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EXCERPT 

I felt strong fingers wrapping themselves around my aching shaft as J’Terrica reached out for me. In an instant, my member perked up and was back to full attention whilst she cupped my smooth balls and squeezed them gently. 

“My, they are full,” she said, her voice a low. Growling purr. “We shall have to do something about that, won’t we?” And so saying, she lowered herself down towards my long, thick cock, and licked at its salty tip with her warm, wet tongue. I glanced over at Kirsty, who was clearly loving the start of my futagirl show, her own ecstasy written all over her sex-flushed face as she rubbed at her clitty with firm, circular motions, making her chest heave with pleasure, her gorgeous titties rising and falling with increasing rapidity. 

I gasped as my cock slid in between J’Terrica’s lips and on deep into her warm, wet mouth. I felt her tongue swirling around the bulging head of my dick, probing into the slippery eye at its tip like a curious little creature – one thing that was always guaranteed to drive me crazy. I thrust gently into J’Terrica’s mouth, my mind swimming with the realization that I was – finally – indulging my shemale fantasises, and not only in front of my wife, but with her full consent and arousal. 

I clasped J’Terrica’s head as she sucked and slurped at my throbbing, rock hard cock, my fingers buried in her long, blonde hair. I ventured one hand down and around, seeking out a nipple to play with – I so badly wanted to have my fun with that monstrous cock of hers, but that was impossible, given the position we were in; I would simply have to wait for that particular delight. 

I could feel the build up of orgasmic pleasure deep in my belly and down in my heavy, pendulous balls that were slapping against J’Terrica’s chin as she gobbled my dick all the way down to its base, my thick, rubbery glans nudging at the back of her throat. I groaned out my satisfaction and thrust a little harder into J’Terrica’s mouth, amazed at just how much like a sweet, wet pussy it felt. 

“Are you enjoying having your cock sucked off by a hot shemale, my darling?” Kirsty said, her voice filled with wanton lust, her eyes full of naughtiness. “Why don’t you return the favor? You know how you’ve always wanted to suck futa dick in front of me.” 

I felt my cheeks flush - and my cock twitch – my wife’s dirty talk always turned me on, but there was just something altogether different about hearing those filthy words spilling from her normally demure mouth in a room filled with strangers, and that made it all the more exciting. 

J’Terrica pulled away from my mouth, garnering a groan of disappointment from me – I’d have been more than happy for her to have continued on until I came, merrily spurting thick ropes of creamy cum over her wickedly expert tongue and all down the back of her eager throat whilst she gulped it down noisily. 

But, fair is fair, it was her turn, and my darling wife had been correct – I had always harbored the fantasy of sucking on a huge futanari cock whilst she looked on. 
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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, hers 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. 
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