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Naughty Futa Disrupts the Lesson


Naughty Excerpt from “Naughty Futa Disrupts the Lesson”

My boss, Sapphire, mentioned affection. Did she mean this?

“Hi, it's Carter, right?” a woman asked behind me.

I turned around to find a woman with curly-brown hair. She had tan skin and brown eyes, older, clearly a teacher. She dressed in a V-neck blouse and a tight skirt. She had an amused smile on her face, eyes dancing with delight.

“Yeah,” I said. “Carter Michael.”

“Hi, I'm Iona,” she said. “I'm a biology teacher. You look a little... bushwhacked.”

“I mean...” I glanced at the two girls fucking. “They're using strap-ons and everything.”

“Something like that,” she said. “They're futas. They're allowed to do what they want on campus so long as they don't disrupt things too much.”

“Really?” I asked. “I mean... That's illegal, right? Lewd act in public.”

“We're not in public. This is a private campus. A safe place for girls.” She gave me a sweet smile. “You'll get used to it. Try not to interrupt them. Futas aren't fans of guys, but... we need to start teaching girls computer science. The founders are keen to have girls trained in the engineering side of things.”

“Futas?” I frowned. “What? Is that some type of lesbian?”

“Mmm, that's one way to think about them,” she said. “Horny, sexy lesbians with something special about them. You'll figure it out. I'd get going to your class.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Naughty Futa Disrupts the Lesson

“Well, Carter, we're glad we got you,” said my new boss, Sapphire Berkshire. She was the Dean of Aphrodite University. “We haven't been able to find a female candidate to teach computer science, so you're our first male teacher.”

I blinked as I sat in her office, a large window behind her, the sun spilling around her blonde hair, making it almost glow at times. She was a lovely woman in her mid-thirties, a plunging neckline showing off the round cleavage of her breasts. It was more daring than I thought I'd find on the head of the new university.

“Well, I knew this was an all-girls college, but I didn't think it meant that,” I said.

“Yep, all girl,” Sapphire said. A bright smile crossed her lips. “I hope that's not a problem?”

“Problem?”

“Being around such femininity all day.”

“Oh, no,” I said. “Not a problem. I'm a professional.”

She nodded. “Of course you are.” She glanced down at my resume. It was... sparse. I was fresh out of college. I could get a job actually coding, but I liked the idea of teaching. “And... how would you feel dressing more feminine?”

“Uh...” I didn't quite know how to answer that question. “I'm sorry, what?”

“You know, wear dresses, shave that goatee of yours, grow your hair out.” She had such a bright smile. “You know, blend in by using makeup.”

“Well...” I swallowed. “There's nothing wrong with someone that wants to do it, but... I'm a guy.”

“Yeah, but, I mean, you can bend your gender. Shift it. Does that make you uncomfortable?”

“No, no,” I hastily added. “It's just... I'm not that. I'm a guy. Pretty happy being a guy.”

“Just think about it,” she said. Her smile grew. “It would really help you fit in here, but it's your choice.”

“Sure, I'll think about it,” I lied.

“Good,” she said. She folded her hands. “And there's one last thing, just to give you a warning, our school is a little affectionate.”

I frowned. “Huh?”

“You might be seeing things. Don't be shocked by anything you witness between the students.” She leaned over the desk. “So, still want to work here.”

“Well, yeah,” I said. It was the only place that had talked to me. “I'm glad to.”

“Then welcome to Aphrodite U,” she said.

*   *   *

Two weeks later, it was the start of the winter term. The air was crisp. There was a chill to the morning, a bite in the wind despite the blue skies. Mount Rainier, looming so close to the campus located in the small town of Buckley, Washington. It's snow-capped peak thrust into the sky, dominating the horizon. If it wasn't for all the attractive students, I'd be staring more at its majesty.

Everywhere I looked, there were girls. They were strolling across the campus, most wearing skirts and leggings, foggy breath puffing in the air about their flushed cheeks. They looked so delicious. I felt guilty for my lust, but I was young. Twenty-three. There was nothing weird about me appreciating an eighteen or nineteen-year-old girl.

I just wished they were... warmer to me.

They gave me strange looks. They whispered as I passed. My cheeks warmed despite the cold. I scrunched my shoulders as I kept walking. There were no men anywhere in sight. It was clear the girls weren't used to seeing a man wandering on the campus.

My skin crawled beneath their gazes. It made my shoulders writhe. Their shock had my heart pounding. They shook their heads. I felt unwanted. I rubbed my hand through my goatee and straightened my back.

They were just surprised. I had to let them get used to me.

I reached the building my class was in, pressing through the front door into the warmth of the building. The girls were clustered here, many taking off coats, revealing a surprising amount of flesh for such a cold day. Low cut tops abounded, all these eighteen, nineteen, and twenty-year-old coeds moving about with their youthful delights on display.

It reminded me that I was only a few years older than they were. That if I wasn't teaching here, I'd be asking them out. Hitting on them. Not long ago, I would be flirting with girls this age, hooking up with them.

“What's he doing here?” I heard a girl whisper.

“I don't know,” another said. “Is he fixing something?”

“Dressed like that?”

I looked around for the source, but whoever was talking didn't look at me. The girls were moving through the halls, giving me scandalized glances. I sighed and kept going. I moved through the hallway, heading to my new classroom. I'd visited it over the weekend, getting it set up along with the small office I had on the third floor.

I rounded a corner and froze.

“Oh, my Goddess, yes,” moaned a Black girl, her ebony leg hooked around the waist of a White girl who had pinned her to the wall. The White girl's skirt was hiked up, her leggings bunched around her feet. Her naked rump flexed as she thrust forward. “Fuck me! Ram that futa-cock into me, Reba.”

Reba, the White girl, had black hair, a pair of pink panties gripped in her hand. She rubbed them into her face as she drove her pelvis forward. She slammed her hips forward like she wore a strap-on, just fucking the Black girl hard.

My jaw dropped at the sight. The other girls in the hallway were passing by, smiling and giving naughty looks, but none seemed surprised by the two girls fucking. Reba smeared the panties in her face. It must be the Black girl's underwear.

“Oh, yes, yes, Keesha,” moaned Reba, savoring those panties. “You're so tight. Ooh, that's amazing.”

I didn't know what to do. She looked eighteen or nineteen and was fucking Keesha hard. The Black girl's dark leg twitched. Reba lowered her panties and kissed Keesha. Their tongues darted together. I caught a glimpse of a fleshy shaft burying into Keesha's depths.

“Ooh, they're going at it again,” a girl purred. “They are so into each other.”

“I wish they would fuck me like that,” another girl groaned. “It's no fair when the futas fuck each other. I need their clit-dicks in me.”

“It's cute,” the first girl said. “They're in love. Besides, if you're lucky, they'll fuck you both and... Oh, my god, there's a guy watching them.”

The two girls who were talking rushed by me as I stared at the White and Black girl having sex. My heart pounded. They were just fucking right here in the hallway and everyone seemed to think it was okay. I spotted a few girls rubbing themselves,s hands slipped beneath their skirts. Their cheeks were bright. They bit lower lips or whimpered in delight, masturbating right there in the hallway.

Two girls started touching each other. Hands appeared out from between their own skirt only to dart beneath their friend's. They both moaned, their faces growing bright. I didn't know what to do. I couldn't believe that was happening. This was insane.

Why were they doing this?

“Make her cum, Reba!” someone shouted, her voice strained.

My boss, Sapphire, mentioned affection. Did she mean this?

“Hi, it's Carter, right?” a woman asked behind me.

I turned around to find a woman with curly-brown hair. She had tan skin and brown eyes, older, clearly a teacher. She dressed in a V-neck blouse and a tight skirt. She had an amused smile on her face, eyes dancing with delight.

“Yeah,” I said. “Carter Michael.”

“Hi, I'm Iona,” she said. “I'm a biology teacher. You look a little... bushwhacked.”

“I mean...” I glanced at the two girls fucking. “They're using strap-ons and everything.”

“Something like that,” she said. “They're futas. They're allowed to do what they want on campus so long as they don't disrupt things too much.”

“Really?” I asked. “I mean... That's illegal, right? Lewd act in public.”

“We're not in public. This is a private campus. A safe place for girls.” She gave me a sweet smile. “You'll get used to it. Try not to interrupt them. Futas aren't fans of guys, but... we need to start teaching girls computer science. The founders are keen to have girls trained in the engineering side of things.”

“Futas?” I frowned. “What? Is that some type of lesbian?”

“Mmm, that's one way to think about them,” she said. “Horny, sexy lesbians with something special about them. You'll figure it out. I'd get going to your class.”

“It's, um, beyond them.”

I glanced at the girls. They were kissing hard, Reba's rump driving forward, fucking Keesha harder, faster. Their bodies were pressed tight, their mouths melted together. Tongues dueled each other. Their clothes rustled over and over.

“Then walk by them,” Iona said. “Don't mind the masturbating girls. Futas just turn women on. Mmm, they are so sexy.”

I swallowed. This was insane. What had I gotten myself in to?

I hurried down the hallway. My heart beat faster as I rushed past the fucking futas and the masturbating girls. They were all moaning. The scent of pussy filled the air. My cock was so hard in my slacks. My cheeks burned as I navigated through the craziness. Girls moaned around me, shuddering.

“Fuck her hard!” a girl panted.

“Oh, yes, yes!” another gasped.

“So pretty!”

“Make me a futa!”

I rushed to my classroom door and burst into it. There were girls already in there. They gasped at the sight of me. A buzz of conversation rippled through them as they headed to at their desks. They all were setting laptops out before them. One girl with bleached-blonde hair sat up straight. She had this saucy look on her smile. Almost like a challenge.

“Why's a guy here?”

“Who is that?”

“I thought this was an all-girls' school. I've been enjoying not being around any guys.”

“I used to think they were hot, but... Why is he here?”

The girls were all whispering. All but the one with bleach-blonde hair. She was a beautiful woman. She almost seemed to shine compared to the others. She had tan skin, not the natural hue of Iona skin, but the look of a girl who used the tanning booth. She had a slender build, her blouse had a plunging, square cut to it, showing off a great amount of her round breasts. Her nipples poked hard against the pink fabric. It hugged her torso.

“Excuse me,” one girl said in the front row. She had short, black hair and a pierced lip. “Who are you?”

“I am Carter Michael,” I said, forcing myself to speak. “I'm your new teacher. I'll be teaching you the basics of coding.” I set my satchel down, pulled out my laptop, and set it up. Then I opened my desk drawer and pulled out my stack of syllabi. “Is there a problem with that?”

“The school hired a man?” the bleached-blonde girl asked. There was something defiant in her voice.

“Yes,” I said, giving her a look. “Do you have a problem with that.”

She leaned forward. She had that bitchy smile that made my teeth grind together. I'd known a few girls like that, the arrogant kind that thought their shit didn't stink. That because they were hot they could do whatever they wanted.

“Oh, no,” she said. “I'm open and progressive.” Her eyes flicked up and down me. It wasn't like a girl checking me out, more like a butcher sizing up a carcass. I could almost feel her imagining doing something to me.

Something that would change me.

“Oh, yes, very progressive,” she said. She licked her lips. “What do you think, Chloe?”

The girl sitting beside the bitch bit her lower lip. It was the same girl who'd asked who I was. Her piercing flashed. Her short hair swayed about her fair face. She was a slender girl. Petite. She had her hands folded tight together.

“Um...” Chloe said. “If the school hired him, I'm sure it's fine.”

“Oh, yes, the school hired him,” the bitch said. Her head cocked.

I frowned. What was she thinking?

“Class starts in a few minutes,” I said. “Let's make sure everyone gets in here, then I'll explain what we'll be teaching. I hope you're all ready to code.”

“It sounds boring,” the bleached-blonde, bitchy girl said.

“And who are you?”

“Treasure,” she said like I should recognize her name. “Treasure Sharrow.”

“If it sounds boring, then why are you here?”

“I need the credit.” She shrugged. Her arms thrust into the air and she stretched, bored. “I have to keep my grades up if I want to make the team next year.”

“Team?”

She rolled her eyes like I was an idiot. “The cheer team. Goddess, don't you know anything about this school.”

“The futas on the Venus Squad are so hot,” moaned a redheaded girl in the back. Her green eyes sparkled.

“I would love to be gangbanged by them,” a Hispanic girl said. She shuddered at her desk. “Mmm, just surrounded by all their futa-passion.”

Gangbanged? By cheerleaders? What was wrong with this school?

“What do you say, Chloe?” Treasure asked. She leaned over and stroked her finger up and down Chloe's arm. “Would you love to be fucked by a futa?”

“Of course,” Chloe said, her cheeks burning bright. “What girl on campus doesn't.” She glanced at her. “Are you offering...?”

“Maybe.”

My cheeks burned. I couldn't believe this. I had never heard anything like this. What was this school like?

A brunette walked in wearing a short skirt and purple leggings. She gasped at the sight of me, her eyes wide. “There's a guy here.”

“Mr. Michaels,” Treasure said. “But we'll see if we can't straighten him out. Do something about his little problem.”

“Problem?” I demanded, growing angry with this girl.

She gave me a fake smile. “Yes. We'll improve you.”

“I don't need any improvement, thank you,” I said.

Another two girls entered and blinked. They gave me strange looks as they scurried to their seats. I was seriously confused. What were these futas? I had never been to a place like this in my life. I felt like I'd entered the Twilight Zone or something.

I glanced at the clock. The hour had begun. “Okay, I'm Carter Michaels. You can call me Mr. Michaels or Carter or even professor,” I said. “I'm your new associate professor here to teach you how to code.” I hefted the syllabi and handed them to the Black girl sitting at the corner desk on the front row. “If you can take one and pass it down, it will outline the course. We're going to start with BASIC coding.”

I smiled.

No said anything. Someone coughed.

“BASIC is a type of coding language,” I said as the papers passed around. Treasure grimaced as the syllabi reached her. She didn't take one as she thrust the stack at Chloe. The pierced-lip girl took hers and passed it on. “It's a simple program. We'll start with the basics. Simple verbs and nouns.”

“Verbs and nouns?” Treasure asked. “I thought this was coding, not grammar.”

“Coding is a language,” I said. “It has grammar. Verbs are the actions. They tell the computer to do something. Nouns are objects. They are things that are affected. Like your laptop. You click with your mouse cursor on a program and it opens. Well, by clicking that button, you've sent a verb command to your computer. Open this object. It then runs all the code to affect the noun. The program.”

“What's this about logic?” said the redhead.

“You are?” I asked.

“Madeleine,” she said.

“Logic is an important part of programming. A simple code might be 'if X do A.' But 'if Y do B.' Like that. We'll get into AND, NAND, OR, and NOR commands. Learning this will also help in creating circuits. They're called logic gates and they are functional.”

“And hexadecimal?” another girl asked.

I arched an eyebrow.

“Um, Jill. What's hexadecimal. Is that some weird math.”

“Base sixteen number system. It and binary are the most commonly used number systems in programming. Binary is useful for programming because it's simple to use with electricity in a circuit. Your computer uses those circuits to do their calculations. O is no voltage. 1 is voltage. Simple. Hexadecimal is more useful for the storage of data. Takes up less space than binary on a hard drive and...” I smiled. “We're getting ahead of ourselves and...”

I noticed Treasure leaning over and stroking Chloe's arm. Her fingers trailed up and down the black-haired girl's skin from wrist to elbow. Chloe's cheeks burned bright. Her hazel eyes had a gleam to them. She licked her lips, brushing her piercing.

“So...” I swallowed, taken aback.

Treasure leaned over and whispered into Chloe's ear. The black-haired girl's eyes widened as the arrogant bitch's lips moved. The flush deepened in Chloe's cheeks. Her legs tightened beneath her desk. I noticed Chloe was the only girl wearing jeans. Denim rasped together. The sound echoed through the room.

“Do you want to share with the rest of us?” I asked.

Treasure glanced at me. “I was just telling Chloe how I was going to make her cum.” Treasure's hand moved down to Chloe's thigh beneath the desk. I could hear Treasure stroking her fellow student's thigh. “How hard. How wonderful. She's going to enjoy my futa-cock.”

What was a futa-cock? Some strange sex toy.

“Well, I'm teaching a class, so...” I gave her a look.

She smirked back at me. I heard her hand slide higher. Chloe's thighs parted beneath her desk. Her back straightened. There was no way that Treasure had her hand placed there. She couldn't have moved her hand up between the girl's thighs. Over her pussy.

The sound of stroking grew louder. Madeleine squirmed, glancing at Chloe beside her. Madeleine bit her lips, this look of envy in her eyes. Chloe groaned, her plump lips parting. Her eyes grew a glossy as she shuddered.

“Treasure,” I said. “I'm in the middle of a lesson. Is this the time?”

“For what?” she asked me, staring at me with defiant, brown eyes. “I'm ready to learn.”

“You're...” My cheeks burned as I couldn't quite bring myself to speak. I cleared my throat. I didn't know what to do. “Um, are there any questions.”

“Yeah, why did the school hire a man?” asked Treasure, the sounds of her rubbing growing louder.

Chloe whimpered.

“They needed someone qualified to teach this course,” I said. “They couldn't find any women to do it. All the programming companies are snapping up every female programmer there is. They're desperate to prove that they're not sexists. If you go into this field, you can make real money. Six figures. More.”

“Is that why you're teaching?” asked Treasure, her eyes gleaming. “Couldn't get a job because you had a dick and not a pussy.”

“That's really not an appropriate question,” I said. “Just like what you're doing with Chloe isn't appropriate for the classroom.”

“What am I doing with Chloe?” she asked.

Chloe whimpered. Her eyes fluttered. She let out a wanton moan, squirming in her seat.

“You know what you're doing,” I said. “Get your hand out from between Chloe's thighs and pay attention. And why am I here? Because I want to teach, not work for some tech company. Not all of us care about the money.”

“Right,” purred Treasure. The rubbing grew louder and louder. Chloe's face twisted in rapture. Her entire body trembled. “You just don't care about the money. Whatever lie gets you through the day.”

“That is quite enough,” I growled. My anger swelled, my face red. “Get your hand out from between Chloe's thighs. If you don't want to learn, that's fine, but maybe she does and didn't need your distraction.”

“I think she does,” Treasure said. She leaned over. Chloe's head turned and then their lips met in a kiss.

My jaw dropped as a rippling moan of envy ran through the room. Treasure's tongue thrust into Chloe's mouth. The pierced-lip girl melted into it. She cupped Treasure's face. I couldn't believe this was happening. Chloe trembled, whimpering into the kiss.

Their lips worked together. Their heads cocked. Treasure kept rubbing at Chloe's crotch. Their chair creaked. Their desk groaned. Chloe's nipples pressed against the tight, red sweater she wore. Her fingers flexed against Treasure's cheek.

Chloe has black-painted fingernails.

“Treasure!” I finally managed to shout. “Stop that right this second. You're in the middle of class.”

Treasure broke the kiss. Her nose rubbed against Chloe's before she said, “Shut up. You're just a man.”

She didn't even look at me. She kissed Chloe again. The girl's legs trembled. She moaned. I swear Chloe was on the verge of having an orgasm in my class. I had to gain control of this. I marched around my desk, so aware how hard my cock was.

“You do not tell me to be shut up became I'm a man,” I growled, looming over the girls. “I'm your teacher.”

Treasure broke the kiss. “Ooh, Chloe, are you going to cum?”

“Yes, yes,” Chloe whimpered. “Oh, that's it. Just so hot. I love it. I'm going to cum so hard.”

“Do it,” Treasure purred. “I can feel your heat bleeding through your jeans. Mmm, you're so wet aren't you.”

“Soaked.”

“Just getting ready for my futa-cock.”

“Stop this right now,” I growled.

“Shut up!” hissed Treasure, glaring up at me. “She's on the verge of cumming.”

“Yes, make her cum,” moaned Madeleine.

“This is just so hot,” the Black girl at the end of the row moaned. “Make her cum, Treasure.”

“It is, Kanisha,” Jill moaned.

“Oh, my fucking goddess!” gasped Chloe. “Aphrodite! Fuck, yes!”

In the middle of my class, Chloe came. Her head threw back. A flushing red blush spread over her face as she howled out her rapture. She bucked and shuddered on the desk, her small breasts jiggling against the tight, knit sweater she wore. The stretchy cloth molded to her tits. Her legs kicked out as she cried out in delight.

“Mmm, that's it,” Treasure purred. “Ooh, you're having a good one, aren't you?”

“Yes, yes, yes!” howled Chloe.

“Enough!” I growled. I had to gain control of this class. “Treasure, stop fingering her and come with me. We're going to see the dean.”

Treasure bolted to her feet. Her bleached-blonde hair spilled around her shoulders. Her breasts bounced in her square-cut blouse, almost popping out. She gave me such a defiant look. Such arrogance burned in her face.

“Do you know what I am?” she demanded.

“I don't care,” I said. “I'm your teacher. You will listen to me.”

“I am one of Aphrodite's futas!” She poked me in the chest. “Do you understand that?”

“I don't give a damned what you are,” I said, losing my cool. This was all going off the rails. “You are disrupting my classroom and...” My words trailed off as she grabbed her blouse and pulled it off. “What are you doing?”

“Showing you what a futa is,” she said, dropping her blouse down on the ground. She wore no bra.

She had round breasts. They jiggled before her, plump with youthful delight, her pink nipples thrusting hard before her. She unzipped her skirt, dropping it. The cloth fell down her tanned, shaved legs. She had no pubic hair, her pussy glistening with her arousal.

“What are you doing?” I demanded, stepping back, my cheeks burning. I thrust my hands behind my back so there could be no accusations of me touching her. “I'm don't have sex with my students.”

“It's not against the rules here,” she purred. Her eyes possessed this wild gleam. Her smile grew. “Now, this is what a futa is.”

Every girl craned their heads, even Chloe. They all groaned as something thrust from Treasure's pussy lips. I gaped as I realized her clit was enlarging. It grew bigger than any clit I'd seen on a girl. Three inches. Four inches. It grew thicker. It pulsed with her heartbeat.

Five inches.

Six inches.

Seven inches.

My cheeks burned.

The shape of a cock appeared, the tip flaring into that spongy helmet. The shaft was thick. A slit blossomed. Eight inches. She was bigger than me. She was growing a dick.

Nine inches.

Ten inches.

My heart beat faster and faster. My cock throbbed so hard.

Eleven inches.

Twelve inches.

I let out a strangled groan.

Thirteen inches. Fourteen inches.

“Jesus,” I groaned at that massive dick. It was bigger than anything I'd seen in a locker room, in porn. “What... that... you...?”

“I'm a futa,” she purred. “We rule this school, Mr. Michaels.”

She whirled around and grabbed Chloe's black hair. The girl didn't resist Treasure at all. Chloe opened her mouth wide. She didn't hesitate to swallow the tip of the big clit-dick. She had the look on her face like she won the lotto.

Every other girl moaned in envy. Did they all want to suck Treasure's cock? What the fuck was going on?

“You grew a dick,” I muttered, my mind reeling.

“I'm a futa,” she said, shaking her head. “Oh, yes, Chloe, suck on it. Is this your first time with a futa?”

Chloe moaned about Treasure's dick.

The futa laughed, tossing back her head. Her naked rump clenched. “Mmm, a futa-virgin. But not the first cock you've sucked, just the biggest. I love it. I'm so glad I figured out how to become one.”

Treasure gripped Chloe's hair and thrust her cock forward. The bitch fucked her dick in and out of the girl's mouth. The pleasure crossing the futa's face was obvious. Her breasts, seen in profile, jiggled as she pumped her hips. She licked her lips, her bleached-blonde hair swaying about her shoulders.

Madeleine slipped off a pair of panties from beneath her skirt. She dropped the wispy, gray cloth on her desk and leaned back, clearly fingering her twat. She whimpered as she watched the action, licking her lips in envy.

I had lost complete control of my class. I groaned, my heart racing in my chest as Treasure pumped her big dick in and out of Chloe's mouth. The black-haired girl had her lips opened so wide. She could hardly take any of the shaft, maybe a third, into her mouth at a time.

The fleshy shaft pumped in and out of those lips. My dick ached and throbbed in my pants. I wanted to touch myself as I stood there rooted in shock. Blood pumped through my veins as the pleasure unfolded before me.

Live porn.

The kinkiest thing I had ever seen.

“Yes, yes, suck my big, futa-dick,” moaned Treasure. “You love it, you little slut.”

“Ooh, she does,” Madeleine moaned, her fingers busy beneath her skirt.

“Lucky her,” whimpered Jill. She stood up to watch, her tights bunched around her knees. She slid her hand up her skirt, exposing more of her creamy thighs. She shuddered as she clearly rubbed at her twat.

“Goddess, I would love to suck your dick, Treasure,” moaned Kanisha. Even she was sliding off her tights and panties. The Black girl threw an ebony thigh over her desk, fingering her twat with delight. “Mmm, I'd give your cock a treat, White futa.”

“I bet you would,” Treasure moaned. Then she gasped. “Chloe, yes, I love what you're doing with my futa-cock. Damn, you're just sucking hard, aren't you?”

My blood boiled. It took all my self-control not to do anything. Not to touch myself. My dick demanded it, but I was the teacher. I should stop this, but...

Passion burned through the classroom. More and more girls were masturbating. The Hispanic girl had thrust up her top to expose a pair of heavy tits. Her dark-pink nipples contrasted with her nut-brown flesh. She moaned, twisting them with one hand while the other was busy beneath her thighs.

The scent of pussy swelled through the room. It filled my nose, only making my blood burn hotter. My tie felt so tight. I breathed in deeply, my rising chest swelling the front of my button-down shirt. I gripped my hands behind my back hard.

I had to stay in control here.

Treasure's rump flexed as she thrust her hips faster. She drove her girl-dick in and out of Chloe's mouth. The futa moaned. Her entire body trembled. She had such a look of glee on her face. She shot me a challenging look.

“I own all the pussy in this classroom,” she purred as Chloe sucked. “Look at them. They all want me.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” the Hispanic girl moaned.

“Treasure!” gasped Madeleine, her eyes wild. “I want you. Ooh, you're so sexy.”

I clutched my hands, my cock so hard. It tented my slacks. I could take it out and stroke it. Join the twenty other girls just gasping and moaning and crying out in rapture. They were all touching themselves. Fingering themselves. Their moans echoed through the room. Their desks shifted. That wonderful scent of hot cum filled the room.

Pussy juices trickled down Treasure's thighs. She had a cock and a cunt. I licked my lips, this wild heat surging through me. This couldn't be happening. She moaned as she fucked Chloe's mouth, using her, fucking her hard.

I licked my lips. This was insane.

“Oh, Aphrodite, yes!” gasped Treasure. “Ooh, you cock-sucking slut. You want my cum, don't you?”

Chloe moaned about Treasure's futa-cock.

“Of course you do. All the sluts in here do!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Jill moaned, frigging her pussy with one hand, the other gripping the back of Kanisha's chair.

Treasure threw a defiant look at me as she ripped her cock out of Chloe's mouth. The futa moaned and shuddered. Then her clit-dick erupted. I groaned as she painted ropy line after ropy line across Chloe's face.

The girl-jizz splattered Chloe's features. Her mouth opened wide. Her pink tongue thrust out, eager to collect all the cum that erupted with such greedy hunger. It splashed on her tongue, across her forehead. Spunk ran down her features. More and more kept erupting.

More than any guy in a porno ever had unloaded.

“Oh, Aphrodite, yes!” gasped Treasure, her body shaking, her eyes boring in on mine. Pussy juices flooded down her thighs. “Mmm, you're just my slut, Chloe.”

“I am!” Chloe moaned.

“You want my dick in your cunt, don't you?”

“Yes!”

Treasure's smirk grew. She shuddered and stepped back. Her gaze snapped down to the coed dripping in her spunk. “Drop those jeans, bend over the desk, and it's time to get fucked.”

“Oh, my Goddess, yes!” gasped Chloe.

“Fuck her!” panted Madeleine. She watched Chloe with hungry eyes. “Pound her hard!”

Treasure never looked away from me as Chloe stood up and unsnapped her jeans. She shoved them down along with a purple thong. She moved around her desk and bent over. I groaned as her cute rump flexed. Between her thighs, the tight, shaved slit of her pussy appeared, her vulva flushed and gleaming with her pussy cream.

Madeleine leaned over and licked a line of spunk off of Chloe's face. Madeleine shuddered and moaned. Her entire body spasmed like merely tasting Treasure's girl-jizz was enough to send the redhead trembling through her orgasm.

“Oh, Aphrodite, so good!” Madeleine whimpered.

“Please, please, fuck me,” gasped Chloe. “Pound me, Treasure.”

“Gladly,” Treasure purred, savoring the control she had over everyone.

This was my classroom, but... but...

I just stood there as Treasure moved into position. I could just see the tip of her cock thrusting before her from this angle. It nuzzled into that perfect, tight slit. Chloe's back arched. Then she gasped as Treasure thrust in.

Chloe took every inch.

My hands clenched on each other behind my back as I watched the naughty sight. Treasure's hair danced around her shoulders as she drew back. Her round breasts quivered. She slammed back into Chloe's cunt, tits heaving.

Flesh slapped flesh.

Girls moaned through my classroom.

“Fuck her, Treasure!” moaned Kanisha, her hand working fast. Her foot, dangling off her desk, twitched up and down. “Fuck that White bitch hard! Mmm, yes!”

Treasure did. She drew back her hips and plowed into Chloe. The brazen futa fucked the black-haired coed with hard, fast strokes. She pumped her hips, plowing her girl-dick in and out of that tight, juicy twat. I could only watch in awe. It was incredible to witness. My heart pounded in my chest. I couldn't believe this was happening.

It was insane. Why was I just standing here and letting this futa disrupt my class? My heart beat so fast in my chest. My dick twitched and throbbed. I watched in awe as Treasure fucked Chloe with powerful strokes. The slap of their flesh echoed through the room.

My cock begged for attention.

I wanted to stroke myself.

I had to be in control.

Maybe once she came, things would calm down.

“Ooh, that's so hot,” groaned Jill. Her head threw back. She bucked and moaned. Cream ran down her thighs from beneath her skirt, her hand moving fast. “Aphrodite! I wish I was a futa! Pick me!”

“It's the fucking best!” Treasure moaned, her rump clenching as she fucked Chloe hard. “Ooh, her pussy is so tight around my girl-dick. She's squeezing me. Massaging me. I love it. Work that cunt around my cock. I'm going to cum.”

“Yes, yes, cum in me!”

Treasure thrust faster. She fucked her cock in and out of Chloe's twat. I shifted my stance to the right, getting a better view of that thick dick plunging into those tight pussy lips. They were wrapped about the huge shaft, staining the Treasure's impressive shaft in cunt juices.

Froth pussy cream gleamed on the edges, churned up by the hard plunges. My heart pounded in my chest. My breathing grew tighter and tighter. It was so hard not to masturbate. More and more girls were moaning throughout the room.

“Cumming!”

“Oh, yes, yes, fuck me next! My pussy is so juicy!”

“I taste so good! Fuck me, Treasure!”

“Fuck me! Please, please, my pussy is so fucking tight! I'm a futa-virgin, too!”

“Oh, Aphrodite!” Treasure moaned, her face twisting with pleasure. “Oh, yes, yes, I'm going to flood your cunt with so much cum!”

“Do it!” Chloe moaned. She shuddered on the desk. “Oh, my Goddess, I'm going to cum so hard on this dick. It's the best! I've never been so stretched. Oh, yes, yes! You all are going to love Treasure's dick!”

“I want it,” Madeleine moaned.

“Fuck me, please!” groaned Jill. She popped her fingers into her mouth, sucking off her own juices.

My balls ached. They were full of so much cum. I had never needed to climax more in my life. The pressure at the tip of my cock was incredible. My hands clenched tight behind my back. I had to remember who I was.

I was the teacher. The authority figure. I had to stay in control.

“Oh, my fucking Goddess!” howled Treasure. “Yes!”

“She's cumming in me!” Chloe moaned, her back arching. “Fuck, yes!”

They were both cumming. Treasure threw back her head. She whispered something. It sounded like a prayer. I caught Aphrodite in it. And something about “trap” and “pussy.” My breathing grew tighter and tighter as both Chloe and Treasure moaned.

“So much cum is firing into me,” whimpered Chloe. “So much wonderful futa-spunk. She's flooding me.”

“Yes, yes, milk my cock dry!” gasped Treasure. She shuddered. “Ooh, that's it. Yes!”

The futa shuddered one last time. Then she ripped her big-dick out of Chloe's cunt. Treasure whirled to face me, drops of pussy juices splattering the front of my slacks. My cock throbbed. My heart raced. My fingers twitched as I stared at that well-fucked pussy. Chloe gaped open. Pearly cum ran out.

“What do you say, Mr. Michaels?” Treasure purred. “Your turn?”

“What,” I croaked.

“To fuck her,” Treasure said. The futa stroked her pussy-soaked dick. “Mmm, just slide into her. Chloe wants it. Don't you?”

“Will that make you happy, Treasure?” groaned the well-fucked coed, her voice throaty.

“So much.”

“Fuck me, Mr. Michaels,” Chloe begged.

My lusts surged through me. I shouldn't do this. I was in charge, but... but...

I licked my lips and groaned.

I surrendered to my lusts. I couldn't resist that pussy dripping with cum. My heart pounding, I stepped up to Chloe. She squirmed, her cute rump flexing. The pearly jizz ran down her thighs. Her pink petals looked so wonderfully raw.

Fucked hard by a dick that dwarfed mine. A futa-dick.

My hands shot from behind my back to undo my belt, unfasten my slacks, and unzipped my fly. Every girl watched me. Madeleine moaned, fingering herself towards another orgasm. She licked her lips as I pulled out my cock from my boxers.

Disappointment flickered across her face.

“Please, please, fuck me!” Chloe moaned. “I want to make Treasure happy.”

“Just slide in and enjoy her,” said Treasure. “Then you'll fit in.”

I brought my aching cock to Chloe's pussy. I took that last step. I had to cum so badly. My balls ached. They brimmed with cum. I pressed my tip into Chloe's hot flesh, the futa's jizz rubbing across my crown.

I'd never fucked a sloppy pussy before.

“Damn,” I grunted and thrust into her.

Treasure smiled, stroking her pussy-soaked clit-dick. She was still hard and...

My eyes widened. Heat surged down my shaft from Chloe's pussy. Something tingled. It raced through me. I gasped, my head shaking from side to side. My cock twitched and throbbed in Chloe's pussy.

“What the fuck?” I gasped, my voice squeaking, sounding higher from stress.

I stepped back, ripping my dick out of Chloe's pussy. Streaks of pussy cream and cum clung to my shrinking shaft. I gaped, watching my cock not just become soft and limp, but it grew smaller. My balls retreated, sliding up into me and... and...

My chest swelled.

Round mounds formed, pressing on the front of my dress shirt. My entire body felt malleable. My hips shifted, shoulders narrowed. My hair spilled down my cheeks while my goatee, that ever-present itch I usually ignored, vanished.

I touched my face, feeling the last traces of my facial hair disappearing while the shape of my cheekbones flowed. My lips felt plumped. I whimpered, my voice sounding feminine. Strands of brown hair spilled down my forehead and across my vision while my chest continued to swell. Balloon.

“No, no, no,” I moaned, seeing my tie dangling over the swell of... of... “I can't have tits and... and...”

I felt a wet heat blossoming between my thighs. This wanton, aching need to be penetrated filled me. My eyes flicked to Treasure's big girl-cock and my... my... my pussy clenched. My slacks fell off my narrowing hips. My heart raced as my shirt felt loose around my shoulders but so tight around my chest. Hard nipples thrust against the fabric.

“Mmm, Aphrodite gave you a big pair of tits, didn't she,” purred Treasure.

God, she was beautiful. Just radiant. My body ached for her.

“Now that you're a woman,” Treasure purred. “Now that you're improved—you're little maleness problem fixed—I own you. You're going to do exactly what I say.”

I groaned as she was so beautiful that... that... I wanted to obey her.

How could I regain control of my class now?

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Gender-Swapped Teacher's Futa Lesson!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!

And don't forget to subscribe to Reed James's newsletter to keep up with the latest news, specials, and new releases! Read on for previews of other hot reads!


Sneak Preview of “Futa Squad's Futa Fans”

The futa-cheerleaders almost seemed to float as they approached, wearing their pink, pleated skirts and tight belly shirts that clung to their breasts. Aphrodite U's angel mascot covered their tits, stretched over their lush mounds, wings flared wide. Their hair swayed about their shoulders our were gathered back into cute ponytails. Marybeth's red hair fell in a pair of cute pigtails, the petite girl walking beside the curvier Apolonia. Portia strode at the front, her raven-black hair looking so shiny in the afternoon sunlight. She had the bearing of an Empress marching before her court.

I rubbed harder and harder at my girlfriend's panties as the futa-cheerleaders took position before us. Their short, pleated skirts flared wide, flashing their naked asses as they spun around to begin their stretches.

“Ooh, I love this,” a girl moaned behind me.

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, licking my lips as the eleven cheerleaders bent over.

Their skirts were so short they rode up their toned asses. With their legs spread wide as they reached to touch their toes, their pussies peeked out between their thighs. Most were shaved, their vulvas plump and aroused, their pussy lips so pink. I groaned at the sight of Yvette's glistening labia surrounded by her darker flesh. Juices dribbled down their thighs.

And their clits...

If you want to read more about the futa cheerleaders, click here for Futa Squad's Futa Fans (Aphrodite U's Futa Fans 1)!
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