
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Copyright 2017 Jennifer Lynne

Find ALL of Jennifer Lynne’s short stories, collections and novels on 

her website: http://www.jenniferlynneerotica.com

All characters in these stories are fictional and 18 years or older

Futanari, my Hot Wife and the Cuckold Bundle:

Futagirl on girl, Hotwife Swinging with Transsexuals

By

Jennifer Lynne



​Excerpt

The Hot Wife, the Shemale and the Wardrobe: 

Futanari, my Hot Wife and the Cuckold Book 1

By

Jennifer Lynne

I watched my wife giving expert head to the shemale, the t-girl’s magnificent breasts bouncing and rippling gently with each thrust into Lydia’s greedy, slurping mouth. Misha’s fingers buried themselves deep into in my wife’s hair, guiding her head as rhythmically the shemale mouth-fucked the woman who had up until now had never had another cock between her lips but mine. Quietly, I unzipped my pants and eased out my rock hard, throbbing cock, sighing softly at the relief I felt to have it set free of its stifling confines – I couldn’t begin to imagine the relief Misha had felt upon liberating hers from those tiny tight panties. Taking great care not to knock my elbow on the closet door and thus give myself away, I stroked my hot, stiff shaft in time to the shemale’s cock that slid wetly in and out of my wife’s sweet yet surprisingly dirty mouth. 

Misha pulled away, her cock slipping out from Lydia’s lips with a wet slurping sound. As she did so, a long string of saliva dribbled down onto my wife’s tits, glistening there like a slivery splash of slippery cum. Lydia made a disappointed noise as the cock was taken away from her and I’d swear that she was actually pouting. The shemale grasped my wife’s hands and had my wife stand up, pulling her close so that their tits were pressed hard against one another’s, stiff nipples digging into each other’s and soft, pliant flesh smooshing together. Misha hooked her fingers into the taut waistband of Lydia’s tiny shorts, tugging on them to ease the tight material down over the firm, round hemispheres of her ass, in effect peeling the garment off like my hot wife was some kind of exotic fruit. 
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I had suspected something was going on for some time, pretty much from the moment my hot wife began taking pole dancing classes at the local strip club. Of course she’d assured me that everything with the lessons was above board, that the club merely rented out its unused space during the daytime for bored housewives and wannabe strippers to strut their stuff, get into shape and take some time out of their otherwise dull daily routine. 

Of course I’d reaped the benefits of Lydia’s pole dancing lessons, my already incredibly sexy wife had become even hotter than before, her lean, tanned body had become ever more toned and supple with the exercise she was getting, plus she’d taken to buying the skimpiest of outfits to wear for the classes – informing me that the general idea was the more bare skin on show the better; all the better to cling to the slippery chrome dance poles with. She’d even persuaded me to install a stripper pole in our bedroom, so that she could show me her hottest, most seductive moves whilst wearing those miniscule booty shorts, vertiginous strappy shoes and skimpy tops that barely contained her 36DD breasts she had purchased from some specialist online store. And I have to confess that the whole thing had worked wonders for our up until then somewhat stale sex life! 

But then I’d noticed a not so subtle change in Lydia; she was going to her classes practically every day of the week and would talk not stop about her instructor, Raymond, who she swore blind was as gay as the day was long. However, I had a sneaking feeling that this could well be a smokescreen on her part and that my wife had a major crush on the guy. My imagination took over the rest of the story, picturing Raymond as a huge buff black guy fucking my wife’s hot, wet pussy every evening after class, her butt-hugging, shiny silver shorts hastily pulled to one side in order to allow his monster cock easy access to her slippery, shaved hole. 

So, one night I’d told Lydia that I would be working away overnight at a conference in Cincinnati, parked the car a few blocks away and let myself into the house when I knew she’d be at her evening class. I made my way up to our bedroom – figuring that would be the first place she’d take any lover she brought home – and waited patiently.

It was dark when Lydia finally arrived home, much later than the time she’d usually arrive back after her class, and by the sounds of the girlish giggling and stumbling about as she burst through our front door, I could tell that she had had more than a fair amount to drink. 

There was also the matter of the other voice I heard giggling and loud whispering; my wife had most definitely brought someone home with her! It was beginning to look as if my suspicions had been right all along.

My heart sank as I realized that the voice was most definitely a woman’s. My hot, sexy wife had simply made a friend in her class and had brought her home instead of some huge mountain of muscle with a monster cock to plough her tight, wet pussy and make her cum whilst she screamed the house down. Sitting on our bed, my mind full of pre-judgements, I began to feel quite shitty about the whole deal. 

“There’s no need to whisper, my husband is away all night,” I heard Lydia say as she collapsed into a fit of drunken chuckles as if what she’d just said was the funniest thing ever. 

“So what are we waiting for?” I heard the other woman’s voice say. “Are you going to show me your pole or not?” And she too had a fit of drunken laughter at what I assumed was meant to be a double entendre, albeit a clumsy one.

“Of course I am, it’s the best thing Chris ever did for me,” Lydia said as she began to make her way up the stairs. “It’s worked wonders for our sex life.” 

At this, I felt a tad proud of myself, almost forgetting that I was sitting on our bed in some half-assed attempt at catching my wife out in a non-existent clandestine liaison. Panicking at the sound of two sets of footsteps on our polished wood staircase, I leapt from the bed and secreted myself in the wardrobe, not even considering that I was most likely destined to spend the entire night in there. 

The closet in our bedroom is one of those that you see in the horror movies; the kind with the little slats on the doors. This meant that whilst I was completely hidden amongst the crammed rows of my wife’s vast amount of clothes, I had a perfect view of the entire boudoir. And also a perfect view of the fucking that my poor, innocent wife was not about to get. 

“Ta-da!” Lydia announced as she and her new friend stumbled into the bedroom. “What do you think, Misha?” she asked. 

“Wow!” her new friend gasped and sashayed over to stroke the glimmering chrome pole in the center of our spacious bedroom. 

I peered out through the slats at my wife and her friend, Misha, my cock twitching ever so slightly as my eyes took in the startling lack of clothing that the two of them were exhibiting. I’d seen Lydia dressed for her pole dancing classes before, of course, but it seemed like tonight she’d really gone the extra mile – possibly because she didn’t have me and my suspicious mind to come home to. She wore the tiniest pair of gold lame booty shorts that stretched taut across her firm, round ass like a second skin. The legs of the shorts stopped a third of the way up her buttocks, exposing a goodly part of her bare ass cheeks to the world. The waistband of the gold shorts – if you could call it that – sat just below her hip bones, so low at the front that had she not been an avid shaver, Lydia would have been showing more than a decent sized tuft of pubic hair. Naturally the shorts were ridiculously tight at the front too, so tight in fact that they nestled all the way up into Lydia’s vulva, parting her full outer lips and clinging to her neat slit – so tight that even from my hiding place in the wardrobe I could make out the outline of my hot wife’s inner labia and the slight dip where her pussy hole lay. My wife also wore a bikini top that matched the shorts in color and brevity, and which was equally inadequate in the coverage stakes; Lydia’s bountiful tits bulged out of the front, sides and underside of the tiny triangles of gold cloth, her nipples stiff and prominent through the flimsy material. She’d taken off her shoes – a rule of the house that her friend had obeyed also – and was deliciously barefoot, her perfectly pedicured toes painted a gaudy blood-red. 

Of course it occurred to me that my incredibly sexy wife had actually been out of the house dressed like that, and most likely without a coat too. And the idea of her driving around in such a state of undress – as well as walking across the strip club’s parking lot in broad daylight for anybody to see – made my cock twitch just a little more. 

Misha – my wife’s new found friend looked equally hot. She wore a metallic blue, tight tank top that showed off her taut, tanned and delectably bare midriff and exaggerated her huge jiggling breasts that looked to be even bigger and firmer than Lydia’s. She wore a tiny, ass-skimming tartan miniskirt under which lay tight black silky briefs that clung to at least some of her bulging, shapely buttocks like she’d painted the things on. Misha had long dancer’s legs that were honey brown and tightly muscled, no doubt a result of all the hours of the intense pole dancing classes she shared nightly with my wife. 

“Put some music on, then,” Misha said, flashing my wife a smile that made my mind race and my dick throb uncomfortably in my pants. 

“Bossy boots!” Lydia laughed as she flicked on the iPod that sat on her nightstand and the room filled with pulsing rock music. 

Misha began to dance. She wrapped her tall, lithe body around the smooth pole with an expert’s ease. She then lifted herself up and gripping the pole with only her strong, shapely thighs she dangled upside down, her magnificent tits straining hard to escape her skimpy top. He skirt – or at least what passed as a skirt – lifted up and I had a teasing eyeful of Misha’s firm, round ass and bulging, silk-clad crotch.

My wife Joined Misha at the pole, the two of them dancing, gyrating and grinding against the thing as if it were some long, shiny metallic cock, and as I watched Lydia rub her slit up and down the pole, the glinting chrome slipping between her lycra covered lips, I could feel my dick throbbing ever harder down in my pants. 

And before long, the two of them were grinding suggestively against each other. My wife and her strip club buddy entwined their arms, stroked each other’s firm, lightly perspiring bodies and wrapped their legs around one another’s. Misha then gripped Lydia’s thigh between hers, sensuously rubbing her crotch in time to the pumping music against the bare, damp skin, humping my wife’s naked leg like a frisky dog. 

I simply couldn’t take my eyes off the sight of my scantily clad wife and her buxom, incredibly fit friend as they rubbed their hot bodies together, breasts smooshed into each other, flat, toned bellies pressed tight against one another, hands roaming freely to explore each other’s curves. I began to see clearly the way this tryst was going, and from the way my wife’s hands were wandering the length and breadth of Misha’s hot, young and incredibly supple body, I knew that I was about to witness my wife’s first foray into the world of sapphic delights. As I watched, Lydia’s hands crept around to Misha’s chest, squeezing her huge, pliable tits like they were massive stress toys. Misha moaned out loud and kissed my wife full on the lips, her long, pink tongue sliding into Lydia’s mouth, eagerly seeking out hers. 

Lydia and I had often fantasized whilst we fucked about her taking a lover and cuckolding me, but never in this way. In our fantasies I was always supposed to be involved, watching from the sidelines whilst my wife was fucked hard and fast until she screamed the house down – and certainly we had never discussed my cuckolding being with another woman!  Yet there was nothing I could do; to leave the closet would be to give my game away and let my wife know that I was spying on her, although with good cause - so it would seem! 

Misha broke the kiss with a wet, slurping noise, leaving my wife with a disappointed look on her face. Taking hold of both of Lydia’s hands that were busy massaging her bountiful breasts, Misha smiled and led my hot wife away from the stripper pole and over to the queen sized bed that up until now had only ever contained my wife and me.

“There’s something I need to tell you,” Misha said, her voice breathy and wanton. 

“There’s something I need to show you,” my gorgeous wife gasped back, unhooking her bikini top to let her beautiful tits bounce wild and free. Lydia threw the bikini top onto the floor and gripped her jutting, rose bud nipples between her fingers and thumbs and tweaked them so hard that she made herself gasp. 

“You are quite exquisite,” Misha purred as she pulled her own top up over her head, exposing her incredible, magnificent tits to my wife’s wide, lustful eyes. Misha’s nipples were deliciously dark, wide and erect and pointed at Lydia’s like hot, hard buttons. 

“So are you, Misha,” Lydia sighed as she sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her friend towards her by the waist. And as I watched, my sexy wife took one of her friend’s glorious tits in her hand and pressed her lips against the taut nipple, suckling it as far into her mouth as she could, along with a goodly amount of sweetly sweat-dampened breast. With her other hand she kneaded Misha’s other breast, her long, French manicured fingers digging into the firm yet pliant flesh. 

“I really do need to tell you something-” Misha said between sighs. Of course my wife couldn’t reply, her face was so stuffed full of her friend’s tit, her tongue no doubt working its magic on the achingly stiff nipple secreted deep inside her mouth. As I watched from the confines of the closet, my cock painfully hard inside its own confines, Lydia’s hand snaked downwards and began to tug at her friend’s skirt. 

Misha pulled away, her breast – delightfully wet from my wife’s mouth – plopped free with an audible slurp. 

“What?” Lydia looked up at Misha’s flushed face with those beautiful, big baby blues of hers. I thought she looked like a spoiled little kid, petulant at having had its favorite toy taken away. 

“This,” Misha said and without ceremony she yanked down her miniscule skirt and shiny black panties in one swift, smooth motion. 

To say that the look on my darling wife’s face at that moment was priceless would be an understatement. 

As Misha’s panties slid down her long, smooth legs, her full nine inches of thick, meaty shemale cock spring out from between her thighs and slapped my sexy, cuckolding wife square on the chin! 

“Oh my!” Lydia gasped, reeling from the shock of her pole dancing buddy’s revelation, a faint red mark appearing on her cute chin where the futa’s dick had hit her. I had to bite down on the back of my hand to stifle the giggle that rose up in my throat, and with my other hand I couldn’t help but squeeze my own cock at this deliciously decadent turn of events. 
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