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​“Gail,” Mark said, looking over at me.

“Do it!” Becky nodded.

We’d spoken about this, but I wasn’t sure I could bring myself to do it.  I figured everyone else there was getting intimately involved, so I felt more comfortable now.

“Do it!” someone else encouraged, without really knowing what the ‘it’ was.

I moved towards the two of them and then, with everyone watching, I dropped to my knees and opened my mouth.

Cheers went up as Mark pulled out of Becky and steered his cock straight to my mouth.  This was a cuckquean wedding alright, and I was cementing that fact in style.

Mark put himself in my mouth and I tasted Becky on him.  I sucked along his slick pole, keeping him stiff for her as the crowd went wild.

Cum had already started to fly around me as excited guests got what they were after, and as I knelt beneath them, I felt spatterings of it hit my dress.

I remember looking up and seeing several stiff cocks pointed in my direction as Mark took himself away from me and started to fuck Becky again.

Fuck, I felt like such a worthless slut.  I beckoned one of the faceless cocks towards me and without even looking at its owner, put it right in my mouth.

I started to suck and jerk it, hoping to make Mark as jealous as I felt, but he barely even looked.  He’d got the prize he wanted, and he was busy ravaging her.

I gasped as the cock I was sucking started to cum.  I flinched away, but the ropes just hit my dress and face.  Eventually I put my lips back around it, just to make sure I knew where the load was going.

The bitter saltiness coated my mouth.  I didn’t know what else to do but swallow, and as one cock departed, another one arrived.

Soon I was servicing several of our guests, and they weren’t all single men.  It was as though it was all part of the ceremony, you know?  Turn up, watch a couple get married, come in the wife’s mouth and go enjoy the buffet.

But I wanted my guests to enjoy themselves, so whenever a cock came in front of me, I started to suck it, and before I knew it, I could feel their cum in my belly, like it was a soup-starter before the main course.

Whenever I looked back to Mark, he was busy fucking our cuckcake.  Getting rid of his first load had increased his staying-power, and as the men around us ejaculated, sometimes into my mouth and other times on my dress or the floor, Mark just kept on going.

“Get in here,” Mark said, looking back to me finally.

He did a double-take as I took someone’s cock from my mouth.  He looked at the owner, and I could tell he was trying not to let it ruin his day.  I don’t think he realized that I’d already made several guys come in my mouth.

“Eat her out,” Mark said, and he grabbed my hair and put me in place as he pulled his cock out of Becky.
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Weddings can be anything you want these days; you just have to find the right people to officiate them, and the right venue to accommodate them.  My husband and I had done both in our meticulous planning of the ceremony, but it wasn’t to be your typical wedding.

You see, Mark—that’s my husband—and me have this pretty unique relationship going on that not all my friends approve of.

I’m a cuckold, or cuckquean, to be more exact.  There’s nothing I love more than seeing my husband satisfied, and I know I’m not always the one to be able to do it.  In my stead, there’s my bridesmaid and best friend, Becky.

Becky was half my age, and I met her at the salon where I started working several years ago to make some extra money.  She had this infectious personality and an unrivalled lust for life, and I guess I just wanted to keep her around as much as I could.

Mark was smitten by her the second he was introduced.  I asked him after a couple of months if he was sweet on her in the way I thought he was.  He was coy at first, but he eventually confessed.  I told him it was only natural for him to be attracted to her.  She was twenty-two, and she had an absolutely smoking figure.  Pair that with her adventurous and generally kind personality, and you’ve got a woman you’d stick with for the rest of your life.

Anyways, I’d told Becky about what Mark thought about her, and she confessed instantly that she found him attractive.  I didn’t even have to say anything.  She just kept talking about his ass and how much she enjoyed staring at it, as well as his broad shoulders and dazzling smile.

To be honest, they were the same things that I’d seen in Mark when I’d met him, and it was nice to have someone appreciate that.

Before long, I was suggesting to Becky that she join us in a menage-a-trois.  She didn’t need much convincing.  It was my husband that took the longest to persuade.  He was sure it was some kind of trick or trap, but when we all got together, he soon realized he had nothing to worry about.

It had been so fucking hot watching her with him that first time.  They were nervous and slow, but that made the payoff all the sweeter.  Watching her face when Mark put himself inside her made me melt, and hearing them come together was something else.

I was hooked immediately.  I’d only read a little bit online about this dynamic, but I knew I wanted more of this jealous humiliation.  With Mark and I thinking of marriage, it seemed only right to involve Becky in some way.

At first, she was just the bridesmaid, but soon I got the idea for her to be our wedding cuckcake.  People have all kinds of themed weddings these days, we figured that this was just another one of those.

The reactions were as mixed as you’d expect.  Our families refused to entertain the idea and replied that they’d not be supporting us.  Our friends though were as liberal as we were, and almost all of them had told us they’d never be anywhere else.

We set about planning, and our imaginations just got the best of us.  In the end, the ceremony looked very different to what most people expected, and we had to find the right venue to cater for us.

It turns out money will get you almost anything, and with the help of some generous family donations, we were able to get the exact wedding we wanted.

I was so fucking nervous on the big day.  I remember turning up to the church, stepping out of the classic sports car we’d hired, and looking ahead at the rows of my friends.  My stomach twisted with nervous excitement.

All of them were smiling, and at the front of the room I saw my husband, looking back with glassy eyes as I started my slow walk down the aisle.

Becky led me forwards, gripping my arm excitedly and waving to the people she recognized sat in the seats along the aisle.

When we got to the front, she kissed my husband and stood at his side, setting the tone for the rest of the day.

I could feel the excitement in the room.  Everyone had a general idea that this was going to be different, but I don’t think they appreciated how different.  The practice ceremony had been a delight, and I couldn’t wait to replicate it in front of the guests.

So, as our celebrant welcomed everybody to the venue, Becky got down on her knees as planned and started to open Mark’s belt.

There were mutterings behind us, but I kept my focus on the lady officiating, waiting for my cues and rehearsing the responses in my head.

I tried not to focus on what was happening to me right, but it was difficult to ignore the sound of the zipper and the gentle sucks and kisses that came from Becky as the attendees murmured behind me.

“Do you, Mark Clayton, take Gail Hayward to be your lawfully wedded wife?” she asked, looking at him.

“I do,” he groaned, with Becky pushing his stiff cock into her neck.

There were giggles and titters from the crowd, and it really helped to settle my nerves.  I clasped my hands and smiled ahead, awaiting my turn.

“And do you, Gail Hayward, take Mark to be your lawfully wedded husband?”

“I do,” I beamed.

“Mark and Gail Clayton, I now pronounce you husband and wife.  Mark, you may now kiss the bride.”

There was rapturous applause as my husband turned to me.  He couldn’t move too freely, so I took a step towards him and watched out for Becky at his feet.  She was grinning up at us with her eyes, her mouth firmly around my husband’s cock as her tongue did untold things to him.

The kiss was deep and rich.  I wanted to taste his tongue and feel the pleasure in him that Becky gave him.

The blowjob continued for a few moments afterwards.  Every single one of us watched patiently, including the lady who’d officiated.  She was free to leave, but I think she was as keen to see the act finished as we all were.

“Go on, Mark!” shouted one of our friends, and Mark gave a brief smile before closing his eyes to focus.

Becky was ravenous.  It was like she’d been saving herself for this day.  She’d had her hair and make-up done professionally, and she worked Mark’s cock like she was a professional too.

Soon the room was filled with the sloppy sounds of her wet tongue and mouth sucking around him.  She took him from her lips to beat his cock in her fist, snarling at it and looking back at me.

“I can feel him,” she said.  “He’s ready.”

I nodded and tried to act as demurely as I could, but beneath my dress, my panties were soaking.  I found out soon that I wasn’t the only one in that room turned on.  Many of my friends stowed stiff cocks in their boxer-shorts, or
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