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A Futa Exhibitionist Ménage Adventure

It was our very first time at a shemale swingers’ party; it had taken my darling wife, Kirsty, and I many months of meticulous planning and building up of courage to get ourselves to the point at which we were comfortable giving this whole new aspect to our sex life a try. 

Kirsty looked absolutely stunning in the little blue dress I’d picked out for her from the sluttiest section of the clubwear catalog; it was made from a dark blue mesh material that was practically see-through and showed off her incredible body, it was obscenely short – barely reaching below the sensual curve of her wonderfully peachy buttocks – and cut to a deep V in the neck to show off my wife’s perky, braless breasts and dark, taut nipples. The dress also gave away the fact that my usually demurely dressed wife was entirely sans underwear, her bare ass and denuded pussy were clearly visible through the fine material, which completed the entire bimbo look we had been going for. Kirsty’s sexy look was made complete by the killer black, patent heels she wore, all shiny and sensually strappy; they showed off her sexy feet and red-painted toes to perfection.

As for me, I’d adhered to the party’s strict dress code and wore a crisp, white (and very expensive) shirt, black slacks and smart shoes; I’d also gone commando that night, although that was more for convenience later than for aesthetic purposes. 

So, there we sat, a little out of our depth, nursing our complimentary glasses of chilled champagne, and watching the impossibly beautiful people who were already cavorting – some entirely and most unashamedly naked – with the seemingly endless array of stunning t-girls, even though the night was still young. 

Kirsty and I had fantasised for a long time about joining a transsexual orgy at an elite TS swingers’ club, often while we were in the midst of a hot, sweaty fucking session in the bed we’d shared for almost ten years. She would be on top of me, my rock-hard cock thrust deep inside her tight, bare and unimaginably juicy pussy, and as he ground her swollen clit hard against my pubic bone with her delicious teacup tits jiggling wildly, she would describe to me just how she would love to get naked and fuck strangers in full and public view of other swingers – and that she would love for me to be able to explore my shemale fetish in a safe and highly sensual setting. 

We’d agreed beforehand that for this very special night, anything would go – sexually speaking – which meant we had given each other permission to fuck, suck or anything we wanted anyone at all - although we both had a hidden agenda, tonight was to be my first foray into the sexy transgender world. 

A young t-girl sat down next to us, and I think that she was as nervous as we were, although I got the feeling that this was far from her first time. 

“I’m J’Terrica,” the sexy shemale introduced herself. 

“Hi,” Kirsty – always the gregarious one in our marriage – said with a salacious smile and an undisguised letch at J’Terrica’s massive, liquid breasts that were all but flowing out of her tight, shiny pink mini dress. 

“It’s good to meet you,” J’Terrica giggled, her monster tits wobbling like huge mounds of pink jello – and I imagined my cock slipping easily between them, fucking her deep, dark cleavage until I spurted my hot, creamy cum all over those trembling mounds, to be rubbed sensuously into the smooth skin and wide, dark pink nipples until they glistened with my juices. I could easily imagine myself being seduced by her deep, blue eyes, fit, toned, tanned body and the huge fully functional surprise I hoped she had hidden away within the scant confines of her miniscule outfit.  

“Your wife is gorgeous,” J’Terrica said to me, her eyes roaming the length and breadth of Kirsty’s largely exposed body as she people-watched, lingering along her long, shapely legs – and then all the way up to her creamy, smooth thighs. 

“So are you,” I replied, having to raise my voice a little above the mood music that – even though reasonably loud – was doing a poor job of drowning out the moans, groans and squeals of pleasure coming from the various bed areas that were strategically placed around the club. “You have phenomenal breasts,” I said, surprising myself – having never knowingly been in the presence of t-girl – or swingers for that matter - before, the only etiquette I only knew was what I’d managed to glean online prior to our special night at the TS swingers’ club. 

I needn’t have worried, because J’Terrica grinned at me with approval flashing in her eyes; she was delighted that I was lusting after her. “Maybe you’ll get to have some fun with them later?” she grinned, and I felt my untethered cock twitch down in my pants. “Personally, I’d love to get my hands on the both of you,” she added, with another lascivious look up and down at both mine and Kirsty’s bodies. “If that’s something you are into, of course?” 

I nodded; my mouth too dry to speak – were we that obvious? I took a sip of my chilled champagne, partly to relieve my suddenly parched throat, and partly to boost the Dutch courage I so badly needed; I’d never been hit on by a transsexual gal before – especially such a hot one - and I have to admit, I found it to be one hell of a turn on!

“I think we should go explore,” J’Terrica said as she stood up from the luxurious, cream leather couch that was so incredibly comfortable. She held Kirsty’s hand to help her up from the sofa, their fingers entwined as if they were already intimate lovers. 

My sexy wife looked even sexier standing beside the J’Terrica, who had squeezed her shapely figure into what had to have been the tightest dress known to man, the outline of her body so luscious and untainted by any underwear lines whatsoever. 

“That’s an awesome idea,” Kirsty said with a salacious smile, “what do you say, Ramon?” She held out her free hand to me, as if I needed any further enticement. 

I was up and on my feet in an instant; my cock twitching against the silky lining of my pants, and a quick glance down told me that J’Terrica was feeling the same way too; I could see the slight bulge forming down by the dangerously low hem of her dress, and all I wanted to do right then and there was reach inside and pull out what I imagined would be a magnificently thick, t-girl cock. 

The three of us wandered around the basement club, checking out the scantily clad, cavorting couples, many of whom were already caught up in the whole sexuality of the place; there were bare breasts, exposed pussies – everywhere from full bush to neatly trimmed to freshly shaved was unabashedly on show – cocks anywhere semi to fully erect, fucking, sucking and everything in between. All of this served well to get my cock throbbing and well on its way to full tumescence, the front of my pants bulging outwards in a most noticeable way. 

We kind of gravitated towards the orgy room, in the center of which stood a massive bed quite easily the size of a half dozen or so queen sized mattresses, dressed with crisp, white cotton sheets, most of which were already crumpled from the hot, sexy action that was going on upon that expansive bed. The double doors to the orgy room were wide open, the bed itself in full view of the bar, where a bunch of the sexy revellers sipped at their garishly colored cocktails and watched the horny action – and at once I felt a tad scared, hoping that I would be able to perform in front of a live audience, as it were.

There was already a handful of people on the bed, three t-girls and five guys, all incredibly sexy, naked and totally into each other. Hands and tongues were busy everywhere, touching, probing, caressing, rubbing, and I was delighted to see that two of the shemales were busy frottering their long, thick dicks against one another’s, their gorgeously feminine faces a picture of complete bliss; I smiled at J’Terrica, who gave me a knowing smile back – we were certainly on the same page here. 

“Strip,” Kirsty said to J’Terrica, her instruction coming somewhat out of the blue. “You, too, Ramon,” she added, as she wriggled out of her tight, see-through, blue dress to stand before the pair of us – and the folks at the bar – completely naked but for her vertiginous, fuck-me shoes. 

J’Terrica and I shed our clothes, our new futanari friend peeling her sexy dress down along her beautifully proportioned body the most magnificent twin, pink orbs of her tits jiggling and swaying as she did so, her huge, brown nipples taut and puckered with the excitement of their public exposure. And then, her huge she-cock bobbed free, and I was delighted to see that it was every inch as spectacular as I’d imagined.

We stood there, my sexy wife and I, as naked as the day we were born, all of our most intimate bits entirely exposed in front of a transsexual gal we had only just met, in an unbelievably public place – I offered a silent prayer of thanks to the dick god for ensuring that I didn’t embarrass myself by wilting under the scrutiny of so many people. 

I needn’t have worried though, the folks on the bed were all too wrapped up in their own scene – two of the guys were double-teaming one of the t-girls, a sexy, petite blonde transsexual with the sweetest, jutting tits, who was moaning with delight at the thick cock stiffed to its hilt in her pretty little mouth, and the one sliding rhythmically in and out of her tight, wet she-gina with incredibly sexy squelching sounds as her stiff cocked bobbed playfully up and down. 

The folks at the bar all looked on, their eyes caressing every inch of Kirsty’s naked body – and mine, too – along with J’Terrica’s, who seemed to be loving every second of playing the nude exhibitionist for her impromptu audience. 

Kirsty kicked off her shoes and clambered onto the bed, pulling J’Terrica along with her; the two then tumbled around on the expensive looking sheets, locked in a passionate tongue kiss, my hot wife’s hands busy caressing and squeezing J’Terrica’s huge mammaries and tweaking hard at her delicious nipples like they were brand new toys. 

Standing there by the massive orgy bed, watching intently as my exceptionally sexy wife enjoyed the futa’s hot, naked body, I cast an admiring glance down at J’Terrica’s big pink she-cock – whilst mine was no slouch in either the length or the girth departments, hers was all that, and then some – a good nine, nine and a half inches long, as thick as a baby’s wrist, its dark, bulbous head broad and fat and delectably exposed. It was also most impressively erect, jutting out from her dark skinned, smooth, gym-toned body, pointing directly towards me as if picking me out in a horny line up. In return, my dick pointed straight back at J’Terrica, a tiny drop of pre-cum glistening at its tip. 

“Are you gonna join in, or are you just going to stand there gawking?” J’Terrica asked, her smiling ruby red lips shimmering with Kirsty’s juices – she’d been slurping noisily at my wife’s bare pussy, her mass of tousled, blonde hair nestled between Kirsty’s spread wide thighs. Clearly, J’Terrica was a veteran at all of this, and I longed to ask her just how many TS swingers’ parties and orgies she had attended, and just how many newbies she had seduced along the way. 

But there were more pressing matters to attend to, such as the two sexy gals entwined in their salacious tryst and enticing me towards them, and the temptingly naked, big she-cock that throbbed barely inches away from my own dick that was just aching to be sucked. 

I climbed onto the bed next to my cavorting wife and the incredibly hot shemale – they were busy sixty-nineing each other, laying on their sides with Kirsty’s leg raised high to allow access to her denuded vulva as she sucked upon J’Terrica’s huge dick, and I could hear the wet slurping sounds of their busy mouths above the ambient music and the moaning and groaning of the others on the bed. 

I positioned myself behind J’Terrica, my body pressed tight into her back, my rock-hard cock jabbing at the perfect hemispheres of her creamy white ass cheeks, longing to venture between them, and disappear into that oh so inviting crevasse to seek out the moist delights within. I reached around her slightly sweating body to fondle her huge tits, my fingers all but sinking into the wonderfully firm-yet wobbling flesh. I quickly found her nipples, which I tweaked and squeezed until the t-girl moaned out loud, her voice muffled by the sodden, swollen lips of my hot wife’s slick, soaking pussy. 
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