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Wedding Night Cuckold







“Do you Lisa take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband, to live together in matrimony, to love him, comfort him, honor, keep, and obey him, in sickness and in health, in sorrow and in joy, to have and to hold from this day forward, as long as you both shall live?”

“I do,” Lisa smiled, teary-eyed, looking into my eyes.

I couldn’t believe she was marrying me. Lisa was the perfect woman. She was beautiful, smart, and funny. She wasn’t jealous, greedy, or browbeating. I wasn’t sure I would ever get married. I didn’t see how it was anything but risky for a man in this day and age. But once I met Lisa, everything changed, and I knew I had to spend the rest of my life with her.

“At this time, Alex and Lisa will exchange rings. The wedding ring is symbol of binding. A symbol of attachment and of belonging, not of possession, but of partnership.”

The minister’s voice trailed off in my ear, like the doppler effect when a car drives by. I was in a daze.

“Alex…” the minister tried again. “Alex…” a little louder. That one got my attention. “Alex, please repeat after me: Lisa, I promise to love you commit to you my whole life. I promise to be there for you when you need me, to be honest with you, and to walk through the valleys of life together, just as we will stand atop mountains together, too.”

With that, the rings were exchanged, and we were pronounced man and wife.  The reception followed at The Grand Hotel where we would also be spending our wedding night before leaving the next morning for a week in Europe.  Lisa had spent months planning every little detail of the wedding, the reception, and our honeymoon. In reality, I think she had been planning it since she was about seven.  Me, on the other hand, I just dutifully did as I was told and handed over my credit card.

The reception was a blast. It was one big party. We had an open bar and the best DJ in town. After Lisa and I had the traditional first dance, we asked the DJ to go ahead and get raucous to scare away the fuddy-duddies, so our friends could cut loose. He was happy to oblige. I was surprised by how many of our older relatives stayed and partied with our friends. Lisa and I decided ahead of time not to get too wild ourselves. We wanted to remember the night, even without the assistance of the videographer recording everything for posterity.

Lisa and I didn’t see much of each other during the reception, aside from glances across the room. She spent most of the night dancing while I was largely occupied talking to people. At one point, I saw her dancing with a tall, good-looking black man. Lisa and I talked very openly about our past relationships and kept no secrets from each other.  Well, almost no secrets. Lisa knew that I had been betrayed in my previous two relationships by women who cheated on me with black men. It wasn’t until we had been dating for over a year that I found out that her most recent boyfriend before me, Blake, was black. I had just assumed that with a yuppie name like Blake that he was white. According to Lisa, Blake was a fantastic guy other than the fact that he couldn’t keep his dick in his pants. He cheated on her multiple times, always managing to sweet talk her back into his arms until she finally got tired of his philandering and moved on.

At first, I tried to pretend it didn’t worry me that Lisa had dated black guys. I didn’t care that they were black per se. I don’t have anything against black people. Well, nothing other than the fact that they kept fucking my girlfriends. It was just that because of my history with women cheating on me with black men, I was insecure about it. As far as I know, Lisa never picked up on my jealously. The other, much bigger secret that I kept from Lisa was that my worries about her leaving me for a black guy somehow wormed their way into my sexual fantasies. By the time we were engaged, I was regularly fantasizing about her with her ex-boyfriend while she and I were having sex. It escalated to the point where I couldn’t come without thinking about her taking a huge black cock. So naturally, when I saw her dancing with that guy, I wondered if that was the infamous Blake or maybe some other black guy she slept with in the past.  I made mental note to slide it into conversation the next time I had a chance.  I also had to make myself stop watching her dance with him or otherwise risk sporting wood in front of my grandmother.

The reception was still going, albeit starting to peter out a bit, when Lisa told me she was ready to head up to our suite. We were leaving for Europe in the morning, and we didn’t want to start our trip already being exhausted. Air travel is tedious enough.  We said our goodbyes, they threw rice at us, and upstairs we went.  I opened the door and carried my new bride across the threshold.  We were, of course, staying in the honeymoon suite. It had a small kitchenette, a minibar, and a living room with a couch, recliner, television. The bedroom was next to the living room, separated by a set of double doors.

I plopped down on the couch and took a sobering look and the woman who was now my wife.  Her long strawberry blonde hair was styled up and contrasted nicely with the white of her dress.  There was a bit of lace on the sides, but overall, it was pretty conservative. I was glad she dressed modestly for our wedding. She had a face and a body that could launch a thousand ships, but I didn’t think our wedding day was the day to show it off. I knew what she was hiding under there, though.

“I think I want a little champagne. How about you?” Lisa picked up the room phone and gave me a devilish grin. I could tell she was up to something; I just didn’t know what.  She ordered champagne and caviar. I had never had caviar and wondered if she had. Lisa sat in my lap on the couch and kissed me.

“Can you believe it? We’re actually married!” she gushed.

“I know, right?” I marveled back.

Just then there was a knock at the door. “That was fast,” I thought to myself.

“Whoop.” Lisa muttered and stood up. She walked to the entryway table, took an envelope out of her purse, and handed to me. It had my name on it. “Don’t open it until I say,” she pointed at me teasingly as she walked to the door to answer the knock. She held open the door for the young black man to roll in the dining cart.

“You can bring it this way,” she instructed and led him to the bedroom. Just before she disappeared behind the door, she looked at me. “You can open it now,” she smiled.

I opened the envelope and started reading.

“Dear Alex,

I am so happy that you chose me to be your wife. I love you more than words can say. I know you love me just as much and I look forward so very much to spending the rest of our lives together.   As your wife, I want to do anything and everything that I possibly can to make your life amazing. I want to spend our first night together as husband and wife showing you that there is nothing in this world I wouldn’t do for you. You can come into the bedroom now.

All My Love,

Lisa.”

“Well, that’s nice,” I thought to myself. “But what the hell is she up to?”

I stood up from the couch and slowly walked to the bedroom. Standing at the foot of the bed were the server and my bride. Lisa’s arms were wrapped around his neck, his hands around her waist, as though they were dancing like she had with so many others that night. Except they weren’t dancing. They were kissing. And the server was shirtless. I just stood there, stunned, watching Lisa make out with this young man.

Lisa broke the kiss and looked over at me. “Sur-pri-ise,” she sang. I was speechless. “I’ve seen your search history, Alex. I’ve seen the videos you watch. I’ve read the stories.” Lisa started running her hand down the young man’s chest. “You’re obsessed. It’s every day. For two years. Nothing but white wives being fucked by black men while their husbands watch.” She kissed him on the neck, then his chest. “I want this night to be perfect for you.”

Lisa slid slowly to her knees, dragging her tongue down the man’s chest.  Still looking at me, she methodically unfastened his belt, and then unbuttoned his pants. She paused with her hand on his zipper. “Alex, I want you to know that I have never, ever cheated on you. And I never will. But I need to know right now…do you want me to unwrap this wedding gift for you? … Do you want to watch me suck his cock for you?”

Everything was quiet, except I could hear the air conditioning running as I looked at my wife, still in her wedding dress, on her knees in front of another man on our wedding night. My mind was racing. How did she know? I thought I was careful. Who is this man? What should I do? Beneath my anxiety, however, was a steady, unwavering craving to see my bride with this young black man. I put my hands in my pockets, feeling my cock growing harder. Having seemingly lost the ability to speak, I nodded my head.

Lisa looked up at her new friend, or maybe old friend; I didn’t know. She lowered his zipper and reached into his briefs. The young man simultaneously eased his clothes down, the two of them together revealing a big, hard, black cock. Lisa looked at me and ran her tongue up his entire shaft, from the base to the tip. “Don’t you dare come yet,” she ordered before licking him again. She tasted his tip and then used her thumb to rub his precum along the head before taking it in her mouth. “Mmmmm,” she hummed. “I do love a black cock.”

I couldn’t help but rub my cock from inside my pocket. I was doing my best to try not to make myself come, though, despite the fact that I was probably more turned on than I had ever been in my life. Lisa wasn’t making it easy for me.  She didn’t hold back. She sucked, slurped, and gagged on that cock like a true pornstar. Lisa was no slouch in the sack, but she had never given me such a sloppy, gooey blowjob before. I was jealous and a little bit proud all at the same time.

“God, he has such a nice cock, baby!” she gushed while slapping it on her face. “We should have done this a long time ago.”

I couldn’t stand it anymore and had to take my cock out. I moved closer and sat on the bed next to the action. Lisa and her new beau turned slightly so I could have a better view. I stayed silent, just watching and stroking my cock. I was in a state of disbelief, halfway convinced I was in a dream.

Lisa looked so sexy with his cock in her mouth, just the way I imagined it a thousand times. She was even more wanton than in my imaginings, though. I couldn’t believe how much of his length she could fit down her throat or how willingly she gagged until her eyes watered.

“Fuck!” she would exclaim, coming up for air. “His cock his amazing.” She would then go immediately back to seeing how much of his dick she could devour. I was getting to the point where I wouldn’t be able to hold back anymore.

“Are you gonna come, baby?” Lisa purred.

I heard the young man’s voice for the first time. “Me or him?” he asked.

“Him, silly. I’ll make you come when I’m ready,” Lisa said confidently. I didn’t doubt her skills, having just watched what she was capable of.

I nodded in the affirmative in response to her question. I wasn’t going to be able to hold back much longer. Lisa started bobbing up and down on his cock and stroking him at the same time. When she sensed he was going to come soon she pulled back and started jerked the head and shaft with purpose. “Are you ready?” she offered. “Are you ready to come on my face?”

Like I said, Lisa was no slouch in the sack. But there were three things off limits to me in the bedroom: anal, coming inside of her, and coming on her face. She would swallow like a champ or jerk me off onto her tits, but never once was I allowed to outright come on her face. Every now and then I could sneak a drop or two. She wouldn’t make a big deal of it, but she would give me a look and swiftly wipe herself clean with a towel. The fact that she was offering her face to be glazed by this man I had never seen before was excruciatingly stimulating.

“Watch him, baby. Watch him come on your wife’s pretty face,” Lisa panted, winded from wildly stroking the loaded cock just inches from her face. The hottest thing about it was that she really seemed like she wanted it. “He’s gonna come!” she bellowed as the young man tilted his back.

“Fuuuuuck!” he groaned.

Rope after rope of thick cream launched from his cock directly onto Lisa face. She stroked him relentlessly, pulling his cock closer and rubbing it sloppily across her face and lips as he came. When he was finally spent, Lisa sucked him until he shook uncontrollably and fell back onto the bed.

Lisa looked at me. “What do you think, baby?” Her face was covered with his load, come hanging from her lower lip and chin, her cheeks glistening from the lamplight. I looked down. I had been so entranced that I had come all over my suit without even realizing it. “He came sooo much. Look at me,” she smiled triumphantly.

Lisa made no move to clean her face as the young man gathered himself, putting his shirt back on. “Y’all have a good night,” he said and politely excused himself.

“Who was that guy?” I asked after I heard the door close.

“I found him online. I’ve been planning this for weeks. Don’t worry. I thoroughly checked him out.” Lisa turned her head back and forth, modelling her handywork for me. “So, do you like your wedding present?”

“I’m thinking I’m probably going to end up buying you a car or something,” I joked. I got a good laugh. “So how did you know?”

“I need a drink,” Lisa said, pouring herself a glass of champagne. She sipped it from the glass, leaving a string of come dangling between her lips and the flute. “Like I said. I stumbled on your search history accidentally one day. After that, I started keeping tabs on you. At first, I was a little freaked out. Then, it started to turn me on. And now, here we are. Living the dream.” Lisa punctuated her point by spreading her arms and looking down at her dress. “Oh, look at that. There’s another man’s come on my wedding dress.”

“Damn you’re hot,” I shook my head in awe. “I’m sorry I never told you. I thought you’d probably be mad or disgusted or something with me. I didn’t want to lose you.” I looked at her like a lost puppy dog.

“It’s okay, baby. I love you. You don’t have to hide anything from me.”

I felt a tremendous sense of relief. I pointed at my chin and jokingly said, “You’ve got a little something right there…”

Lisa giggled and joked back, “I think I’m gonna leave it on for a while. I hear it’s really good for your skin.” 

I got up and got myself a glass of champagne, sans semen of stranger, and tasted caviar for the first time. “Hmm. Kind of salty,” I said. “Not bad.”

Lisa and I looked each other and cracked up laughing. We bantered for a little while longer before she started wiping her face clean with a warm, wet washcloth from the bathroom. I was looking forward to making love to my bride when I heard a knock at the door.

“Could you get that, hon? I still have a little bit of come on my face,” she smirked.

I walked to the door wondering who the hell it could be now. I looked through the peephole to see that it was the man Lisa had been dancing with earlier in the evening. I opened the door.

“Hi. Can I help you?” I asked.

“Hey, congratulations, man. I’m Blake.” He held out his hand.

I shook his hand firmly, “Thank you. Nice to meet you, Blake. I’m Alex.” I had no idea what to say next, but I didn’t have to worry for long as Lisa came out from the bedroom.

“Blake-eee,” she sang with a smile. “Come in. Come in. You’re right on time, for once.”

As Blake walked in and hugged my wife, I noticed that he had a present in his hand.  Lisa led him to the couch where they both sat down. I joined them, sitting on the other side of Lisa from Blake, sandwiching her between us.

“I asked Blake to bring his present to us up here. I hope you don’t mind. It’s a bit personal.” Lisa took the present from Blake’s hand and passed it to me. “Here. Open it.”

“You’re full of surprises, tonight. Aren’t you,” I wisecracked. I peeled off the wrapping paper and opened the plain brown box inside. It was a big - really big - black dildo. “You got us a dildo! How thoughtful,” I quipped as though I were talking about a blender.

“That’s not just a dildo, baby,” Lisa explained. “That’s HIS dick. There’s a company you can send a mold of yourself to, and they’ll make a dildo based on your own cock. Isn’t that cool? Now you can watch me get myself off with my ex-boyfriend’s dick anytime you want.”

I held up the rubber dick and examined it more closely. It was big, thick, and veiny. “Jesus, I thought to myself. She used to fuck that thing?” Even he men she fucked in my fantasies were all well hung, Blake was even bigger than in my imaginings.

Lisa took it from my hand to get a closer look. “Wow! They even got the color right. Ooo, and there’s the vein! They did such a good job. Thank you, Blake, for doing that.” Lisa kissed Blake on the cheek.

I didn’t really know what to do or say. I’d never had anyone gift me a dildo before, certainly not my wife’s ex-boyfriend.  As I was wallowing in my awkwardness, Lisa stood up and pulled Blake up by his hand. She started escorting him toward the door, only they didn’t make it there. They stopped in front of the entrance to the bedroom. Lisa turned her head and looked at me. “Are you coming?” she asked. I cocked my head, still gullible despite the evening’s earlier eventfulness. “Aren’t you going to watch me give myself to Blake on our wedding night?”

My cock stirred again immediately.  Lisa was downright diabolical and I loved it. The young man with the champagne and caviar was just the warmup act. I was about to watch a fantasy I had played over and over in my head hundreds of times come true in front of my eyes. She didn’t have to ask me twice. I stood up and followed them into the bedroom.

There was a chair positioned just a few feet from the side of the bed. Lisa must have moved it there when I was answering the door for Blake. Knowing her, she had left little, if anything, to chance. I took the cue and sat down. Blake took Lisa in his arms at the foot of the bed.  Blake towered over her. Lisa reached up on her tiptoes to kiss him. From the beginning there was a passionate familiarity between them, their tongues deep inside each other’s mouths, their hands roaming each other’s bodies.

“God, I missed you,” Lisa cooed as she relieved Blake of his jacket and shirt.

“I missed you, too, sweet girl,” Blake answered.

Lisa began kissing Blake all over his chiseled bare chest. She worked her way down until she was sitting on the bed, Blake’s crotch in her eyeline. Just as she had done with our visitor from earlier, she deliberately unfastened his belt and unbuttoned his pants. This time, however, she didn’t pause at his zipper or look at me. She immediately got his pants and underwear off, never even glancing at me out of the corner of her eye as she freed Blake’s massive hard-on. It easily had to be nine inches, if not ten. Lily was right. The rubber version was spot on.  

“Fuck….yes!” Lisa grinned wickedly. “I remember you.” Lisa went straight to sucking his dick hungrily, stuffing as much of it as she could in her mouth. After watching the way she sucked two big black cocks, I got the distinct impression that sex with me was very different from the sex she’d had with Blake. She was even sloppier with him than with the man from earlier, if that was even possible.  Blake grabbed Lisa by the hair and pulled her head up to look at him. He used his other hand to loudly slap his dick onto Lisa’s face, making her smile through her heavy breathing. Thud, thud, thud, thud…

“Hey, daddy,” Lisa grinned before Blake pushed her head back onto his cock.

After both her face and his cock were glistening from the mess, Blake stood her up and kissed her deeply again. He reached behind her and lowered the zipper on her wedding dress. It fell easily to the ground.  Lisa reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, revealing her perfect 34D breasts. Blake immediately went to work on them, sucking each nipple in turn and massaging her tits with his hands. Lisa’s bronze skin contrasted beautifully with Blake’s dark complexion. As he played with her tits, Blake eased one hand down between her legs, rubbing her sex through her white lace G-string. Lisa stroked his cock upward and kissed his chest as he did. I couldn’t wait anymore and took my cock out. 

As I started masturbating, Lisa glanced at me. The look on her face was different this time. She wasn’t just putting on a show for my benefit. Lisa looked back at Blake, then ran her thumbs into the sides of her panties and eased them down. She sat down on the bed, scooted herself back a few feet, and spread her legs for Blake. Blake slid onto the bed and buried his face between her legs. 

“Ooo, fuck yes,” Lisa exhaled as Blake pleasured her. She cupped his head with her hands and eagerly watched him go down on her. “Fuck, you are so fucking hot.”

Blake reached up and grabbed her tits as he redoubled his efforts between her legs. “Fuck yes,” Lisa cried. “Yes…yes…yessss…I’m coming! I’m coming….” Lisa’s voice went higher and higher in pitch as she came until she reached a note I’m assuming only dogs could hear.

Once Blake had nursed Lisa through her orgasm, he eased his way up her torso until his cock was leveled at her entrance. “Are you ready?” he asked in his deep baritone voice.

“Yes, baby,” she smiled like it was prom night. “I want you to be the first to have me.”

Lisa reached down and guided Blake inside of her. He gently eased his cock into her until her mouth opened with a gasp and her eyes widened. “Oh god,” Lisa whispered. I stroked myself, matching Blake’s pace as he slowly made love to my wife, taking her body and soul.

Lisa held his face in her hands. She was enraptured. “God, I missed your touch, baby.” The two kissed slowly and passionately as Blake moved inside her.  Blake ever so gradually moved faster. Lisa’s breathing grew heavier and heavier. “Yes, baby……..yes…..Oh, god……you’re so deep!”  Lisa wrapped her arms and legs around Blake, pulling him in as close as she could. Blake slid one hand under her and nearly lifted her off the bed. “Yes, baby…yes!”

Lisa moaned and cooed, making noises I had never heard from her before. Blake started grunting. It was apparent he was going to come soon. “Yes, baby….yes!” Lisa repeated, still pulling him close. Blake’s grunts grew louder. “Yes, baby! Come inside me! Yes!” Blake fucked her harder.  Lisa cradled his face in her hands. They stared hypnotically into each other eyes. “Yes,” Lisa whispered, nodding her head rapidly. “Come inside me…Come inside me… Come inside me,” she chanted in a hushed tone over and over until Blake finally let out a bellowing growl and unloaded himself deep inside my wife. 

Blake relaxed onto Lisa’s chest. The two kissed gently. “Oh, I love you, baby,” Lisa cooed. “No one has ever made me feel like you do.” As soon as those words left her mouth, I came, unable to keep myself from moaning. Lisa and Blake ignored me, kissing and embracing each other like lovers.

I sat there for a minute, not knowing what to do. Then Lisa rolled to her side, facing me. She reached for the lamp. “Goodnight, baby. I’ll see you in the morning,” she smiled sweetly just before turning out the light. I walked out of the bedroom, following the light into the living room. I sat on the couch in some kind of altered state, staring at the floor. I heard the bedroom door squeak and looked up to see it close. A few moments later, I heard the shower running and then some giggling and other noises. My cock was hard again, but I knew it would be nearly impossible to come. I gave up and went to sleep on the couch. 

I woke up to the sound of my wife screaming. “Oh, fuck yes! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I could hear the loud, unmistakable rhythmic sound of Lisa being fucked from behind. The bedroom door was open, and I smelled coffee.  They must have been up for a while. I walked into the bedroom just in time to see Blake grab Lisa by her strawberry blonde hair, using it as a rein to pull her head back as he fucked her. “Yes! Yes!” she cried in time with his thrusts. “Oh fuck, I’m gonna come!” she screamed loud enough for the neighbors to hear. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” When she was done, Blake released her hair. Lisa’s head collapsed to the mattress while Blake took her again by the hips, fucking her slowly. After she caught her breath, she noticed my presence.

“Oh hey, baby! Good morning! Did you get some coffee?” Lisa seemed absolutely giddy. Before I could answer her question, Blake started fucking her harder and her body lurched forward with his thrust. “Oooo,” she sang through pursed lips. “I’m sorry, baby. I just wanted him to fuck me one last time before we had to leave. I promise, you can have your turn when we get to France.”

I could tell that Blake was playing with her, fucking slower, then faster, harder, then softer. I sat in the same chair from the night before. Lisa couldn’t help but look directly at me. “He fucks me so good, baby,” she teased.  I took my cock out. “Did I ever tell you he used to fuck me in front of his friends? They used to come all over me. He never let me fool around with them, though.”

“Fuck,” I groaned.

“That’s not true,” Blake protested. “Remember that one night.”

“Oh yeah! There was this one night that I got drunk and sucked off like three of his friends,” she giggled.

“Five,” Blake corrected. “Six if you count me.”

The thought of my wife servicing six black cocks made me moan with pleasure.

“Maybe we could do that again sometime,” she said to Blake, smiling at me while she did. “Would you like that, Alex? Would you like to see me suck all those dicks?”

I nodded my head, stroking myself greedily.

“Maybe this time, since I’m not with Blake anymore, you’d let me fuck them, too.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, getting closer. Blake fucked Lisa harder, matching my pace.

Lisa’s head was rocking back and forth. She intently watched me jerking off while Blake sawed in and out of her. “I’m gonna fuck so many big black cocks for you, baby. We’ll both be in heaven.”

We were all getting close to coming when Blake pulled out of Lisa. She quickly jumped to the floor on her knees right in front of me. Blake ambled off the bed after her, standing over her with his cock in his hand.

“Yes!” Lisa nodded, fingering herself and holding her tongue out as a target. I leaned forward in my chair, Lisa’s face only a foot from mine. Blake held her head by her hair with one hand and jerked himself with the other.  “Yes! Give it!” Lisa demanded, herself near orgasm.  I had a front row seat as Blake shot a huge load all over Lisa’s tongue and face. She grabbed his cock and shoved it greedily in her mouth like a pacifier. I came watching my wife whimper onto Blake’s huge black cock as she brought herself to orgasm.  The room fell silent and all that could be heard was the heaving breathing of three people recovering from their massive respective orgasms. In that moment, I thought that my only regret so far was that we didn’t have the videographer there to get the whole thing on video. 

Lisa got up off her knees. Still covered in Blake’s orgasm, she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “Good morning, hubby,” she grinned and walked into the bathroom.

We almost missed our flight.




Thanks for reading!
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