
        
            
                
            
        

    
MY FUTA PROFESSOR GOT ME PREGNANT!


By Olivia O'Malley


CHAPTER 1


"You gotta be fucking kidding me... A C- on that test!" I wasn't going to pass with shitty grades like this. I needed to finish this class and pass it to get my degree. This is my last semester. There was no way I was going to be a fifth-year senior.


"Perhaps you should have studied harder, Kristen?" I recognize the voice immediately. I turned around. There she was. My professor. She was so fucking hot. Tall, blond, blue eyes, and young. Surprisingly young to be a professor. Her piercing gaze gave me goosebumps. All the guys in class had boners the whole time. I wasn't into girls, but there was something about her that made me want to go lez. But for how pretty she was, she didn't seem to give a fuck about any of her students. And this test cemented that conclusion.


"This is not fair..." I mumbled to myself. With all the other stuff that I was doing to pass this semester, I really couldn't deal with this. This was a serious kick to my lady-balls. Not that I had any...


"If you want to pass this class, maybe you should find a tutor."


"Tutoring?! Are you serious?"


"Don't let that attitude make this any worse for you. You didn't test well. It happens. Get over it. If you want to impress me, try harder on the next one and earn it."


I looked back at her, my blood boiling. The truth was that she was right. Anything more that I said would only make this worse. I knew I wasn't supposed to behave like this with my teacher. But her talking to me like this only rubbed salt in my wound. She could be a downright bitch at times like this. When she gave me grades like this, I hoped her beauty would last a long time because her personality wasn't winning any fans.


A couple of girls sitting next to me started chuckling. They Knew I had crappy grades in this class. They found it amusing. This class wasn't supposed to be this hard. Why couldn't I get my shit together? If I actually had to ask them for help... Just the thought of asking somebody in this room for help with tutoring made me want to cry.


I sat there, staring at the page. All I could do was stew. I hated my professor, even if deep down I knew it was still my fault. This was so embarrassing.


When the class was over, I headed back to my dorm. My roommate knew what happened as soon as she saw my face.


"That bad, huh?"


"Yeah. That class sucks dick."


"Would it really kill you to ask for help? How about you go to her office and ask her so that you're not in front of everybody? I'm sure she is more helpful than you think."


"I need to do something. My parents will lose their shit if I become a fifth-year senior. I'm going to lose my shit if I'm here another year. I have to fix this."


I was worried about my future. My plans for the next couple of years were on the line now. If I didn't pass this class and get my degree, I could kiss any of the jobs I applied for goodbye. Nobody would take a fifth-year senior seriously. I had to suck it up and go beg for mercy.





I knocked on her office door. She answered quickly and invited me in.


"Professor Jones, I'm sorry for how I behaved in class. I'm just so frustrated with myself. I need to pass this class so I can graduate. I'm under so much stress right now and bad grades aren't helping."


"Alright... well, I'm glad that you came to see me. I'm impressed that you put your ego aside and asked for help because you need it. Let's be honest, this subject isn't for you. We both know you're going to limp through this class and hopefully scrape by. No matter what, this isn't your field or your specialty. I get that. But I have a better idea, Kristen. Something that may be more in line with your... assets."


My professor's eyes roamed up and down my body.


"OK..."


"I have something that I think you can offer me. Something that would definitely encourage me to give you an


"Really?!" My heart began to pound. I knew there was a way out of my predicament now. "Yeah, whatever it is... I'll do it. What do you need, professor?"


"Your womb."


"What?!"


"I want a child. I want you to carry our child in your belly. Once you're pregnant, I'll make sure you pass my class and the school year will be done by the time you start to show. Once you deliver, I'll take the baby and you don't have to worry about it again."


"I don't-"


Professor Jones quickly shifted, looking like she was trying to rearrange something in her crotch while being somewhat discreet. "It's not for you to understand. Go home and sleep on it. I know it's a lot of digest at once. Come back tomorrow with your answer, Kristen."


CHAPTER 2


All night I tossed and turned with the thoughts of what my professor was offering. Why did she keep calling it "our child" during the meeting? Two women couldn't make a baby, right? How was this going to work?


I woke up just as confused as when I went to bed. My hot, young professor was offering a passing grade for me letting her get me knocked up. I wasn't too sure about that arrangement, but it was one way to pass the class. The truth was that I hated the class and I wanted to be done with school. This was a great way to do that. I would be ending my school career with a bang, so to speak. Whatever, it was a way to pass my class and get my diploma. That's all I really cared about.


I returned to Professor Jones's office. She opened the door as soon as I knocked. She then backed away to allow me to enter the room. I sat down. She sat on her desk in front of me.


"So... what do you think about our little arrangement?"


The lust was burning in her eyes. I could tell she was very eager to get me pregnant, whatever that entailed. My eyes drifted lower to her chest. Her thick, hard nipples were clearly visible through her tight blouse. She didn't have a bra on. I felt my pussy gush as I realized that my teacher really wanted me. It was the first time that anyone had been openly sexual with me.


"I need to pass this class. Yes. Are you sure I will pass?"


"I'm not fucking around. I want a child. And I want you to carry it."


"So how do we get started?"


"I think it's time you learned one more thing before you commit."


"What do you mean?"


"It's easier to show you."


Professor Jones slowly pulled up the edge of her skirt as she spread her thighs. My eyes moved down to her legs as her skirt slipped further and further up. She had a bulge forming in her skirt a couple of inches above the edge of the fabric. What was going on under there?


The edge of her skirt slipped past something. What the fuck was that?! I leaned in a little closer. Was that-? Did she have a cock? It was thick and pink at the end. Her skirt moved higher, revealing more of her shaft. Her thickness ran up her thigh. I had never seen one like that before.


"Professor?"


"Surprise!" She yanked her skirt up the rest of the way. Her massive cock pulsed as it bounced against her thigh. It was huge! Like the size of my forearm and probably as long.


"What is that?!"


"It's my ladycock. Didn't you know that some women have cocks too? My clitty is special..."


My mouth was hanging open at this point. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. But then her proposal was starting to make sense. Now I understood how she was going to get me pregnant. My pussy gushed at the thought of it. This was surreal.


Professor Jones took charge. She pushed herself against my body, kissing me passionately. Her tongue slipped into my mouth. I smiled at the naughtiness of the warm wet feeling. I let my lips begin to mingle with hers. The desire and the lust were making me moan before she even had a chance to touch me. I loved this. Her hard cock slid between my thighs as our passion ripped through my body. Her hot mouth ravaged mine. This was going to be the most important lesson Professor Jones had ever taught me.


Professor Jones was surprised at how eager I was. I was desperate, trying to lap up the pleasure in her mouth. Her lips ran down my neck, eliciting a couple of gasps from me. I was eager for more of her touch. I wanted more of whatever she was doing to my body. I needed this. I didn't think that having sex with my professor was going to be this hot. She sucked on different parts of my neck causing me to arch my back and beg for more. The fact that she was making my body do the surprise me. This clearly wasn't her first time.


My professor put her hands under my ass and picked me up. She swung around and set me on top of her desk.


"You like that?"


I slowly nodded. The touch of her hands on my ass had me on the edge of orgasm already. I was so innocent. Her lips moved down my neck and onto my chest. Her tongue licked a wet trail down my cleavage. She smothered her face between my tits. I knew they were bigger than most, but she seemed to go into a frenzy as she put her face in them. She quickly pulled my shirt and bra out of the way. Her tongue found one of my nipples. I groaned as she sucked on my pink nub. The cool air hitting the wetness on my nipple quickly caused it to firm up. Both of my nipples were rock hard in seconds. Professor Jones grinned as she watched them firm up. Her hands moved over them, brushing against the soft skin. I let out a whimper.


I Knew my nipples were sensitive when they got hard, but I had never been this horny before. They were way more sensitive than normal. Now I understood the joys of foreplay. Her hands roamed over my chest, inciting gasps and moans from my mouth. I was so glad to be alive at this moment.


She then pinched my nipples harder, causing me to arch my back even further. A groan of pleasure escaped my lips. I didn't Know what she was going to do next or how all of this would play out, but I loved every second of it. She seemed eager to give my tits the attention they craved. She was becoming like a drug to me. The pleasure was indescribable.


After she had pleasured me for a while, she decided it was time to move on to better things. My nipples were now painfully hard. Her hands moved to the button of my jeans. I shivered as I felt her fingers creep down the inside of my waistband. my body was hotter than it had ever been before.


"You ready?"


CHAPTER 3


I nodded. Her fingers continued to tease one of my nipples while her lips moved to the other. She played with it with the lightest of touch. Her tongue rolled the other one around in her mouth. She watched as my body tensed and my gasps became moans. I was ready to lose my mind. My body wanted to explode. An unfamiliar pleasant warmth was spreading through my limbs.


"Oh yes yes yes..."


"I take it you're enjoying this? Do you like the way I'm teasing you?"


"Mmm..." Words were starting to escape me. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum so badly. But just as I was about to explode, she backed away. I shivered and trembled as I waited for her to make the next move. She was determined to tease me. She wanted to bring me to just shy of the point of no return before pulling back. She enjoyed denying me.


She just up and down my curvy body. When her lips were at my waistband, She gently unbuttoned my jeans and let them roll down. She kissed your way along the top of my panties, pulling them further and further down. My soft bush tickled her face. By the time she was done kissing me, my pants and panties were on the floor. She stared at my glistening pussy lips. They were engorged and starting to part.


"Before you get this cock, I want to make you come with my mouth. You've been a good girl so far. I think you deserve that."


I whimpered, Knowing that she was serious about this. I wanted nothing more than her mouth to touch me. I slowly spread my thighs. Her hands instantly moved between them and push my legs further apart. Her tongue immediately dipped into my pussy. My tangy juices coated her mouth as she worked up and down my gash. Her tongue softly flicked against my clit. This made me squeeze the arms of the chair I was sitting in. It felt so naughty to have my professor between my thighs. But I didn't want it any other way. part of me wondered if anyone could see between the gaps in the blinds. Part of me didn't give a shit. The thought of someone seeing only made me even more aroused. Her tongue flicked against my clit, knowing that this was the one spot that drove me wild. She knew she could make me cum quickly.


I couldn't take it any longer. I gave in. I screamed as I felt my body shake. I let the pleasure take over. My hips ground my pussy against her mouth. She didn't stop licking. She buried her face in my cunt as she lapped at my juices. I rode her face as she savored my pussy. Finally, my body exploded.


I came hard against her mouth. My gush of liquid flooded her lips. She quickly finished me off as I was dripping with ecstasy.


"Fuck my pussy," I moaned as my orgasm burned out.


I watched her cock spasm with my words. She wanted it so badly.


"First you need to service this cock with your mouth. Then you'll get it in whichever hole you want. But my load is going in your pussy."


"I'll suck your cock, then you're going to seed my pussy, professor..."


"Damn right..."


She stood in front of me as I knelt on the floor. Her immense cock hovered menacingly close to my face. Her tip was a deep red and a drop of pre-cum slowly dripped and dangled from her cockhole. My mouth watered at the sight of her meat in front of me.


I slowly opened my mouth. Professor Jones rammed her cock past my lips and against the back of my throat. I fought the urge to gag as she grabbed my hair and began to pump against my face. She was more aggressive with her pussy piston than I expected. Her sighs of pleasure filled the room as she smothered me with her cock. I dutifully slurped and sucked as I fought to catch breaths between pumps into my mouth.


When she finally relented, I begged her to fuck my pussy. She pulled me to my feet, bent me over her desk, and shoved her cock into me. She began to ram me with a fervor that I was not anticipating. My body was hungry for dick and practically sucked her pecker in. She groaned with every thrust. I looked over and saw her knuckles turning white as she gripped the edge of her desk. She was loving this.


Faster and faster she pumped against me. Her breathing became ragged gasps. Her cock was in control of everything. She plunged deeper and deeper. I felt the stretch of my pussy to accommodate her impressive length. My twat tightened as the sensations continued to build into something beautiful inside me. Another orgasm was about to explode and my professor was relentlessly pounding me from behind. My tunnel clenched her dick and made sure to rub it good during each stroke. I felt the throbbing of her cock in me. She was close to blowing her load.


My pussy squeezed her cock as I moaned and screamed through my latest orgasm. When her cock had finally had enough, she dumped her hot load in me without hesitation. Her strokes slowed down and she groaned with each spurt. I couldn't believe that my professor had a cock and I let it ejaculate in me!


After we finished, Professor Jones helped me get dressed. She asked me to return each day after class for another shot of her futa-jizz. By the end of the month, I was late. But my grade was fixed. Our love child was on the way. As my belly swelled and my tits became heavy with my nourishing milk, I was going to have a lot of explaining to do with my parents the next time they visited...


The End.
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