

Cuckolded On My Wedding Night

Yes that’s me, Brian Adams, cuckolded on my wedding night. This is a completely true story. It happened on the evening of my marriage to Jane. We had a big traditional wedding – the bride wore white, I wore a morning suit: top hat, tails, the works. But, I have to admit that I didn’t feel at all comfortable playing the alpha male role. In fact I felt a bit of a twat, but Jane loved it all, lapped up the attention, especially from the men. Even at the reception she was flirtatiously meeting the eyes of blokes who gazed at her lecherously. A flutter of her eyelids, a little smile playing around her lips. She’d just walked up the aisle with me, but seemed to be making herself possibly available to other men. So why did she marry me in the first place? You might ask. A shy, quiet bloke and definitely nor a ladies man. In fact, women generally didn’t fancy me much –they usually laughed at me actually.  Thought I was wimp. So I was amazed and very happy when, after a few drinks, I plucked up the courage to asked Jane out and she said yes. She was, is, lovely, way beyond my league, so I was very surprised when she said ‘ok – where shall we meet?’ That first time taking her out might have given me an inkling of what being married to Jane would be like: blokes looking at her all the time, and making remarks, even trying to chat her up while she was with me. And she didn’t discourage it, as I said- she had that way of looking at blokes, responding to their gaze – she loved it- loved  to be desired, and she loved sex as well it was rumoured. 

But I think the reason she decided to marry me was to do with her mother, who saw me as a good catch. I had a steady job in the Civil Service – which was a job for life in those days, a nice car and my own home. This was lot different to most of the blokes that Jane used to hang around with – a load of ne’er do wells: bikers and drug addicts, and her mum was very pleased she’d met me: a responsible, reasonably well off, older man. One person Jane is frightened of is her mum – well anyone would be, she’s a right battleaxe, who rules the roost, and dominates Jane’s weak, feckless father. I was certainly frightened of her myself, and perhaps she also pressurised me into marrying her daughter, as well as the other way round, for I knew, deep down, that Jane wasn’t really the one for me. 

Anyway, after the reception we drove down to Folkestone for the honeymoon – a long, tiring drive. I did all the driving, while Jane slept, which meant that I was knackered when we arrived, while Jane was full of energy.  We booked into the hotel and after having something to eat, we went into the bar for a drink. I just wanted go to bed, but Jane had begun chatting to some blokes and their girlfriends at the bar. They were local lads, you know the type– the kind of cheeky chancers that Jane had always fancied -full of saucy chat. I also noticed that Jane paid particular attention to a big black bloke, who was certainly impressive, with casually expensive looking clothes and obvious charm. He seemed to be a tourist, like ourselves. The drink was flowing and everyone seemed set for an all night session; but I said I was calling it a day since I couldn’t keep my eyes open.

‘Just one more drink’ the black guy said, and Jane looked to me imploringly –

‘One more won’t hurt…..’

But I was adamant – I just had to go to bed, and wanted Jane to come with me, knowing it would look a bit off for her to not to come with me on our wedding night.. She’d got some ‘special’ lingerie and everything, though I was feeling far too tired for anything like that: thinking I would make it up to Jane in that department in the morning, or the following night. In the hotel room, Jane changed into her lingerie- a red, satiny peephole bra and crotchless panty set, suspender belt and stockings, since she knew I loved them, and a diaphanous negligee, while I watched from the bed, struggling to keep awake, despite my hardening cock.

‘I’m sorry, love, I just feel too tired to do anything tonight –I’ll make it up tomorrow, yeah?

‘Yeah, of course, love, you’ve had a very stressful day; just make sure you get some sleep.’

‘Thanks love, you’re so understanding,’ and I fell asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.

When I awoke the next morning, I felt refreshed and raring to go. I went down for breakfast, full of the joys of spring.

‘Morning’ I greeted the hotel manager, and he gave me a bit of a funny look.

‘How’s the wife, you’ve just got married haven’t you?’

‘Fine, still asleep though, I thought I’d leave her to it.’

‘I’m not surprised she’s still asleep.’

‘Why, we were both in bed pretty early.’

The man looked concerned. 

‘Well, I don’t know if I should tell you this, but, man to man like, I think you should know  before it’s too late, while there’s  still time one to rectify the situation.’

‘I don’t understand  -what situation?’

‘I was opening up this morning when I noticed that the cct camera was playing up. So I went to have a look at it, and I inadvertently began watching footage of last night in the bar. I wasn’t very interested, it was just locals chatting with that black bloke, Dennis – down from London I think he is –he seemed a nice bloke. I watched a bit and was just about to turn it off, when your wife walked back into the bar. She was wearing a long dressing gown, though I noticed she had high heels on, but then she opened it to reveal bra and   panties, and stockings. I was amazed; but even more so when she went up to Dennis, and unzipped his trousers, then went down  on her knees, and began  giving him a blow job.’

‘What – you’re having me on aren’t you? I don’t think much of your sense of humour.’

‘Straight up mate, I can show you the tape. Anyway , she sucked Dennis off,  and let him come all over her face and hair, but a couple of the blokes had taken their cocks out, and started  wanking, and she went round to them one by one, and sucked them off too.’

‘You’re winding me up. What were their girl friends doing?’

‘They were laughing. I mean they’re a right load of slappers round here .I think they thought it was a bit of laugh. Well, I suppose your wife was showing herself up as far as they were concerned, and they couldn’t blame their blokes could they? And I just think nobody could really believe it was happening, plus everyone was fairly pissed. But the women actually joined in– they got your wife up and pushed her over one of the tables, with her arse facing the blokes, and the camera, and egged their blokes on to take turns to fuck her. She had every bloke in the bar, and then put on a steamy lesbian session with one of the girlfriends. It was just like watching a porn film I can tell you. And then, she went back to bed. So no wonder she’s sleeping in this morning – and you, my friend, should think about getting an annulment.’

What could I do faced with such incontrovertible evidence of my new wife’s infidelity? I suppose most man wood have confronted Jane with it, before storming off back to London for a divorce or annulment. But me, well I decided not to say anything, but would just pretend it didn’t happen. Well, it wasn’t really a conscious decision, but it was just that that I never could summon up the courage to confront her and it is my natural instinct to avoid all confrontation.

Thus, we continued on our honeymoon as if nothing had happened. Well as far as Jane was aware, I didn’t know anything. So when the barman in the hotel sniggered and turned to make a joke with someone when we passed, this would have seemed perfectly innocent, if I didn’t know anything. But, of course, I did know. In fact, the manager had asked me if wanted to watch the tape to show he wasn’t lying, and I said yes – and, must admit, as well as feeling completely devastated and humiliated, to my horror, I started to feel really turned on, as I watched my pretty wife with her red lips around a big, black cock –and then getting wanked over and fucked every which way. It was just like watching an explicit porn film, but one starring your wife. But, of course, I had to pretend not to know what had happened. Though I wasn’t aware that she was taking every further opportunity to cuckold me, and that the hotel staff were conspiring for this to happen. And that now explains the chain of weird events that occurred – like being left behind on a coach trip -emerging from a toilet stop to see the coach driving way with Jane on it; or the time, at a maze, where I was directed the wrong way round a labyrinth of dead ends for hours. It was only much later that Jane confided in me that she’d been getting a good  fucking from Dennis at every opportunity.

But the ultimate humiliation was on the last night of our stay, when the hotel held a disco. Jane, being a very sociable person had made with friends with a few local women, intimately so I some cases! And had obviously gained some notoriety, even admiration, in their eyes for her exploits. And it was a couple of them, Cathy and Jean, who engaged me in conversation that night, flattering me by their sudden interest in naval history – my subject. Suddenly one of them ‘accidentally’ spilt her drink over my trousers, and I was manoeuvred towards a door. 

‘We need to get those trousers off’ Jean said, a barely repressed laugh in her voice, that should have made warning bells ring. They pushed me through a door and into a dark room, like a cupboard.

‘Come on’ Cathy said; ‘let’s get you out of those wet things.’ I felt my trousers being unzipped and pulled down, while at the same time Cathy’s hand ‘accidentally’ brushed against my cock, and I felt it hardening- ‘sorry love’ she said. Before I knew it my trousers and pants were off, and I was manoeuvred through another door – straight into the garden, where a spotlight dazzled me as I was sat in a chair and my hands were tied to the arms with stockings, while a pair of women’s panties were stuffed into my mouth. Ahead of me, illuminated by the spotlight, Jane was on all fours on a low table. 

‘Jane’s told us how you’re a cuckold who’s turned on by this sort of thing,’ Cathy said, ‘and by the look of things she’s right.’

‘I’m no such thing’ I tried to splutter through the knicker gag, but I looked down as my erect cock gave the lie to this. What seemed a small crowd began to cheer and shout insults. I watched as several men, beginning with Dennis, took it in turns to fuck my wife, until Cathy shouted ‘what about hubby – don’t leave him out.’

Dennis came towards me grinning – he was naked from below the waist and his huge, ebony cock gleamed in the light with Jane’s juices – while my erection grew a couple of centimetres.

‘Here you go, mate – have a suck on that, give it a good clean for me.’

Jane looked up from her vigorous fucking and shouted, ‘yes, suck him off you sissy faggot, that’s an order.’

I obediently opened my mouth wide to take the man’s thickly glistening cock, and taste Jane’s womanly essence on its massive shaft. Then, every bloke, after he had fucked Jane, came over for me to suck his cock and lick it clean.

And that was how our marriage began, and how it continued..

I would provide the money for Jane to buy sexy clothes and make-up, and get expensive hair dos, and she would go out and pick up blokes and bring them home to me- dressed in a maid’s outfit with a restraining device on my cock. She would pleasure the blokes in front of me, and then I’d be made to lick my wife’s juices from his cock, or clean her out with my tongue – or both. I might even have to suck the bloke off first to get him hard for Jane.

I would also drive her out to local dogging sites. She’d be wearing a basque and stockings beneath her long coat, and would often open the coat to give passing lorry drivers, who she sometimes entertained at lay-bys, an eyeful. Jane’s certainly a sexy looking woman, and men and couples were attracted like bees to honey, when we arrived at the local dogging spot. Jane would usually begin sitting in the car, and men would come to the car window at Jane’s side  pressing their cocks against the glass, as Jane, coat open, played with her pussy, obviously turned on by all these strangers’ and their cocks. She wound the window down, and a cock would come through for Jane to suck. There was something so illicit and exciting about this, and it made me really hard, but my own cock wasn’t allowed to take part, though I was sometimes allowed to wank by Jane, but my inadequate member was often locked into chastity device with the key around Jane’s neck. But I was incredibly turned on to see Jane’s red lips around some stranger’s thick cock, especially if its owner was black -and Jane might encourage me to give the man oral sex as well. I would film the occasion – and release the video, with the faces obscured, onto porn sites. It gave me even more of a turn on to watch these flickering films of my wife getting spunked over, and sometimes fucked up against a tree by a queue of anonymous men, and took me back to that first time  I’d seen Jane on film all those years ago in our honeymoon hotel.. Jane got a kick out of watching the films too. We watched them together, with Jane enjoying my discomfort as I became hard, but was unable to do anything unless she decided to unlock my device. The she might give me five minutes to have a wank before she locked the device back on again.

Jane has also advertised me services out to the local gay community, leaving little cards round the dogging area saying-

‘Sissy, secret faggot, slut, wants to treated like a gay whore, pissed on, and to have his arse reamed and his pretty lips round lots of men’s cocks’. Then a time and place would be mentioned, and Jane would take me at the appointed time, dressed as a total sissy slut, in red PVC mini skirt, stockings over my shaved legs, high heels, loads of slap on my face, and a blonde wig. I’d be blindfolded, and tied to tree, with a sign around my neck saying ‘I’m a sissy faggot, do anything you want to me.’ I must admit that this was the last taboo for me, and I was filled with enormous self doubt – but these were also incredibly exciting experiences in their illicit humiliation, with Jane operating the camera this time, making films to put online.

Though our marriage got off to what most would see as the shakiest of starts, and people would think that I should have taken the manager’s advice on the morning after that wedding day night, it has worked out well for both of us really, and enabled us to play roles in life suited to our true natures, perhaps.

But, ‘cuckolded on my wedding night’ is a claim to fame few other men would relish!
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