

Futa Coach 1

Cheerleading is not as easy as you would think. Stacy had put on a few extra pounds over the summer, and the group of three girls at the bottom of the formation were struggling to keep her up. She wobbled and shook with her support all coming from just one leg. I was glad it wasn’t me up there. Sure, cheerleading is great, but it is not worth breaking an arm because the base couldn’t keep you up in the air.

We all worked together to throw Stacy in the air, her cute skirt flying around her waist as she spun around several times and then came down again in the arms of her team. As Stacy got back to her feet, my hand slipped a little bit and she faltered.

Stacy spun around, glaring at me and ready to tell me off. I held up my hands in apology, but it didn’t seem to matter. Stacy had it out for me from the start.

“Think you can keep your hands steady bitch?” seethed Stacy. Her eyes had a hard edge to them as she crossed her thin arms in front of her. I backed away, trying to avoid the conflict. This had been going on for months now, and this was probably just the beginning of my troubles.

Coach Whitmore stepped between us, putting Stacy in her place. Coach Whitmore looked amazing normally, but she was even hotter when she was helping me out, telling Stacy to stuff it and take off to the locker room.

With nice round breasts, a tight figure, and amazing green eyes, Coach Whitmore could ask me to stay after for practice everyday and I would do it. The coach spun around and stroked the top of my bare arm.

“Try to stay on top of things hun. I know it can be hard with finals and stuff, but we don’t want to give Stacy any more reasons to hate you.”

The coach was right and some of the hate was actually deserved. Stacy enjoyed a position at the top of the hierarchy for quite awhile until I came along. She had little minions in the school and on the team that did her every bidding. Now that she had started to gain some weight though, not all the guys on the football team were after her like before. In fact, a lot of their attention was diverting to me.

Stacy could sense that I was getting more attention than her and it ticked her off. She felt like all eyes should be on her. Rumor around the school was the weight gain was due to birth control. Stacy had been steady with Roger Melnack for a year now, and they probably wanted to take things to the next level. Nobody told her that birth control could put on a few pounds. Then Roger broke up with her.

The whole situation was sad and honestly, I felt bad for Stacy. Some of the girls that confided in me said that Roger had been putting on pressure for sex for quite awhile now. When Stacy got on the birth control and accumulated ten pounds, he dropped her like it was nothing. Who does that? Seems totally douche to me!

Coach Whitmore knew all this. She had the pulse of the whole team, so nothing would escape her notice. The coach was so nice, I could not help but be attracted to her. It was weird, usually I was more partial to dick, but with Coach Whitmore, I would make an exception. The way she would always help me out of a jam was endearing and made me want to take things further.

The thing was though, this was college. Sure, some of the students had relationships with their coaches, but it was frowned upon. At times, some of the staff even lost their jobs due to bad decisions. Still, the coach had the charm and smile to seduce anybody she wanted. As far as we knew, she didn’t have a boyfriend or husband, so she wasn’t totally off limits.

As I headed into the locker room, I tripped on a chunk of the field that had been taken out by a cleat. I felt so clumsy as I tumbled over. We were cheerleaders so I should have been used to tumbling! The coach ran over an inspected the damage, running her fingers over my tan legs.

“Just a scratch honey,” she said with a warm smile. I looked into her green eyes and didn’t say a thing as she checked for further injuries, stroking up and down my lower leg. That was when the cheerleading coach did something I never thought would happen. She let her hand go up my thigh. My inner thigh. I could have orgasmed from just that light touch.

“Think you will be ok?” said the coach while she licked her full lips and gave me a wink. “You can come by my place if you want and we can work on some therapy.”

I didn’t know what to say. This was the first time the coach was actually being forward with me. How should I respond?

She got up quickly and brushed grass off her pants, clearing her throat. “You have my number if you need any further help,” she said quickly as a group of girls walked by.

I had been too slow to show interest and now the moment was gone. Still though, I knew something was there. College was about experimentation... Would it be that weird to fuck the coach of the cheerleading squad? Would I regret it later in life if I never banged an older woman? What if she wanted to bang me? Strap ons and the like were a thing.

I had to stop. My thoughts were getting me wet and hot. Practice was finally over and I hit the locker room. Stacy was waiting for me in there and the bitch tossed a tampon at my head.

“Think you need this babe,” said Stacy with a snarl. “You have been acting like a real bitch so it must be PMS. Unless that is just how you always act.” A big group of girls laughed and I felt like crap. I couldn’t help it that Roger had dissed Stacy and it was wrong for her to take it all out on me.

In silence, I gathered up my stuff and changed as quickly as I could. I never thought I would say this, but fucking the coach was making more sense. I felt depressed Stacy was being such a bitch, and the warm arms of an older and experienced woman might be just right for me. Filthy images began to flood my mind, ideas of sucking her clit while sliding my fingertips along her taut asshole. I would suck that clit so hard until she burst like a juicy piece of fruit in my mouth, filling my tastebuds with her tangy nectar.

Fuck. I had to get out of here. My mind kept going to erotic images and this wasn’t the place for that. Stacy wasn’t paying attention as I slipped out. The coach was putting away some of the stuff we had been using as a squad and seemed surprised as I approached her. I kept it short and sweet.

“Hey,” I said with a sly tone to my voice. “I know you have been working hard with the team, and I appreciate that. Why don’t I take you out for some coffee and I can show you how much I appreciate you.”

The coach was blushing. “That is not really needed, but if you insist, I would love to be taken out.” She leaned in so that only I could hear what she was saying. “If you want to show appreciation, I can think of some ways that would work for me.”

I was giddy with anticipation. This was it. I was really doing this. Trying not to look like I was too excited, I confirmed that she still had my number and headed off to my car. We agreed to meet up in thirty minutes at a local cafe.

Those thirty minutes were the longest point in my life. Anticipation caused me to drive double the the speed limit as I zipped over to the little coffee shop. I looked down at what I had on, and felt like I should have dressed a little better. I just had on blue jeans and a black sweater that was floppy and big on me. It didn’t really show off my tits which I was sure the coach was interested in.

The wait was finally over and my coach pulled in. She had also changed, wearing a nice, black dress with no back and thin straps on her tan shoulders. Wow! Fuck! Coach looked amazing. I walked over as soon as she got out of her car, taking her arm and leading her to the front of the coffee shop.

“What would you like to have?” I said with a low tone.

“How about your fresh, little pussy in my mouth,” said the coach.

My clit twitched a little. This older woman knew exactly what to say to me and was getting me excited at the thought of bending me over like the bad cheerleader I was to give me some hard spanks. Once again, my juices began to flow and I had to change the conversation to stop from leaking all over my panties.

When we reached the head of the line, I ordered two Americano drinks for us, extra cream for the coach. She liked the idea of the extra cream and made sure to make eye contact with me while she used that pink tongue of hers to lap at the top of her coffee. A little wink with the right eye as she licked her lips to get all the cream off the corners.

“Did I get it all?” she asked me with a slight smile.

“You missed a spot,” I told her, leaning in and giving her a kiss, right there in the middle of the coffee shop. This was crazy. I could not believe what I was doing. Was this really happening? Most of the time I was so shy, and now I was kissing this older woman in public.

I could tell she wanted this just as much as I did, but something was holding her back. There was something that she needed to tell me. I could see that in her light, green eyes as they darted from my lips to my chest.

“There is something you have to know first,” she said, almost out of breath because of how fast she was talking.

“What is wrong? Listen, if this is about the fact that you work for the school, I really don’t care. There is nothing that says an employee of the school can’t date a student. I mean, what about the econ professor that was fucking having threesomes for years? That is way worse than what we are doing.”

The coach sat at the booth in the back of the shop and gestured toward the spot next to her for me to sit. I did and looked into her eyes, stroking the top of her bare leg and sending shivers through her body.

“Don’t worry. We can do this coach. The school can’t say no.”

“That is not what I am concerned with,” she said slowly, her eyes moving off to the side, not looking at me. “I am not like other women. That is why it took me this long to make a move.”

I pulled her close. “Coach, anything you need to tell me, we can work through it.”

“Do you know what a futa is?” she asked, taking my hand in hers.

“No, is that like a drink? Do you want me to get you a futa?”

She laughed, rubbing my inner thigh when she thought people were not looking.

“So, some people are born with both girl and boy parts right? Well, when I get turned on, I kind of get a dick.”

This was startling. What was she talking about?

The coach took my head in her hands, making me stare right into her eyes. Whatever she had to tell me, I was ok with it. Nothing that she could say to me would make me want her any less.

“Honey, when I get turned on, guy or girl, my clit basically turns into a long dick.”

“How long?” I asked, curious about this new development.

She laughed softly and put my hand on her lap. Something was growing under the material of her dress, expanding and getting bigger. It was really big and it felt solid. I gasped, unsure of how to respond.

“It is massive,” I said with lust in my voice. “Can you...could you...fuck me with it?”

“I was hoping you would say that,” said the coach, her clit still growing and pushing out on her cute, black dress. “Let me just slow it down a little first though. I am not sure everybody in here is ready to see a chick with a dick.”

She was right. We were already getting a lot of stares just because we were two women that were together. The world was not ready for a cheerleading coach that also was packing some serious cock. We would need some time before her clit would shrink back down to size and we could leave without being noticed.

Thoughts of that big clit were running through my mind. What would it taste like in my mouth? What would it feel like in my ass? Could she even fuck me in the ass with it?

“I can tell you have questions,” said the coach with a happy smile. “We have a lot to explore together. Are you free to come back to my apartment? I know you students are busy, but I was hoping we might be able to help each other relax.”

The implication was clear and I quickly drank every last drop of my coffee, looking down in her lap to see if her clit had returned to a normal size again. There was still a bulge, but I couldn’t wait any longer. I had to have her now!

We quickly moved out of the cafe, my body hiding any bulge that was still showing as we stayed close together and moved for her car. The ride over was so hot, my lips all over her neck, rubbing at her thighs, and grabbing at the bulge that building under her feminine clothing. It took a lot of willpower to not just pull up her skirt and start sucking on that giant clit that she had poking through the sheer fabric.

“I am so aroused right now,” said the coach, her voice going low and husky, just like a telephone sex operator. My lips continued to feel her up, licking at her earlobes and sucking at her breastbone. Tiny trails of saliva marked the path where my tongue had been. I love the fact that I could finally have her all to myself. When we finally got back to her place, it would be like Christmas with only one present under the tree.

We both ran up the flights of stairs, too anxious to take the elevator. She let me in and it was like a switch had been flicked on for both of us, ripping off clothing and pawing at each others bodies. I was being really aggressive with the coach, kissing my way down to those cute little panties that looked like they were going to explode from all the pressure placed against them.

My fingers scraped down her soft stomach and I kissed where the bulge was, getting a nice reaction from the coach who ran her fingers through my flowing hair. Once I was down on the same level as her clit, I could see why she had hesitated to tell me about it. The thing was fucking massive.

As my fingers tucked into the waistband of her tiny panties, pulling them down just a little revealed a giant clit that popped up and out of the top. My curiosity got the better of me and I decided that I had enough of just getting a preview. I tore her underwear off, yanking them off her dainty feet.

The giant clit swung around and smacked me right in the cheek, leaving a red mark and some glistening liquid behind. I always admired some girth to a cock, but this thing was ridiculous. It continued to grow as I ran my fist up and down the leaking dick like member.

“That feels amazing,” groaned the coach through clenched teeth. “It is still as sensitive as a clit, the thing is just really big.”

“Oh really?” I said with a smile. “What would happen then if I did this?”

My tongue came out, the pink tip of my tongue coming into contact with her clit. The connection was electric and energy was flowing through both of us as I took just a small amount in my mouth, sucking her most sensitive spot. Her hips began to move in a humping motion and that got me wet. Seeing those nice muscles flexing and pumping her clit deeper into my mouth was a total turn on.

The giant clit continued to grow. Coach Whitmore jacked the base of her shaft, spurting out something tasty into my mouth. I swallowed it all with a smile. That was just the preview of what I wanted from her. If she was about to come, I was ready to take everything she gave me in my little tummy.

Hooded eyes on the coach partially hid from me the fact the cheerleading coach had her eyes rolled all the way back in her skull. She was breathing hard, trying to hold back her orgasm. It was almost impossible though. With a clit this big, sucking the massive thing was sending shockwaves of pleasure through her. This wouldn’t last much longer as I went down on her, getting the whole of my lips around the fucking massive tool.

Her cock slid in deeper and I let my tongue feel around on the underside of her pumping penis-like clit. I opened wider, trying to fit in as much as I could while still stopping myself from gagging on the big clit. My desire was to fuck my coach, but I didn’t want to end up choking on this thick clit if I could help it.

My paced slowed down as I scraped my lips up and down the length, letting the tip hit the back of the throat and deposit a few squirts before taking it out of my mouth to jerk it like I was milking the girl cum right out of her body. The coach reached down and began to molest my breasts, feeling me up and pinching my nipples like she had never played with boobs before.

I sucked and stroked her while she traced my pink areolas. My impression was that playing with my tits was getting her even more turned on, because each time she would squeeze down on my boobs, an extra shot of girl semen would squirt out and make me taste her essence.

“The feeling of your lips on my clit is too much,” she moaned out, her head looking straight up toward where the sky would be. “There is only so much I can do to hold back. I need to come soon, and I want to shoot it right down into your stomach. I want you take everything that I give you babe.”

Little did I know what that actually meant. I opened my lips wide, trying to accomodate more of her thick clit when I felt her hands grip my hair and her hips came forward to thrust deep into my mouth. My gag reflex turned on, but the coach pushed right past it, enjoying the feeling of power as she began to fuck my young throat.

The sounds of me choking on her clit filled the small apartment as saliva began to run down my chin and splash onto the floor below. She was giving it to me good, twisting my nipples and slapping my tits as she took total control. I kind of liked the domination and found that my own pussy lips were getting soaking wet the more she slapped me around.

I didn’t have to wait long before I felt the first splash of girl cum hitting my stomach juices. She was pumping shot after shot into my digestive system, telling me I was such a good girl for taking the load. It felt a lot like my first boyfriend who I gave a blowjob to under the bleachers. He had also held my head still as he emptied his nuts down my gullet. Now I found that my coach was using my mouth like her cum receptacle.

When she finally pulled away, it felt like I just swallowed about a gallon of whatever her body was producing. A line of clear fluid still connected us like a sticky rope, hanging from the tip of her big clit and adhering to my bottom lip.

The coach laughed when she saw that her clear fluids were still stuck to me and wiped herself off on my forehead.

“You look so much better honey when you have a little bit of cum on your face. Brings out your eyes.”

I blushed and looked down at the hardwood floors of her apartment. She tilted my chin up and gave me another big smile. “I am serious babe. Like, I think you should let me fuck your face everyday. You don’t even know how good you look with a little girl semen making you glisten.”

The compliments meant a lot to me. This was huge. The coach was actually fucking me and we could have a real relationship. No more hiding. No more denying the lust we both felt. The best part though, was she seemed to be ready to go again already. The refractory period of a man didn’t apply to a woman. A girl can come over and over again, and it just so happened, this girl had a massive prick!

She hauled me to my feet and pulled me by my hair to her bedroom. The black sheets felt like satin as she hoisted me in the air and carried me past the threshold. She felt very strong and set me down on my back where she continued to pinch and caress my breasts.

My thighs were trembling as she grabbed them and pulled them apart, wide!

“Hold still for me now honey. Time for me to make you feel good.”

Blue waves of sparks shot past my eyes as her tongue began slither over my throbbing clit. Each lick was pushing me toward the finish line, dragging me screaming to the pinnacle of pleasure. My body thrashed and bucked as she massaged my ass and tasted the honey right from my hole.

Every so often, she would slide up over my tits and force her tongue into my own mouth, letting me taste my own pussy on her lips. She enjoyed having me taste the inside of my cunt and would thrust her tongue in deep to make sure I got a good mouthful. Then, like a slippery snake, she would run those big tits back down the length of my torso, pin my thighs back to the bed, and snack on my hot box like I was a three course meal.

A light touch of her tongue on my asshole made me jump, but she just commanded me to spread wider under I complied with her wishes. She began to run her fingers through my pussy folds while teasing the tip of her wet tongue into my forbidden backdoor. I had never had anybody toss my salad before, but after this, I would demand every lover to lick my ass.

It felt like satin tickling at the entrance of my sphincter, making my pussy clench down hard on the fingers that were probing in and out. When she pulled back her glistening fingers, she stuck them in my mouth, rubbing them over my tongue before tucking her digits back into my freshly shaved pussy. My body was bouncing off the bed, trying to get her to just make me come. The coach noticed my intensity and soft caresses turned to hard suction on my pleasure button. There was no more teasing as her manicured fingers went deep in my sopping pussy and her fingertips curled just enough to tickle the g-spot hidden between my pink lips.

She started to alternate between licking my ass and clit while rubbing on my g spot just like I had rubbed her big ass clit. I came screaming, biting down hard and shaking from the tremors of my first climax. The coach didn’t let up, continuing to finger fuck while fluids sprayed out onto her nice, black sheets. She finished me off with a hard spank to the buttocks, leaving behind a red slap mark on my right cheek.

Before I knew what was happening, her arms were shifting my hips up towards her, something big pushing up against the entrance to my honey hole. “No breather,” she growled, pushing something really big against my pussy entrance. It took a second to realize, she was fucking me with her clit!

The depths of my pussy stretched out, the pink walls shifting to try and handle something so big and long. Each time she would shove a little more in, it felt like my pussy would concede to her, giving in and expanding outward just a little bit more.

For a second, she held herself inside of me, giving me a chance to tell her I was ok, before she started to buck like a wild horse on top of me, impaling that massive prick into my willing body and making me her girl

The coach was taking pride her conquest, kissing at my neck and whispering in my ear that I was her slut now. Her athletic body allowed her to hold me tight to her body without letting go, her arms like steel as she crushed her tits into mine and continued to fuck my hole like she was about to be sent to jail for life.

My tight cunt accepted every inch of her, absorbing inch after inch of clit and still wanting more. She pulled out partially, so just the tip was in me, and then after taking a big breath, she pushed in with her pelvis, pounding me hard. My body came over her silky sheets, ramming my own pussy onto her rod while I screamed at her to give me her cum again.

She bit down on my shoulder and her body shook and began to empty into me again today. The clit was all the way inside when it started to dump out the contents of her girl cum, my cunt filling up quickly with clear fluid that would leave me feeling sticky and full. The coach gave me that vixen smile again as she let her cock drain into me and then a sweet kiss on the lips while she told me I was her best student.

Both of our athletic bodies had been pushed to the limit. It took several moments before we could even breathe normally again. While we were wrapped in the arms of each other, I knew, I never wanted to leave this embrace.

TO BE CONTINUED

Futa Coach 2


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

Futa Coach 3

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 teammate. 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=1576768449&sr=8-1
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