

I think it would make anybody nervous flying high above the ground, tumbling and spinning like an acrobat. The ground below whipped past my eyes as I did several rotations on the x-axis of my body and then came back down in a flurry of movement. I could feel the arms of several of my team holding me up as I came back down with a graceful landing.

Stacy didn’t seem happy about the fact that I was showing her up at every turn lately. After she gained a bit of weight, suddenly all the jocks that had pined after her so much didn’t seem interested anymore. She took out her anger in a variety of ways, but I still seemed to be her prime target.

“Think you could lose a few pounds,” growled Stacy as she let me down from the high flying routine I just performed. Now, I can handle a lot. I mean, I have been on a team with Stacy the Bitch for quite awhile. However, when she tried to make a comment about my weight, that was when I lost it.

“Are you serious Stacy? You really think that I am the one that needs to watch what she eats?”

That comment was hurtful and cruel, but I didn’t care. I was tired of being the one that didn’t stand up for herself. If Stacy thought she could just insult me with impunity, she had another thing coming. The days of just taking it all the time were over.

Stacy froze up, just like so many bullies do when you finally confront them. I saw rage in her eyes and figured that was going to be the end of it. She would learn that I was not her punching bag and just back off finally. Instead of backing down though, my fighting back seemed to give her even more anger and aggression.

She stabbed her finger into my chest and got in close, her lips coming close to mine so that I could even smell the peppermint gum on her tongue. As she stepped up to me, eye to eye, something weird happened. I should have been nervous. I should have been angry. When I looked into her eyes though, something else began to stir inside of me. Something erotic.

Her lips looked so soft and kissable right now. She started to yell at me about how I was the weak link in the chain, bringing the whole team down. As she ranted and raved, I just wanted to grab her nice, little ass and drag her mouth to mine, making out with her right there on the football field.

The erotic coupling on the grassy field never happened. That would have been ridiculous to just start making out with Stacy as she screamed so hard that her face turned red. Still though, the fantasy was there. I wondered if this happened to other people, this attraction to another girl that is giving you a hard time.

Stacy saw me smiling and didn’t realize that it was because I was thinking about shoving my tongue down her throat. She figured that I was mocking her and trying to piss her off. I couldn’t claim that I was just thinking about kissing her pink lips and grabbing her ass. This was putting me in a tough position.

“What do you think you are laughing about slut? Are you serious right now? First you screw up the whole routine, then you want to mess around like you are in junior high again. I have had it with you and I am going to have Coach Whitmore kick you off the team.”

That was a joke. There was no way that Whitmore would boot me from the team. Little did Stacy know, I had a very special relationship with Whitmore. Very special. After the last tirade from Stacy the Queen Bitch, Coach Whitmore felt bad for me and invited me out for a coffee at a nearby cafe.

The little date at the coffee house turned into quite a bit more, but not before the cheerleading coach revealed she was a futa! I know it sounds crazy, but some women have a little bit more down there than usual. In the case of the coach, she has quite a bit more!

If you are wondering what a futa is, let me explain. It took me quite awhile to figure out what exactly was going on. I looked it up on the internet, and it is a rare occurrence where a woman can grow a clit out to the size of a dick. The clits can come in a variety of sizes and shapes. For the coach, I was fortunate to find out she had a massive member. This thing was fucking huge!

The best thing about a futa has to be the fact that the clit is massive but still retains that same sensitivity as before. Can you imagine if your most sensitive area was suddenly super big and each time you fucked a tight pussy with your unit, it was like pushing your clit into the best thing you ever felt?

In many ways, I wish I was a futa. It would be so cool to experience the pleasure of growing a giant clit and then sticking it in something so tight and warm. My cheeks blushed at the erotic thought of possibly fucking Stacy, holding her down on the mattress and sticking something big between her legs while she yelled her pretty little head off. I bet that would shut her up if she got a big clit in her mouth, stretching out her lips and slobbering all over my rod.

Stacy was frustrated that each time she yelled at me, I just grinned and blushed. Her bully tactics were not having the effect that she wanted. Bullies are used to just using their authority and power to crush people under them. They are not used to people laughing in their face.

I felt a hard shove on my boobs as Stacy grit her teeth and attempted to make me tumble to the grass. She wasn’t prepared for my superior balance or aggression as I grabbed her wrists and pulled her in close. My lips were just inches from her own.

“Why don’t you just chill out Stacy,” I growled, my hot breath on her cute nose. She blinked, surprised that I had just turned the tables. Coach Whitmore charged in, separating us before something really crazy could happen.

“Stop fighting girls,” said Whitmore with a pleading cry. “If this team is going to succeed, I need everybody working together. If everybody is knocking their teammates to the ground, Los Fernandinas is going to steamroll us at the competition.”

Stacy was not thinking about the competition that was coming up and still tried to get at me, clawing at the front of my green and white cheerleading uniform.

“You fucking bitch,” wailed Stacy, her eyes burning with rage.

“That is detention for you,” said Coach Whitmore firmly. “I can’t believe I have to give women in college detention, but I don’t have a choice.”

Thoughts of Stacy stuck in detention with our hot futa coach was such a turn on. I had no choice but to think about cute Stacy bent over a desk in her little outfit, getting spanked with a ruler before the futa cock came out and reamed her in every hole. The thought of Stacy finally getting what she deserved from Whitmore was hot as fuck.

Coach Whitmore looked at me and saw that I was still smiling at Stacy which just made the other girl even more mad. Coach Whitmore shook her head and grabbed me by the hair.

“Stop smiling. You are tearing this team apart,” she said right in my ear. It surprised me that the coach was getting pissed at me. Afterall, we were fucking on the down low. You don’t really ever expect your sex partner to give you detention in front of the whole team. That is exactly what happened though. The coach gave me detention along with fucking Stacy!

“Both of you are staying after with me today. If you can’t learn to work as a team, you both will be spending a lot more time with me.”

This was so lame. How could the coach do this to me? It wasn’t my fault Stacy was out of control. Once the coach let me go, I trudged back to the locker room, trying to avoid Stacy and steer away from her wrath.

I looked at the time on my phone as I began to change out of my cheerleading uniform. Detention was going to suck because I had a job that I needed to get to. If I didn’t make it in, I would not be able to make it to my shift and then how could I pay for my car?

Coach Whitmore walked into the locker room as I started to strip off my cheerleader top.

“Keep on the uniform for our detention together.”

My hands froze on my cute, little top. It seemed like coach wanted me to stay in uniform for what she had planned. That seemed strange, but who was I to disagree with her? I left the uniform on and watched as Stacy stomped in with a glare over at the coach and I.

Stacy started to change out of the green and white uniform when she was stopped by the coach.

“I told your little friend to stay in uniform. Same goes for you Stacy.”

I gave Stacy an evil smile when she heard what the coached wanted. Sure, it was probably not the best thing to do with antagonizing my nemesis, but I didn’t care anymore. Stacy would never like me, so I might as well just accept it at this point. There was nothing I could do to change her mind.

With reluctance, Stacy took her hands off her skirt and left the uniform on. Coach Whitmore beckoned with her red, painted nails. “You girls put your stuff away and follow me on over to the classroom. Both of you are going to be punished.”

The way the coach said that last sentence, had me thinking that this might not be a punishment at all. What did my futa coach have in mind?

I walked with Stacy to the classroom while our coach stayed behind. I got the distinct impression Whitmore just wanted to check out our asses. If that was the case, I let my hips sway a little bit extra, accentuating the way my firm cheeks bounced back and forth. A little glance behind me proved my point and I caught the coach checking out my ass. So this was probably a setup for a three way…

We got to the classroom and Coach Whitmore took her position at the front of the classroom. She cleared her throat and picked up a long, wooden ruler from the blackboard. The coach rapped the ruler against her open palm, telling both of us to have a seat while she loosened up the top two buttons on her blouse.

Stacy and I sat down and detention began. Detention was supposed to be a punishment for naughty student. I seemed to enjoy detention! My pussy was getting wet just thinking about what might be coming and Coach Whitmore didn’t disappoint. Every so often, she would lean over pretty far, giving me a nice view down her shirt and a glimpse at her red bra.

I wasn’t the only one that was noticing what the coach was doing up front. Stacy seemed more than a little interested in the coach leaning over, catching glimpses of what laid beneath the educators clothing.

After ten minutes, it seemed like Stacy finally broke. “You got to let me out of here coach. I have a job to get to,” squealed Stacy.

“So do I,” I said bluntly, not feeling sorry for Queen Bitch.

The coach nodded and acknowledged that the discipline was unusual. Coach Whitmore stood up and slinked around the desk, undoing another button on her white blouse and running her fingers over the tight, black fabric of her pants. With determined steps, she moved over to Stacy and then sat on the edge of Stacy’s desk.

“If you want to get out of detention, I am sure there is a deal we can work out,” said the coach slyly. I licked my lips watching the exchange between my futa coach and Stacy. More fluid began to spot my panties as the sexual tension in the room started to build.

“What can I do to leave early?” stammered Stacy.

“Well, if you avoid one punishment, you need another.” The coach had a point, and that made sense. Would Stacy take the bait?

Stacy stood up suddenly. “Whatever you want ma’am.”

Coach Whitmore smiled and grabbed Stacy by the hand, leading the little bitch over to the main desk at the front of the room. I got up out of my desk and moved closer, eager to watch the sexual action that was going to happen soon. It would probably take all my self control not to start masturbating immediately.

Stacy was bent over the desk and ordered to pull up her cheerleading skirt. She did as she was told, revealing full, twin cheeks. This little girl has a real ass on her.

“Are you going to spank me?” said Stacy meekly. There was hard whack of a ruler against her white cheek, a red rectangle appearing on the left cheek right away. Stacy didn’t even whimper. In fact, the little slut began to shimmy her waist back and forth, turned on by the punishment given to her by the coach.

My hand slipped down under my skirt and moved my panties to the side. This was too hot to watch and not rub on my clit a little bit. There was a bit of schadenfreude going on in my head as I watched queen bitchy getting what she deserved.

Another hard slap to Stacy’s butt cheeks, this time the ruler falling across both of her cute little cheeks at the same time. The coach was telling her that she was a bad girl and that this was what she deserved for being mean to the other girls on the team.

The coach looked over at me and saw that I was enjoying the show. “Get your ass over this desk you pervert,” she said with a hard slap along the backside of Stacy. Now I knew why she told me to stay in uniform. We were both going to be sexual playthings today.

I took my time walking over, bending over the desk nice and slow so that my lovely got a nice look at my cute ass. Coach Whitmore didn’t seem to even care I was trying to seduce her and pushed me down into her desk, holding me in place as she lit up my ass with several spanks and slaps.

“Ouch,” I declared loudly, not ready for the ass slapping that she was giving me.

“Don’t back talk me you little slut,” she said with cool indifference. Several more hits to my backside told me to keep my mouth shut. Then the coach began to feel up my wet pussy.

“What do we have here?” She grabbed my cunt through the panties and found wetness. How could I help it though? The coach grabbed me by the hair and pulled me up off the desk before she began to feel up Stacy.

“Both of you are wet? I need to change up my discipline obviously.” We were both ordered to the ground and told to open our mouths wide. Stacy was about to get a big futa surprise and I was happy I was here to see it first hand.

The coach let her pants drop and her giant clit popped out, dripping with hot fluid and waving around at a full ten inches in size. Stacy gasped and closed her mouth, putting her hand over her lips. The coach grabbed me by the hair and had me open wide for her monster clit. I licked the head like a big lollipop and gave Stacy a wink.

Just to really shock Stacy, I groaned super loudly as I went down on the coach, sucking and slurping everything up like this was my last meal. Stacy had never seen anything like this before and the coach told her to keep notes because she was next.

I sucked the tip of the clit with enough suction to put a golf ball through a water hose. The coach was going crazy with the amount of force I could generate with my lips and the friction on her most sensitive rod was bringing her to orgasm quickly.

The coach grabbed the back of my head and told me that she couldn’t hold back anymore. The first hot spurt hit the back of my throat and I swallowed it greedily. The next couple of spurts felt very heavy against my tongue, and I swallowed those down as well as fast as I could. As I put every hot blast into my stomach, my mouth was quickly filling up.

My small mouth was just not big enough to keep up with the volume of fluid that was entering my mouth. No matter how fast I could swallow, there was no way for me to manage all the hot girl semen going into my mouth. Clear and sticky fluids began to seep out the sides of my mouth and drip out onto my cheerleader uniform.

The coach grabbed the bottom of my top and jerked it up to reveal my tits. She used her finger to get some of her girl cum off my chin and began to rub it into my nipples as I continued to swallow as much as I could.

Stacy was watching everything with her mouth open, shocked by what she was seeing. The coach laughed at the dumbfounded look Stacy had taken on, amused by how this finally got Stacy to shut up.

“You have your mouth open Stacy. I think you want something in it,” said the coach as she squeezed the base of her big clit to get every last drop into my body that she could. “Have you heard of a snowball Stacy?” asked the coach in an innocent voice.

Stacy shook her head, still unable to take her eyes off the big clit that was between my lips. Coach Whitmore shoved her cock like clit between my lips a few times, getting those last couple of thrusts in before she told me not to swallow the last load I had in my mouth. My mouth was so full of girl semen, it felt like it would all just spill out everywhere if I made one wrong move.

The coach enjoyed seeing me with such a big mouthful of semen. It turned her on to use me like this, but it was an even bigger turn on to bring Stacy into our little futa group. No matter how hard I tried, a little semen slipped down my throat and the coach saw my throat go up and down as I swallowed the jizz from her clit.

She pinched my right nipple hard as punishment and told me to stand up. I did what she said quickly, afraid to be punished again. For Stacy, she was ordered to lay with her back against the desk so that her face was pointing toward the ceiling. She quickly did as she was told, nervous about being punished further.

Once Stacy was in position, the coach stroked her beautiful face, leaning down to kiss her on the lips and whisper in her ear.

“Open up wide for my baby,” said the coach. Stacy was slow about following orders and the coach pinched both of her nipples at the same time.

“Ow, fine. That fucking hurts.”

“This is punishment Stacy,” said the coach, grabbing the cheerleader between the legs. “You obviously like it. Why is your pussy so wet?”

Stacy turned her head away from the coach and didn’t answer. The coach took this as disobedience and slapped her tits a few times. “Damn it coach. Ok, I will admit, I have wanted to fuck you for a long time. It is just weird knowing that you have a giant clit. I want to swallow your jizz, but what does it have to come from that bitch?”

I rolled my eyes, my mouth still really full of jizz to the point my cheeks were starting to hurt. This bitch wanted to fuck the coach, but she had didn’t like the fact that I was here? Wow.

The coach chuckled, moving around the desk so that she between Stacy’s legs now, pulling them far apart and sticking her tongue right in the wetness of her cheerleader pussy. That made the cheerleader moan twitch, her lips parting wide.

I moved in for the opportunity, letting a little girl cum dribble out into the mouth of my nemesis. At first Stacy made a face like she didn’t like the taste, but as I continued to spit out semen into her mouth, she began to warm up to the flavor, opening her mouth even wider to accept that huge load I had waiting for her. My saliva was mixing with the semen in my mouth, making a wicked concoction that was slimy and tasted great. It had a little bit of me in there and a little bit of the coach.

Stacy began to moan both in appreciation of the coach between her legs as well as all the tasty, slick semen that was dancing across her taste buds. I leaned over as some of the jizz missed her mouth and landed on her chest and chin. There should be nothing that went to waste, so I moved my mouth closer to her own, holding her chin in place as we continued to snowball all the tasty jizz right into the mouth of queen bitchy.

Finally, my mouth was empty. I ran my tongue all over my teeth and gums, getting the last couple of tastes for myself. To my surprise, Stacy growled like an animal, reaching up and grabbing me by the back of the head. I thought she was trying to hurt me when I realized that she wanted those last couple drops of semen that were still on my lips. This girl was thirsty for the female sperm.

The coach smiled and continued to work Stacy’s clit with her tongue while Stacy made out with me and licked that last few smears of semen off my trembling lips. Coach Whitmore now used her two fingers on Stacy’s clit, rubbing her in small circles and applying more pressure and speed as the young girl under her twisted and turned her ass on the desk.

“Glad to see you girls finally getting along. Kiss a little bit more for me ladies. I want to make sure you both are friends when all this is over.”

Stacy had wonderful feeling lips so that wasn’t hard for me. I reached over and began to massage her breasts and we locked lips, our tongues dancing around inside the tight confines of each other’s mouth. Stacy was really getting into the act, grabbing me by the neck and refusing to let go as we embraced.

That was when Stacy shuddered hard and I realized she was coming. The coach had finally helped her reach orgasm and the feeling was running through her whole body like she just touched a live wire. Her chest heaved up and down, wetness spreading out from her pussy in a big pool as the nectar bubbled up out of her hole.

The coach now told me to spread my legs wide on the desk, right next to Stacy. It looked like the big clit had rested enough and was looking for a new fuck hole. As the clit entered me slowly, I looked up into the loving eyes of the coach as Stacy snuggled up next to me. It felt so nice to be loved by two beautiful women at the same time. As the coach began to add more inches to my sweet, little pussy, Whitmore leaned in and kissed me on the lips, hard! My clit felt like it was connected to my heart as my breasts went up and down in a fast rhythm.

My whole body was tense, my thighs coming up and wrap around the coach as she screwed me. My legs squeezed tight around the coach, urging her to go deeper by pulling her in. A warm tingle of feelings was setting my soul on fire and I started to thrash on the desk. Stacy held me, keeping me still as my orgasm started.

Nothing even had to touch my clit as an orgasm stretched on for what seemed like minutes while the coach continued to fuck me nice and slow. Only Stacy was able to keep me from rolling off the desk as the orgasm took my breath away and the coach started to pick up speed with her giant futa dick.

I lifted up my neck off the desk, watching as the huge futa cock went in and out of my body. My orgasm was starting to subside, but I knew that with this monster clit inside me, I might just go off again at any time. The coach reached under me and massaged my ass as she continued to ream out my honey hole.

“This clit is going to blow a load in you,” the coach told me with a smile. Stacy kissed me cheek and whispered in my ear. “You are so lucky that you get the load inside you. I wish the coach had come inside of me.”

My body squirmed around on the now slippery desk, my back coming up off the wood surface several times as I was fucked hard and good. As the coach started to get closer to her climax, she held onto my body harder, making my tits shake with each thrust into my core. She was really ravaging me now, positioning her dick inside of me to thrust all the way in to the base of her cock.

Stacy had her eyes go wide as she watched the coach bang me. My wetness enveloped the whole thing, tucking the massive prick between my nether lips as my body accepted everything our lovely coach was pushing into me. After several minutes of sawing away, coach nibbled at my ear lobe, whispering to me that she was in love and then I could feel my pink walls swell as her clit began to ejaculate.

Sticky fluid began to pour in, filling me up like a flash flood. Coach squeezed me hard as she continued to jerk on top of me, draining her big, snake like clit into my snatch, dumping so much fluid into my pussy, I would be sloshing around for the rest of the day.

After the huge fill up, Coach Whitmore never pulled away from me. She just laid on top of my boobs, pressing down on me while Stacy caressed us both. All three of us were in a daze that lasted several minutes before we slowly got up and pulled our clothes back on.

“Why don’t we make the next detention at my house,” laughed the coach as she pulled on her clothes.

That was actually not a bad idea.

TO BE CONTINUED

Want even more Hot Futa on Female Action? Check out what happens when a Futa Giantess develops a hot lust for a prissy young princess. Giant Girl cock is the the best Cock.
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