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About This Book

This is a sordid cheating ffm threesome story of a hothusband breeding another woman on the day of his vow renewals, while his wife watches on.

My husband Harrison and I renew our vows with our loved ones in attendance, but Harrison seems sweeter on my old friend Alice than me.

I tell him I’ve got a treat in store when we get back to our room, and when he sees Alice sitting on the end of the bed in her lingerie, he’s dumbstruck.

I want to watch what you’ve been thinking of doing, you naughty, naughty man.  Please let me clean up the mess afterwards!
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​He moaned long and loud as Alice got to work on him.  I stayed on my knees admiring the act up close and waiting for Alice to look my way.  But she never did.

It was like I was invisible to them now.  I’d granted permission, and since then I’d vanished, with each of them sharing one another and neglecting me completely.  I wondered if they could even hear me.

“Good,” I insisted, but the feeling inside me wasn’t good.  It was dark and twisted, and it brought other emotions to the surface that I’d worked hard to bury.  Suddenly my inadequacies were flourishing, and those thoughts of worthlessness came to the fore.

“Don’t make him come in your mouth,” I whispered.

Alice heard that.  Her eyes opened and she looked at me as she paused.  “Where do you want it?  In yours?”

I shook my head.  “No.”

“Then where?”

“In you,” I said softly.

Alice hadn’t heard.  “Huh?”

“I want him to come inside you,” I said, and it came out louder than I’d wanted.

“Raw?” asked Harrison.  “No condom?”

I nodded, and the flash of brilliant excitement on my husband’s face tore through me like the wind.

“Oh gosh, can we?!” he said, sounding like a kid at the fair.

“That’d be hot,” Alice said, looking at my husband’s spit-soaked cock.

She stroked him and then rubbed roughly down his length, squeezing gently at his balls.

“You got something for me in there?” she asked, grinning up at him.

Harrison wore a knowing smile.  “Stand up,” he said.  “Take off your bra.”

Alice was on her feet and grinning like she was hiding a secret.  She reached behind herself and soon I could see what she was so excited about.

Her tits were amazing.  I’d seen them before and kind of forgot.  I’d expected them to change in the near two decades since college, but they hadn’t.  They sat proudly on her chest in perfect proportions, and Harrison was smitten.

“They broke the mold with you,” he said, and he swept up Alice’s breasts and pressed his face against them.

She giggled as he kissed her, then she hissed a breath when Harrison started to bite at her stiff nipples.  I knelt on the floor and watched like I was in prayer.

Alice wore only her thigh-high, white stockings and her white, high heels now.  Oh, and that amazing garter belt of hers.  I hadn’t seen anyone wear one in years, but Alice wore it like it was in fashion.  It seemed to do so much but hide so little, framing her perfect pussy between the suspender straps.

Harrison stomped out of shoes impatiently and kicked his pants off his legs.  Neither had been cheap, but from the way he treated them, you wouldn’t know it.  Suddenly his priorities had shifted.

He turned Alice roughly and pushed her forwards, and I watched her nipples point down at the bed.  Her face was eager.  She caught my eye.

“Fuck me, Harrison!” she burst.
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Our relationship wasn’t exactly strained, but it wasn’t thriving either.  Harrison, that’s my husband, and I had talked about it and tried to figure out where the problems had started.

Coming off birth control was a big one.  Using condoms kind of took spontaneity out of things, and it all became less exciting.  The bond we so often strengthened when I felt him come inside me was no more.  It just wasn’t the same having him fill that rubber sleeve up when it should have been me.

I trusted Harrison.  He’d always been faithful, but he had a wandering eye that I could spot a mile off.  The number of times I’ve caught him ogling other women is off the charts, but he never tells me what he’s thinking of doing to them, no matter how much I ask.

It might sound fucked up to you, but I figure my husband’s fantasies are just that: fantasies.  If it all happens in his head then that’s fine by me, but I’m increasingly interested in seeing them play out for real.

I know, I know, that’s no way to save a marriage.  Trust me, I’ve thought about it.  I just thought it wouldn’t hurt, you know?  So long as there was no emotion in it.  I even knew who to ask too.

Alice was an old friend that I’d known since college.  You know the kinds of friends that you can just press ‘play’ on the friendship with after pausing it for months?  That was Alice.

She was easy-going and care-free, and she loved to party.  It just so happened that I had a party coming up.

After some convincing, I’d managed to talk Harrison into a vow renewal.  I told him it’d be a clean slate for us to start again from, and that it wouldn’t cost the earth like our wedding did.  In fact, we’d keep the words ‘marriage,’ and ‘wedding’ far away from any planning so that we didn’t get taken for a ride.

Harrison agreed and I got the invitations sent out to everyone who had attended our wedding, as well as some friends we’ve made since then.  Naturally, Alice was one of the first people I thought of.

I told her about my plans, and she was immediately on board.  That was Alice to a T.  You could suggest the most fucked-up things to her, and if it was something that she knew I wanted, she’d do it in a heartbeat.

That’s how I’d got her to travel Asia with me, and it’s how I wound up meeting Harrison.  I’d sent her over to him at a hostel bar to talk me up, and even though Harrison later admitted he’d fallen for Alice first, he wound up marrying me.

The day of our vow renewals went perfectly.  We’d had a beautiful service with laughter and tears, and Alice had even done a reading about how Harrison and I slotted together like a two-piece jigsaw puzzle.  It was all super cute.

I stood across from him in front of our friends and looked into those dazzling blue eyes of his that seemed as fiery as the first day we’d met.  He held my hand and rubbed his thumb across the back of it when he told me how much he loved me.  It felt like I’d fallen for him all over again.

It’d been so long since I’d seen him in a suit that I forgot how good he scrubbed up.  It made me wish I’d wore my wedding dress again, rather than the low-cut white number I’d opted for instead.

Not long after the ceremony the music started, and the drinks began flowing.  Harrison and I were on the dance floor trying to remember the routine that we’d performed at our first wedding, much to everyone else’s laughter.

I remember looking across the dance floor at him and seeing that infectious smile in his eye, then seeing Alice behind him, mouthing something at me.  When we finished, I made my way over to her and asked her what was up.

“You’re still sure about this?” she asked.

“Just make sure you’re there before we are,” I told her, and I gripped her hand.

She nodded at something behind me, and I turned to see Harrison miming lassoing me over towards him.  I played it up for the people watching, bouncing my way towards him in time to the beat and I saw him glance behind me at Alice and give her a small wave.  If only he knew what we had in store.

A few more hours of revelry went by.  A lot of our older guests had left, and the ones that were still there knew exactly why Harrison and I started leaving early for our room upstairs.

We said our goodbyes and got some knowing smiles as we departed arm in arm, and when we got to the elevator, Harrison started telling me what he had planned.

“I’m going to bury my face between your legs when we get back to that room,” he whispered as the elevator doors closed.

My pulse quickened, even though I knew it wasn’t going to go down like that.

“I’ve got something for you back at the room,” I told him.

“What?” he smiled.

“Let it be a surprise.”

“I like surprises.”

“You’re going to love this one.”

I hadn’t seen Alice in some time, so I had to hope that she’d found her way to our room and wasn’t passed out on her own bed.  When I opened the door I could smell her perfume, and my heart started to race.  She was here.

“Go and get on that bed,” Harrison said, leading me ahead of him and patting my ass.

“You first,” I told him, reaching back for his hand.

I led him through to the bedroom and smiled at Alice as I saw her perched on the edge of the bed.  I hadn’t told her to do it, but she’d chosen to wear some white lingerie and a white veil too, as though this was her wedding night and not mine.

I didn’t mind the improvisation at all.  Alice looked fucking hot.  She pulled her lips into her mouth demurely and turned her head to the side, waiting for Harrison to spot her.

“That pussy is—” Harrison began, then he stopped dead in the doorway.  “Alice?!”

Alice turned to him.  She was smoldering.  I don’t know if she’d been practicing, but she was exuding a sexuality that I could only ever dream of.  I looked at Harrison and reveled in his shock.

“Are we in the wrong room?” Harrison asked, looking at me.

I shook my head.  “Looks right to me.”

“But ... Alice.”

I started to laugh.  “I told you I had a surprise in store for you.”

“But ... it’s Alice.”

“Not good enough?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips.

Harrison didn’t know what to do or say.  He stood dumbstruck, looking between Alice and me and wondering when he was going to wake up.

“It’s my gift to you,” I said.  “The start of our new relationship.”

“Gift?”

I took his


















































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
CONNIE CUCKQUEAN

FEMALE CUCKOLDS 51





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





