeps him occupied so that I can enjoy a little more privacy out here on the dance floor with you…”

Our eyes locked as he leaned in a little closer and asked, “You’re actually serious about this, aren’t you???”

“Of course I’m serious,” I whispered back to Brad seductively as I pressed my body more closely against his, my lips only inches from his own. “Don’t you think you’d have seen me drag my husband out here at least once if I had other intentions?”

“And your husband…” he pressed further, “…he’s … okay with this???”

I snickered as my mind flashed back to an hour earlier when Kevin was on his knees in front of me in his cage…

“Call it a little … game … that we’re playing tonight,” I whispered hypnotically as I stared deeply into Brad’s eyes.

“Kevin has certain … fetishes … and so tonight he’ll be okay with whatever I tell him to be okay with…”

With that I leaned forward and pressed my lips to Brad’s once more, stealing a sensual kiss in plain view although most eyes as I knew were still on the bride and groom who happened to be dancing nearby.

“I may be married to him,” I told Brad bluntly as our lips parted a moment later, “but tonight you can do whatever you want to me…”

“Are you okay with that???” I asked him with a sly grin as the song ended and his hands lingered around my waist while I stretched my arms and innocently showed off my body in the skimpy, red dress for his enjoyment.

“Why don’t you go get us a couple of new drinks?” I abruptly told him with a wink as I then caught the bride’s and saw her dancing in my direction with a wide-eyed look on her face. As she stepped into place and we started dancing together once Brad had left in the direction of the bar, I could already tell by the look on her face what the first words out of Jamie’s mouth were going to be…

“Oh my god – what was that kiss that I just saw?! You’re a married woman!!!”

“If you think that one was scandalous,” I quickly shot back with a grin, “you should’ve seen the one that we shared earlier outside behind the bushes!”

As I proceeded to tell her about the chastity belt and Kevin’s fetishes, her bewilderment seemed to transform to anxious curiosity as she too weighed the excitement of me hooking up with my old fuck buddy from college while my submissive husband begged on his knees for the abuse…

“Honestly, I feel like I’m on cloud nine right now, Jamie!” I confessed to her as we ducked off to one of the corner tables so that we could talk more privately. “Just seeing him on his knees … kissing my shoes after locking himself up for me … I need something inside me tonight, and somehow it turns me on even more knowing that it can’t be him!”

Jamie blushed as she sat across from me in her pure white dress while I was wearing the much more scandalous red, yet I knew that she was desperate to hear every last word.

“It’s this electric build,” I continued, “every time that I touch him … that he touches me … knowing that before the night is over, I’m going to feel him inside of me just like it was old times…”

“…and my husband is going to be kneeling just out of sight, listening to the whole dirty affair…”

When I elaborated with her what plans were brewing once the reception was over and it was time for me to take both boys back to my room, Jamie suddenly lit up and took me by the hand over to another room off of the main ballroom where all of the presents that everyone had gotten for her and her new groom had been collected. Rifling through a handful of gift bags on one of the tables, the bride’s eyes finally lit up as she located the particular one that she was after, which she proceeded to thrust into my hands with an excited grin on her face…

“Amy forgot to give me this the other night for my bachelorette party,” she explained as she lifted her dress and sat back down across from me. “I’ll never use it, but it sounds like you might actually be able to have some fun with it tonight!”

Opening the white gift bag and folding back the pink tissue paper within, I immediately began to laugh as I pulled out the typical naughty gifts that a bride is known to get for her bachelorette party … first a pair of handcuffs with a bright pink fur lining, next a black satin blindfold with a large red lipstick kiss printed on the front, and finally – what seemed to be the most intriguing of all – peeking out the end of the bag was a short, leather-tipped riding crop that just seemed to be begging to see some tail that night…

Pulling the crop out and weighing it in my hand before playfully tapping my friend on her breast with it several times, I chuckled and teased Jamie, “Now come on – are you sure that you don’t want to hold onto this one for a little kinky fun on your wedding night?!”

The bride just shook her head and laughed.

“Maybe for the honeymoon, but tonight once this place clears out, all I want is a glass of champagne and a bubble bath before crawling into bed – weddings take a lot out of ya, let me tell you!”

“Fair enough…” I giggled as I looked back over the new toys that Jamie was offering me. “I think it’s safe to say that between the both of them I should be able to put these things to good use!”

Jamie waited while I ran back over to my table to grab my purse to carry the toys in so the rest of the party didn’t have to know that I was borrowing some of the bride’s bachelorette tools. We chatted for a few minutes longer, with Jamie continuing to gush in her excitement over my naughty plans that would be culminating in a matter of hours.

“I want to hear about everything when I get back from my honeymoon!” she cackled with me as we made our way back out into the ballroom to rejoin the rest of the party.

After meeting back up with Brad and flirting a bit more openly over the fresh drink that he had retrieved for me, we shared a few more dances in between the typical wedding festivities of cutting the cake and the throwing of the garter and bouquet. It wasn’t until just before the last dance that I glanced over and saw that my husband had returned to his usual post, now with a brown paper bag at his feet that hinted he had carried out the instructions that I had given him to a tee.

I could feel his eyes locked on me as he watched this well-dressed stranger dancing with his wife dressed in red … the color of lust, the color of SEX … and I could tell that my date was beginning to get in on the action himself as Brad held me a little closer, his hands wandering freely as if I were his own…

He swooped in for a long kiss as the lights fell and everyone cheered at the end of the last dance, and as visions of my chastised husband kneeling nearby as our embrace continued began to dominate my naughty head, I knew that it was time for the real fun to begin!

* * * * * * * * * *

“Come with me…” I gestured to my husband only minutes after he watched me kissing my favorite groomsman on the dance floor, surrounded by dozens of other people who he’d never met. We walked silently through the hotel, him carrying the brown paper bag that contained my requests while I walked a few steps ahead of him with my purse slung over my shoulder containing a few surprises of my own.

When we finally reached our room, I used Kevin’s key that he had relinquished to me earlier and immediately told him that his first task was to hand over the keys to his chastity belt that he had mistakenly left back in the room while we were downstairs for the wedding. I quickly tucked them inside of my bra once he produced them, then gave him his own room key back and asked that he go retrieve some ice to put the champagne on while I spent a few minutes touching up for my real man who would be knocking at the door to replace him any moment…

As I heard the door closing behind him, I first emptied the paper bag onto the bed to examine his purchases – exactly as I had instructed – a bottle of moderately priced champagne along with a box of condoms.

Ribbed, for her pleasure … which made me laugh as I thought that whoever wrote that slogan for the packaging didn’t know the half of it!

After next tossing my new bachelorette toys onto the bed as well, I quickly retreated to the bathroom and began touching up my makeup while I waited for my husband to return. Looking back at the vixen in the mirror with seductive, red lips to match her dress and shadowy glamour that couldn’t wait to get between the sheets, I would’ve never believed that my little fantasy would ever play out quite like it was seeming to. I figured at best I’d tease Kevin a bit in his cage before letting him out to fuck, but this new turn of events seemed far too amazing for me to stop now…

My husband returned about ten minutes later with a full ice bucket in hand and after pausing to check out his incredibly hot and horny wife who was applying the finishing touches at the sink, I quickly told him to put my champagne on ice and then remove his clothes so that we could get him into place before my lover showed up at the door.

I sauntered back into the room just as he was pulling off his socks, unable to hold back my amusement as I once again saw the small, plastic cage that he had locked around his penis for me. He dropped his head in embarrassment as he heard my snicker, which just seemed to fuel my dominance of the situation all the more.

“Get on your knees,” I told him without hesitation as I reached around him to grab his clothes from the bed to throw in the closet nearby. I paused when I looked down to notice the sizable wet spot in his boxers, holding them out in front of his face as I used the new findings to my advantage.

“So I was going to give you one last chance to back out of this,” I told him scornfully as I held the stained underwear up to his face while he knelt before me, “but I think this pretty much proves that you’re just as excited for this to happen as I am!”

Tossing his underwear behind me to join the rest of his clothes in the closet, it was then that I reached underneath the crimson bridesmaid’s dress that I had been wearing all day and caught my fingers on the corners of my own underwear – the sexy, black lace crotchless panties that I had worn to tease and torment my hubby before this entire scheme of chastity and cuckolding had even been hatched.

Stepping out of the skimpy panties, I held them up to Kevin’s nose as I taunted him, “See – your little fantasy has gotten me all hot and bothered this evening, too! The difference is, I’m about to do something about just how horny I am right now…”

As Kevin closed his eyes and took in a deep breath to savor the sweet aroma that I’d created in my panties from those thoughts of infidelity, I snickered as I told him, “You enjoy that, my little cuck, because that’s as close as you’ll be getting to this pussy tonight!”

Eventually jerking the wet panties away from his nose, I then ordered my husband to kiss my shoes one last time before my lover showed up and an instant later I felt myself surging with superiority as I glared down at this chastised husband of mine who was pathetically worshipping at the feet of the woman who he knew was only minutes away from cheating on him with another man.

And it felt GREAT!!!

I wished that Jamie could be there to see such an incredible display of dominance that truth be told he’d been begging of me for so long. Naked and helpless, with his cock encased in plastic that was locked on tight – the only key to which was nestled safely within my bra, with his tongue ever so nervously tracing its way along the straps of my sexy, ruby-colored heels that I soon would be wrapping around Brad’s back as he fucked me in a way that only he could on that particular night.

“That’s enough,” I informed him bluntly as I stepped back, pulling my sparkling shoes out of his view before revealing to him the rest of my plans for how he would be spending the next several hours while I was being ravished there in the center of the bed in our hotel room.

First taking my wet panties and telling Kevin to open his mouth while he still knelt there humbly in front of me, I laughed as I stuffed them between his lips, grabbing his discarded tie from nearby and using it to cinch the makeshift gag around his head until there was no possibility of my panties escaping his mouth without untying it…

“Mmmmmm – don’t I taste good?!” I teased while I sauntered around him to retrieve my next tool. “Too bad that’s the only taste of me that you’ll be getting this evening – I’m sure I’m going to be far wetter than that by the time that Brad gets through with me!”

Next I took the fuzzy handcuffs that Jamie had given to me and locked Kevin’s wrists behind his back, thus ensuring that there would be no escaping the bondage that I was crafting for him until *I* was ready for his release!

And finally came the satin blindfold over his eyes to block out his view of me … not that he’d be seeing much more of me shortly anyways … but the sexy blindfold with its red lips certainly sealed the deal with what was about to unfold and I found myself unable to whisk him away into the nearby closet fast enough, whispering to him, “Now if I hear a single peep out of you, you’ll spend the rest of the night out on the balcony dressed like that – which I’m sure the rest of the hotel guests would get quite the kick out of!” just as I heard that fateful knock at the door that sent an exciting chill down my spine as I closed the closet door on my husband and rushed over to greet my awaiting fuck…

Brad couldn’t help but grin from ear to ear as I met him at the door, beaming a smile myself when I saw the plate of fresh chocolate-covered strawberries from the restaurant downstairs that he’d picked up for our little rendezvous!

I quickly took the silver tray from his hands and a moment later fell back into his arms like we had left each other not long ago down at the wedding reception, with the man savoring an even deeper and more sensual kiss than he had dared to downstairs before he finally pulled back just long enough to ask, “So where’s your husband off to this evening while you’re here with me???”

I giggled and pressed my body tighter to his as I seductively whispered back, “Oh, he’s just a little tied up right now … I don’t think that he’ll be bothering us for a while…”

Brad and I passionately kissed like nobody was watching … like we were back in college again after all of those years … like he didn’t realize that my husband was actually only a few feet away, locked up tight in the closet and loving every minute of it!

He didn’t know just how real my little game had gotten, but I knew and as his hands more openly groped me in all of the places that I knew he’d just been dying to feel when we were in public, there was something about these new forbidden desires of mine that had driven me to an unbelievable level of horniness that I’d never felt before in my life…

Falling back onto the center of the bed with Brad quickly taking his place on top of me, his well-cut body seemed to meld perfectly with my own as his tongue danced gingerly into the mouth of this married woman. 

“You really are a naughty, little girl!” he teased once his hands made their way up underneath my dress and soon discovered that my panties had gone missing since the last time that we’d danced.

“There’s a riding crop that Jamie lent to me … if you feel the need to teach me a lesson…” I panted back as he toyed with my garters and groped at my thighs before unceremoniously slipping two of his fingers into my beyond wet pussy, making my toes curl as his lips once again reached out to mine and sucked my tongue into his mouth aggressively as he proceeded to lay claim to what he had been pursuing all evening.

Before I knew it, he was on top of me with his pants down around his ankles while I fumbled to open the box of condoms that I had left nearby on the nightstand, handing him one of the shiny, foil wrappers one moment and then clawing into the comforter the next as his cock entered me like an old friend that was all too eager to make my acquaintance once more!

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned as Brad wasted no time reminding me of the prowess that he boasted as his 8” member made it clear that I hadn’t been with a real man in so, so long. I pictured Kevin’s ear pressed against the closet door as my grunting and groaning grew louder with each thrust until my lover reached forward and put a little pressure on my neck that I also hadn’t felt in a very long time. He paused just long enough to rip both my dress and the lacy, black bra underneath free from my chest – sending the chastity keys I had hidden within flying in the process – before resuming his position with one hand on my neck and the other cupping my left breast as he hungrily sucked my erect nipple anxiously into his awaiting mouth.

Crossing my wrists instinctively overhead as had often been our position in the past, it was beyond refreshing to just lay back and let my friend take it, unlike my usual encounters with my husband that typically seemed to find me in the driver’s seat with him in the submissive role. But with Brad it was always the polar opposite – he was the dominant force in our bedroom acts and as he knelt fucking me with reckless abandon, my body conformed to his and began to shudder as I felt him forcing me through wave after wave of pleasure with his slippery cock between my legs sending a shockwave through my body…

My cries of pleasure driving him to double down and choke me even harder until he too slipped over the edge and began to fill the condom with an impressive amount of cum, it was nearly fifteen minutes later when we first collapsed in a sweaty pile in the middle of the bed, both of us still partially adorned with our wedding attire that was swiftly tossed to the side until he lay naked with me only in my stockings and heels beside in his arms.

For the next three hours, the two of us kissed and flirted and fucked like long lost lovers, reunited for a random fling while unbeknownst to Brad, my true husband knelt obediently without so much as a peep right where I had left him bound in the closet nearby. Though I knew that he couldn’t see Brad’s cock plowing into his wife’s pussy like she was single once more, I made sure to make my voice heard no doubt to the amusement of our neighboring hotel guests as well, savoring every thrust and every bite, each deep throated kiss and every last rough stroke as my wedding date treated me to some of the roughest sex I’ve ever had in my life!

In between sips of champagne and chocolate-covered strawberries for sustenance, Brad used me like the girl that got away – taking me doggy-style, at one point tying my wrists above my head with the tie that he had worn earlier, and even keeping true to my offer by putting that riding crop to good use as I knelt in front of him with his cock caressing the back of my throat…

When we were both utterly exhausted and after sensual bout of cuddling in the sweaty, cum-soaked mess that we had mutually created, I finally led Brad to the door and after thanking him profusely for a mind-blowing evening, we shared one last kiss before he slipped back out of my life with his shirt half unbuttoned and his tie quite the mess after having been tied tightly around my wrists.

After a satisfying look around our hotel room to survey the damage that I had inflicted in the throes of passion with my lover, I reluctantly opened the closet door and invited Kevin to come to bed with me – removing the blindfold and handcuffs to allow him a decent night’s sleep, but leaving the chastity cage still firmly intact while its keys remained hidden somewhere in the mess of my clothes that had been strewn around the room hours earlier…

* * * * * * * * * *

Kevin was still asleep when I heard the sound of my phone vibrating by the side of the bed with a text message from the newlywed Jamie asking about the night before.

“So did you actually do it?!” her message read.

“Best. Sex. Ever.” I giddily typed back as I mentally flashed back through the debauchery that had taken place in the very place that we were both sleeping now.

“OMG – that’s crazy!” she quickly wrote back.

“Did my toys get put to good use?”

I couldn’t help but chuckle when at that point I sent a number of pictures her way…

The first was one that I had snapped of Kevin in the closet just before Brad had arrived, wearing both the handcuffs and blindfold that Jamie had loaned me as well as featuring a small glimpse of the caged package that dangled sheepishly between his legs.

The second was a pic of me still in my bridesmaid’s dress with Brad snuggled close, shortly after our first fuck.

And the third – my own personal favorite – was one that Brad had apparently taken without me knowing and showed the top of my head while I was on my knees sucking him off, with a keen eye also noticing that my hands were still tied behind my back with the red tie that he’d been wearing to match the bridesmaids’ dresses earlier that day…

“Well then, I guess that answers all of my questions!” she wrote back with wide eyes after the final picture had transmitted. “Maybe I should come pick those up to take with me on our honeymoon after all!!!”

I laughed and exchanged a few more text messages with Jamie before finally wishing her a great trip and then tossing my phone back onto the nightstand next to my side of the bed. As I rolled over to find my husband now finally awakening beside me, I stared at him for a few moments before flipping up the sheets to reveal the clear plastic cage that he’d locked himself in for me the night before. As I reached over and rapped my nails on the plastic, a devilish grin came across my face as I playfully thought out loud…

“Now where did the keys go to this thing, anyways???”
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