

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.
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