

My mind was running away with me and my erotic thoughts were taking over. How could I help it? Things were so normal just a few days ago. Now I was in total love with a futa. Not just any futa either! The futa in question was the coach for the cheerleading squad.

Who could have known that I would go from craving cock from guys to craving clit from the coach? Everything in my life seemed to be so dull and lifeless now. How could anything be as exciting as getting fucked by a futa?

A futa has it all. When I wanted to lick a little pussy and stick my tongue in a honey hole, that was cool. If I wanted to give the cute coach head, that was also fine! Her clit was so massive, it was just like sucking on a big cock. I sighed a little bit inside each time I thought about her grabbing the back of my head and having me taste her big loads. Since her clit was so massive, it was better than any cock I had ever had before. The massive size stretched me out nicely while I still had the caring touch of a woman all over my body.

Now, not only was I getting the cock from coach, Stacy, my former nemesis, was also in the mix. Stacy and I didn’t really get along before. She felt like I was becoming more beautiful than her and getting more attention from the guys.

Maybe she was right. I had always seemed to be able to attract guys pretty easily. It wasn’t hard for me. When you are on the cheer squad, guys are just attracted to the tight uniforms and athletic women. It made me smile to think about all the dudes that would give their left nut just to hop in bed with me.

Even though I like guys, I don’t chase them. Guys are always horny. It is not like it is hard to get them to like you…

Perhaps that was why I got the majority of attention instead of Stacy now. Stacy had gained a small amount of weight and was freaking out now. It was all due to birth control, at least, that was what I heard. At most, it was just an extra five pounds. Most of it went to her nice ass and boobs.

Stacy could not get past the fact that she was a little bit bigger though. It made her want the attention of guys even more! She craved their approval, going out of her way to bend over in front of the whole football team, or offer to blow the ball boy. Like, who is that desperate? The ball boy is a total nerd that doesn’t even play. He also looks creepy.

Still, Stacy could not hold back. She had to have that attention from somewhere. Maybe the coach knew this. She had told Stacy to stay after school, and then ended up banging Stacy while I watched. Coach even dumped a nice load in my mouth and then I let it drool out into the mouth of the insecure cheerleader.

I looked over in class to see if Stacy was paying attention to the lesson. It seemed that she was just like me. It was hard to pay attention in class when you have so much more on your mind. There was the cheer squad that was always active and required constant practice. School work constantly piled up if you left it for just a fucking second! And then boys were fighting for attention.

It was making me anxious just to think about everything on my plate! Up at the front of the class, the teacher was droning on about history. What did I care about the fall of Roman society? Their empire was old and boring. It didn’t have an influence on my life.

The teacher at the front of the class slapped her ruler against the blackboard and it made me think about the time Coach Whitmore slapped her ruler against my tight butt. It hurt, but it felt so good at the same time! I really wanted her to discipline me even more, grabbing my tits hard and slapping them around a little.

It made the act more animal like when the coach took me hard and fast. My favorite is when she would growl in my ear, grab my hair, and pull me back into each thrust from her futa cock. You have never lived until you have felt cute, manicured fingers hold you steady while a nice, fat cock reams you out from behind. How good would it feel to have that up my butt? College was all about experimentation.

Class finally ended and I packed up all my stuff. I looked over at Stacy and she was packing up as well. She looked a little bummed out. I walked over to her, holding a few of my books in my arms.

“Hey Stacy? Why are you looking glum? Are you thinking about the practice we have to do now?”

She laughed and shook her head. “You would think so, but no, that is not it at all. I am fine with the regular practice sessions we do with the squad. It keeps me in shape and keeps me thin.”

I reached out and put my hand on her arm. “Babe, you look great no matter what. I am being serious. Like, I don’t know why you feel like you are overweight. All that fat you feel is on your body just went to your tits and ass. It looks good on you.”

Stacy blushed and pulled away from me. We had experienced some pretty erotic things together, but I guess this was a little much for her. She didn’t want me rubbing her arm in public and trying to console her. She still felt like I was not on the same level as her in terms of popularity. I was the new girl that was struggling to reach the highest tier in the social sphere, while she was the queen of the squad.

“I appreciate you saying that,” said Stacy quietly. “I don’t think we need to be seen being quite that intimate though. People are around and I don’t want anybody thinking I am gay.”

That made me laugh and I started to walk out of the classroom. “There is nobody that thinks you are gay. Why would you even say that?”

Stacy looked around nervously. It was obvious that she had thought about this quite a bit already which was sad. When she determined that nobody was around to overhear what she was saying, she leaned in and whispered in my ear.

“Judy is a lesbian. Like, not even the kind of lesbian that kisses girls at parties. A real lesbian.”

Stacy hissed the last sentence as if being gay was a crime in the United States. It took a lot of effort to not just laugh in her face. In my mind, people were already past thinking in such dumb ways. So what if somebody was gay? I was fucking my futa coach. It didn’t get any more weird or taboo than that.

“Stacy, everybody already knew that Judy was gay. She came to practice with her girlfriend several times. Don’t you remember that girl that was next to her with the glasses and short cut hair? She had the hairstyle where you shave it on the sides and then grow it out long on top. I thought it was pretty cute actually.”

I could see the mind of Stacy going back in time, trying to remember the person I was talking about. That was when it clicked for her. “Wait, I thought that was a guy. Like, I legit thought that was a boy.”

I shook my head. “That is her girlfriend Rachel. She has mentioned their relationship quite a bit. Maybe if you, I don’t know, thought about other people a bit more, maybe didn’t talk so much, you wouldn’t miss these things.”

Stacy felt bad and scrunched up her face in a pensive look. She looked over at me. “I guess I sort of have been a bitch.”

“What do you mean sort of?”

She sighed. “Ok fine. I have been a bitch. I thought that you were taking away from my limelight. It is frustrating when a girl walks onto the team and she is better looking and makes it seem effortless.”

“You think I am better looking than you?” I asked in surprise.

With a begrudging look that could whither a harvest on the vine, Stacy folded her arms in front of her. “You already know you look better than me. Don’t start taking my position as Queen Bitch on the team now.”

The walk down to practice was quiet after that. I had never realized that Stacy thought I was good looking. It sort of made sense though. After all, when the futa coach decided to discipline both of us in detention, the sexual energy and tension was high.

Off in the distance, the football field glowed with a bright green that contrasted with the white numbers on the field. The big game was coming up and the football team was practicing. While most of the women on the squad would be checking out football players, I would be looking up and down our coach.

It was rare to find a futa in the wild. It was even more rare to have one that wanted to fuck you constantly. Our relationship had started off slow, but now, I was over with Coach Whitmore all the time, begging her for one more taste of that futa cock.

I wouldn’t be surprised if Stacy had also been bit by the futa bug. Once you had a amazing experience of getting with a futa, almost nothing could compare. Coach knew how to lick a pussy and could also ream you with her big ass cock. Total two for one.

Some of the girls were building a pyramid as Coach Whitmore looked on with a careful eye. I could not wait for practice to be over. There were already plans in place to meet up with coach after the grueling practice. She texted me that she wanted to help ease the pain in my muscles with some oils and massage. That meant she was planning on working us hard.

Practice started and coach was showing no favoritism to either Stacy or me. We worked just as hard as the rest of the girls, really powering through the moves, doing each flip to perfection, and never losing the big smiles stretched across our lips.

The coach noticed that we were putting in 100 percent effort and gave me a smile, right before she also smiled at Stacy. It was a new experience for me to feel jealousy. Was this what it was like when the tables were flipped?

Stacy had complained when I came onto the team because she thought I was stealing her limelight. Now, I didn’t want to share my futa coach with anybody. It wasn’t like I could just go online and find another hot futa to fuck my brains out and then bend me over like the coach and lick my pussy and ass just right.

It was probably just my imagination. The coach was still mine and we had our special relationship. Coach Whitmore was looking sexy today. Her tight, black pants conformed to her delicate figure, hugging her hips and gripping that thick ass that she was sporting in back. Up top, she had on a pink blouse, that was buttoned up all the way.

In my mind, I kept thinking about how nice it would be for coach to just unbutton a few of those buttons at the top of the pink blouse. Why didn’t she give us a little taste and glimpse of the paradise that was beneath that shirt?

When I looked over, it was like Stacy was reading my mind, licking her lips when she watched the coach lead us through the exercises. Even worse, the coach seemed to enjoy the attention that Stacy was giving her.

Was I losing my touch? Was the hot futa cheer coach already on to a new girl, sizing up Stacy for a hard pounding tonight?

That didn’t make sense. The coach had already made plans with me. There was no way that she would be so callous and break with our plans just to fuck Stacy behind my back. Still, the evidence was right there. Coach gave Stacy a wink as Stacy turned and bent over for the routine.

What the fuck was that all about? Now they had something going together?

I was furious for the rest of the routine. How dare this fucking whore come in and ruin the relationship that I had. How could Coach do this to me? I was faithful to her and I didn’t want anything else but her nice futa cock.

When the practice finally wrapped up, I was drenched in sweat and still full of energy to keep going. I was pissed and thinking about breaking it off tonight. I didn’t play second tier slut to anybody.

Coach Whitmore walked up to Stacy and I on the now dissolving cheer line and nonchalantly mentioned that she was excited to meet up with both of us after practice. Both of us? What was going on here?

Stacy twirled her dark hair in the sun, giving the coach a sly giggle. “You sure you want to meet up with both of us coach? You know I can give you the best head out of the whole squad.”

“That fucking slut?” I thought in my mind. No wonder Stacy was being so nice to me. The rivalry never ended! She was trying to steal my futa lover away from me! There was no way I would let that happen. My blood was boiling now, my anger rising as I realized there was competition now to be the number one in the mind of my futa coach.

Coach Whitmore was encouraging the rivalry, looking at both of us with a smile that said everything. “You girls get cleaned up now and then we can all go over to my place. Take a long shower though, I don’t want the rest of the team to see us all driving off together.”

With a heavy heart, I went back to the showers with Stacy behind me. Stacy was already in my ear, taunting and laughing about this new turn of events. My anger seethed as I stripped off my clothes and tossed them in a pile on the floor of the locker room.

I turned on the shower, the warm water running down my tan skin and flowing over my breasts. To my shock, Stacy jumped into the same shower as me, totally naked as well. I pulled the curtain so that nobody could see inside. If one of the team saw this…

Stacy made it seem like it wasn’t a big deal to jump in the same shower as me, wiggling her little butt around and spreading her cheeks so that I could even see her tight asshole and pert pussy lips.

“Mind if you get my back honey?” said Stacy in a sultry voice. Begrudgingly, I did as she told me, soaping up her back and running my hands over her sore muscles.

“A little lower,” said Stacy with a smile. My hands went lower, all the way to her ass, rubbing my palms against her in small circles. “Don’t forget the dirtiest parts. You will probably be rimming my little ass while the coach bangs me with that futa cock. Make sure my ass is clean enough for you to eat out.”

“This fucking bitch,” I thought, already doing what she said. I soaped up her ass, even sneaking a small finger in there and moving it around. Stacy liked that and grinned back at me as she rubbed soap all over her own tits. She spread out her legs further in the shower, allowing me better access to all her private parts.

I ran soap over every part of her body. She was probably right. This bitch might win the coach away from me, but I would do everything I could to make sure it was the coach that made me her lover. Stacy smiled at me, sliding her naked body up and down my flat stomach and sticking her fingers between my wet thighs.

She brought her lips to mine, speaking in a voice so hot it could melt butter. “Why don’t you finger my little pussy? You can’t leave it alone after giving my ass such nice treatment.”

“Why don’t I do one better?” I said, dropping down to my knees and spreading open her hole for my tongue. Her pussy lips were spread open nicely for me, allowing my tongue to tickle her clit, lapping at the water that was running all over her warm body.

Stacy smiled down at me. “If you do a good job, I might let you have the coach when I am down with her big futa cock.” There was anger in my eyes as I licked and sucked her cunt. I wanted to say something and tell her how much I hated the fact that she was trying to steal the coach from me, but at that moment, the door to the locker room opened and a group of girls walked in.

I had to be completely quiet as Stacy was grinding her slit all along my face, grabbing the back of my wet hair, and gyrating all over my nose, chin, and lips. “Keep that tongue out for me honey,” whispered Stacy as she used my face. Her hips were pumping like a guy face fucking me. If I didn’t hate her so much, the scene would have been much better.

The naked body above me writhed and slithered all over my slurping tongue, the orgasm building up inside of Stacy. She was turned on by the fact that we could be caught by the other girls on the team while I was just sick to my stomach at the thought of her taking my futa lover away.

I slid my tongue into her hot hole, letting it squirm around in her box. Stacy held my head hard, her climax almost here. My lips found her clit and I sucked on her with as much intensity as I could, fluttering my tongue all over her most sensitive button. It only took thirty seconds for her  to come, splashing me with her nectar and covering my face with her fluids. They dripped down my chin and mixed in with the swirling waters of the shower as the droplets continued to rain down on us.

Stacy gave me a faint smile, backing up and supporting herself with the wall. I could tell that one  climax took a lot out of her. I tossed my hair out of my face and rose back up to my feet. I leaned in so that the rest of the team wouldn’t hear us.

“That can be yours whenever you want Stacy. Just leave my futa coach alone. I want her.”

Stacy laughed, walking out of the shower without even caring now if any of the other girls saw. “Fat chance of that happening,” she said with a laugh. “You suck pussy real good though, so I might consider it later, once I am done with coach.”

My mouth dropped open as I watched her walk away, tossing her hair over her shoulders and shaking her ass as she moved away. I peeked out of the shower and noticed that none of the other girls heard or saw anything, but still! Stacy had gone totally crazy. She had one taste of the futa action and now she was addicted.

She called back to me, pulling her panties on and giving me a nice shot of her private parts before she bounced up and down to get her tight jeans over her round ass. “Better hurry,” she said with a mischievous look. “Maybe I will just tell coach you didn’t want to come.”

I rushed out of the shower, almost slamming into Janelle. She gave me a weird look as I pulled on all my clothes in a hurry, anxious to get over to the coaches car first so that Stacy could not screw me over. Practically running over to the coach like a scared little girl, I told Coach Whitmore that I wanted to fuck her right away.

This seemed to please the coach as Stacy sauntered up. It felt like this was exactly what the coach wanted. Two women desperate to please her, anxious to become her number 1 slut. The car ride over to the apartment wasn’t fast enough and I barged through the door once we arrived, already ripping off my expensive blue jeans and white blouse and tossing them on the coaches floor.

Coach Whitmore strode in, her futa cock already growing at the thought of two women desperate to service her. Stacy pushed me out of the way, ripping off the coaches pants and dragging them to the floor. I mewled like a slapped kitten and ran my tongue along the now growing futa cock.

Whitmore moaned in delight, barely remembering to close the door to the apartment behind her. As soon as we all got in the door, the fucking had already begun. Stacy spit on the expanding futa cock and licked at the head, leaving me only the rest of the coach. I dipped my head lower, slurping on the rest of her pussy and stabbing my tongue into her honey hole.

The coach trembled in ecstasy, her hands running through the hair of both her students, living out her hottest fantasy as a futa. I went so far between her legs, I began to draw my tongue along her taint and even tasted her slightly salty ass. The pink pucker was nice to lick on for awhile, and I figured that tossing salad might be what helped me win the affection of the coach.

Stacy saw me sucking on the asshole and pushed me out of the way with her chin, eager to show me up and demonstrate she could do a better job with analingus. I was free to suck on the huge futa cock of the coach, diving down with my lips and taking that big cock as far as I could. It tasted amazing when the cock began to shoot out small amounts of fluid into the back of my throat.

What a tasty treat!

Further and further I pressed on the dick, trying to deepthroat as much as I could to impress our hot ass coach. Speaking of hot ass, Stacy now had her tongue fully lodged in the coaches ass, tasting every inch of the brown hole and even tongue fucking the forbidden passage. Fucking Stacy was really trying to win the coach over.

I had to one up her. Relaxing my throat, I fought through my gag reflex, sliding my shaking mouth over the giant, futa cock and absorbing as many inches as I could with my tight mouth. The coach liked the feeling of almost getting deep throated and tangled her fingers in my hair, surging her hips forward and making my eyes tear up a little as the tip of her huge clit finally began to settle into my tight throat.

“Yes baby,” cried out the coach as she continued to pump dick into my tight throat. “Deepthroat my futa girl dick.” I was so close to having the coach cum down into my esophagus, I felt like I would win for sure, until she picked me up off the ground and tossed me on the couch. She ordered Stacy to keep licking her ass as she fucked me. The coach said she had to get a taste of both pussies before she could decided.

Little did I know, that meant she was going to fuck my brains out. Her huge ass clit began to buckle and fight going into my tiny vagina. Coach spit on it a few times and even had Stacy lick it a little to make it fit into my itty-bitty hole. Once she got the head in, she didn’t hold back, grabbing my shoulders so that she could ram deep into me with just the first couple thrusts. Stacy stopped to watch the pornographic scene until coached yelled at her for not licking her ass enough. I smiled as the coach continued to pile as much dick into my body as she could. That was going to lose Stacy some points.

Coach reamed me out for several minutes, breathing hard and getting more turned on the further into my pussy she got. My fuck tube was bowing out, stretched so far, I felt a huge sense of relief once she started to spray down my insides with hot cum. My pussy was so drenched and loose once she pulled it, a huge flood of fluid poured out when she withdrew her futa cock.

I was still trying to get my bearings when the coach pulled me off the couch and told me to get busy licking her ass while she was screwing Stacy. Eager to prove that I was the better fuck, I started to eat coaches ass before she even had her clit bust open Stacy’s pint-sized pussy. Strawberry body wash was the taste that I got in my mouth as I wriggled my tongue all over her ass, pussy, and the underside of her massive clit as she went to work.

Stacy started to complain the giant cock was too big for her teeny twat. When I heard her complain, it made me lick at the coach even faster. Stacy was always a complainer and this was my opportunity to come out on top. Whitmore never slowed down, even as Stacy whined about how big the futa cock was.

My tongue was leaving trails of wet saliva all over the underside of out beautiful cheerleading coach, giving her that extra push she needed to spurt her load up into the annoying cheerleader that I was at odds with.

It was with great satisfaction I worked my tongue deep into the ass of coach as she began to ejaculate into my team mate. I could feel her ass clamp down on my tongue each time she emptied out another shot of jizz into the puny pussy of Stacy. Stacy was now complaining about the amount of jizz inside her body, saying it was going to get her nice clothes gross.

The coach pulled her big ass futa cock back, laughing as she watched Stacy wobble to her feet and start to walk like she just rode a horse for 10 hours.

“Can’t handle the cock?” asked the coach with a laugh. I embraced my beautiful futa lover, kissing her deep and letting her taste her own ass on my tongue. “You shouldn’t complain so much Stacy,” I said in a mocking voice, feeling up my futa coach. “Why don’t you take me for another spin,” I said to the coach with a grin. “I could use another fill up.”

Stacy watched and masturbated as I got fucked again, still mumbling about how her pussy wasn’t used to giant dicks. Sometimes nice girls really do finish first, and then they finish again, and again, and again. When a futa is involved, there is no telling how many times you will finish.

The End

If you liked this hot Futa on Female tale, why don’t you check out even more action? The Futa Giantess is looking for some love from a prissy princess that needs to be put in her place.

https://www.amazon.com/Futa-Giantess-Female-Victoria-Midnight-ebook/dp/B082QP7V62/ref=sr_1_1?keywords=futa+giantess&qid=1576685749&sr=8-1
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