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About This Book

The heat in the air that summer was turning the temperature up to sizzling steam, and something had to give.

At the local pool a wet t-shirt competition sees my hot husband cast as the judge, crowning bubbly cuckcake Monica as the busty champion.

Feeling adventurous I invited her back to ours for cocktails, where Monica plays the perfect foil to our FFM threesome fantasy in this cuckquean story of high heat and intense passion.
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​She sucked powerfully, pulling back her head and using her hand to jerk the unclaimed, spit-soaked length of Zach’s beautiful cock.  Finally, she popped her lips off the tip and leaned away to drink it in.

“That’s some cock you’ve got there,” she said, looking up at me as though I owned it.  “It must feel so good inside you.”

“It does,” I told her.  “You should try it.”

Her eyes dazzled.  “You mean it?”

I nodded, biting my lip.  When I looked at Zach, he wore a predictable look of trepidation.

“Are you ready for him?” I asked Monica.

“I can be,” she said, standing up and taking down her shorts.

I watched as she took her panties with them, and soon I was looking at the slim elegance of our beautiful companion.

“She’s got a good body, doesn’t she, honey?” I asked, but I didn’t check what Zach was doing now.

Instead, I stared at the naked beauty.  I couldn’t believe that she was in our house, and I couldn’t believe what we were about to do.

“Where do you want me?” asked Monica.

“Here,” I said, taking her arm.  “On the couch.”

Zach walked slowly after us as I sat Monica down on our sofa.  I stood over her and looked down on her giggling face.

“You know what?” I asked, hands on hips.

“What?” Monica said, biting her lip.

“I’ve never gone down on a woman before.”

“Why didn’t you say?” asked Monica, opening her legs.  “That’s something I can help with.”

I stared at the beautiful triangle of fur that sat atop her perfect pussy.  Of course it was perfect.  Monica was ten years younger than me at least, and that was never more apparent than in her tight pussy with its gentle folds.  They draped like petals, looking as cute as Monica’s fresh, young face.

“Beautiful,” I whispered as Zach arrived beside me.

He nudged me with his elbow and spoke out of the corner of his mouth.  “It isn’t going to eat itself.”

Monica stared up at us with this gleeful expression of anticipation.  She kept her legs spread wide, confident in her nakedness.

“Will one of you eat my pussy at least?” she urged eventually.

Zach went to take a step, but I put my hand on his chest and volunteered in his stead.  I sank to my knees and stared forward between those smooth thighs at the juicy pussy in front of me.

“Oh gosh,” I hushed, confronted by the lesbian act finally.

“Just treat me like you’d want yourself treated,” said Monica, sensing my trepidation.

Zach’s wasn’t as cautious.  He mounted the sofa and got his cock as close to Monica’s face as he could.

“I’ll leave you to it,” said Monica, and I watched her mouth open over my husband’s swollen cock all over again.
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It was a summer for the ages.  The days started hot, and they just didn’t stop, with the whole town turning into a melting pot of bubbling angst that was ready to blow over.

In the past all it took was one event to light the dry tinderbox and release all that energy, but that summer lacked a catalyst.

Instead, we developed our own methods of cooling down in the sweltering heat, with milkshake coffees and ice-pops during Zoom meetings.  Everybody did what they could to take the temperature down, but me and my husband Zach decided to take things up a notch.

The local pool had started doing evening events for the adults and Zach and I had attended a few of them.  They started tamely enough, with drinks and dancing, but gradually, their sexuality rose.

It was so imperceptible at first, but Zach and I really noticed when we headed down there one evening to cool off and were met with a sign that read ‘Wet T-Shirt Competition.’

“Is that still a thing?” asked Zach.  “I thought they stopped that kind of stuff.”

“Having fun, you mean?” I joked.

“They must mean something different,” decided Zach, but when we set out towels down poolside, it became clear that it was exactly what we thought it was.

A string of women, and one man, stood in a long line with brilliant-white t-shirts over their bodies.  It was clear that they were wearing nothing beneath, with some women’s nipples being visible without the aid of water.  An excitable man on the mic explained things for the uninitiated.

“It’s a Friday first here at Lyons Pool as we kick off our very own wet t-shirt competition.”

Members of the hundred-strong crowd gave a cheer.  Mostly the guys.  I set my bag down, looking at the spectacle with mild disgust.

“Beats bingo,” shrugged Zach.

“You look practically inconsolable that you can’t play bingo,” I told him dryly.

Zach smirked but looked down, averting his eyes from the processions of people ready to take part in the evening’s activities.

“We just need a judge,” said the compere, looking out over the pool’s attendees.

Hands were thrust into the air and men jostled to be seen, but the MC wasn’t interested in the people who really wanted to judge the competition.

“I think it might be more fun if I pick one of the guys who doesn’t want to do this,” he said, moving through the crowd.

Hands went down as quickly as they went up, but our host couldn’t be fooled.  He moved through the focused and attentive men until he was standing close to my husband.

Zach hadn’t even noticed.  Perhaps that’s why it made him the perfect judge.  He looked down at his phone before stowing it away in the side of his bag and looking up.

He smiled at me, but then it dawned on him that something was happening.  I was looking just over his shoulder as our host arrived.

“You sir,” said the man on the mic.  “You look like a man who enjoys the female form.”

Zach shook his head quickly.  “No, no, no,” he said.  “I’m just here with my wife—”

“Wife!” said the compere.  “Then you’re in a perfectly impartial position to judge.”

One of my eyebrows shot up and he took it as an offer to explain himself.

“You don’t let the hungriest guy be the judge on ‘Is It Cake?’ do you?”

He had a point, in the weirdest way imaginable.  I nodded in Zach’s direction for him to accept the offer.

“Nope,” he said, trying to be firm.  “No way.”

The compere put a hand on his shoulder and turned him to face the competitors.

“Come on,” he said.  “You’re telling me you don’t want to see those women wet and up-close?”

The male competitor with the huge stomach bounced his eyebrows in Zach’s direction too.

“That’s exactly what I’m telling you,” said Zach, trying his hardest not to be lured by the breezy looks of the attractive women that eye-fucked him.

“Come on,” they started to cheer, beckoning Zach forward.

It seemed to soften his resolve now that the competitors themselves were demanding his input.

“Go on,” I encouraged.  “I’m not going to divorce you for looking at a pair of breasts.”

Zach relented and walked off with the compere.

“What’s your name, sir,” said the host.

“Zach,” said my husband, stooping close to the mic.

“Ladies and gentlemen, Zach!” said the MC, lifting his hand in triumph.

A raucous applause rang out, and Zach started to smile.  It was endearing to see him lap up their adulation and try to remain humble.

“Okay, Zach,” said the host.  “We’re going to go one-by-one here, okay?  You’re going to get a good look at each person before deciding which one has the best chest.”

“Okay,” nodded Zach, taking it very seriously.

I stood with my hands on my hips and a smile on my face as I watched Zach be positioned in front of the first competitor.

She was a short brunette with broad hips and a pretty face.  She smiled at Zach, and it was the smile I’d seen from so many women before as they were confronted with my husband’s quiet handsomeness.

“Ready?” asked the host, signaling to an assistant.

Zach nodded, and immediately a bucket of pool-water was thrust against the woman’s t-shirt.  It went see-through in an instant, sticking to her skin and showcasing the assets beneath.

“That’s number one,” said the host.  “Get a good look.”

Zach focused on her chest like he was studying for the exam.  God knows what criteria he was evaluating in his head.

“Okay,” he said, nodding.  “Okay, next.”

“Next!” cheered the MC.  “He wants more!”

I’ve got to hand it to the host; he worked the crowd perfectly.  They were in a frenzy, with scarcely a single person focusing on anything else.  I guess the prospect of ten pairs of wet tits will do that to a bunch of people.  Shit, even I was intrigued.

“Number two,” the compere said, and so the show went.

My husband took careful consideration over nine pairs of beautiful tits and one pair of man-boobs, lingering on one woman in particular.

Her name was Monica, and she was beautiful.  I don’t know what she was doing in the wet t-shirt competition when she could have just as easily been modeling for real.  I guess she liked the attention, and she really knew how to wield it.

She’d gotten Zach’s attention when she’d shaken her shoulders in front of him after her dousing, swinging her big, ripe tits and causing my husband to turn a shocked shade of red.

He looked back at me to check I was still on board with the spectacle.  I guess my laughter told him it was okay, and I laughed harder when he used his hand as a fan to waft his face.

She was a livewire alright, and as the host awaited Zach’s verdict, I made a bet with myself that he’d choose Monica.

“So, what’s it going to be?” pressed the judge.

Zach stood there, pinching his chin between his thumb and forefinger as though it was the most important decision of his life.

The crowd started to cheer for his verdict, and I found myself joining in with the metronomic clapping as we shouted his name.

“I guess ... if I have to choose ...” began Zach, and the audience hung on tenterhooks.  “Monica.”

I knew it.  The crowd seemed to know it too as they cheered loudly in agreement, with some sections advancing on Zach to bounce around him boisterously.

Monica was all smiles.  The stood the with her perfect teeth and perfect tits, swaying from the hip as she showcased her assets.

“Go and crown her,” said the host, urging Zach forward.

He approached and extended his arm, with Monica looking dreamily into his eyes as she grabbed his hand and shook it.

“Thank you,” she smiled.

“You’re welcome,” he said, lingering on her beauty.

He snapped away and looked back for me, handing the microphone back to his host.  Monica watched him leave.

When he returned, I opened my arms for him and gave him a big kiss on the cheek.

“I knew you could do it,” I beamed, happy that Zach had gotten involved.

The night rolled in slowly as people drank and partied around the pool, and at around ten o’clock Zach and I packed up our things and readied for home.  That was when Monica approached.

“Hey,” she said, her t-shirt dry now.  “I just wanted to say thank you again.”

“Oh, hey,” Zach said, glancing in my direction as he spoke.  “It was my


























































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
SUMMER
FEMALE CUCKOLDS 71





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





