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Samantha sauntered into the language school, her piercing blue eyes scanning the room. A dozen students milled about, chatting and flipping through textbooks as they waited for class to begin. 

Her gaze settled on the teacher, a shy young woman with soft brown hair and gentle eyes. Melissa. Samantha smiled, warmth pooling between her legs. Her target. 

She took a seat in the front row, crossing her legs to give Melissa a tantalizing glimpse of smooth inner thigh. Melissa flushed, looking away as she rearranged papers on her desk. 

When class began, Samantha leaned forward, batting her lashes at Melissa. “¿Cómo estás, Señorita?” she purred. 

Melissa’s cheeks turned scarlet. “B-bien, gracias. Y tú?” 

“Excelente.” Samantha traced a finger down her neckline. Melissa stammered through roll call, her eyes flicking to Samantha again and again. 

As Melissa explained Spanish greetings, Samantha undid another button on her blouse. A swell of arousal rose within as she glimpsed Melissa’s nipples hardening beneath her modest blouse. 

When Melissa asked if there were any questions, Samantha raised her hand. “¿Qué significa cuando dices que estás ‘caliente’?” She arched a brow. 

The other students tittered as Melissa sputtered. “E-eso es... un tema inapropiado para la clase.” 

“Lo siento, Señorita.” Samantha grinned. “I’ll be sure to ask you after class.” 

Melissa hurried through the rest of her lesson, stumbling over words as her cheeks burned. The ache between Samantha’s legs intensified. 

Soon the students were filing out, but Samantha lingered. Melissa busied herself erasing the chalkboard, trembling under Samantha’s smoldering gaze. 

Samantha slid up beside her, breathing in Melissa's scent. "About my question..." 

Melissa fumbled with the eraser. "Please, this is highly inappropriate." 

"Is it?" Samantha traced a finger down Melissa's arm. "Oh, you got the wrong idea. I really am interested in Spanish slang. I mean, if we are to use the language in the real world, we need to know how people actually talk, don't we?" 

Melissa shivered, color flooding her cheeks. "You are correct, but this is not the focus of today's lesson." 

Samantha leaned closer, her lips brushing Melissa's ear. "But I'd love a private lesson. Don't you want to teach me?" 

Melissa whimpered. "I shouldn't..." 

"Please?" Samantha caressed Melissa's waist, thrilling at the softness beneath her fingers. "I'm such a dedicated student." 

Melissa hesitated, then nodded. She stood stiff as a board, clutching her books to her chest. Samantha sidled up to her, pulse racing. She traced a finger down Melissa's cheek. "You're even more beautiful up close." 

Melissa gasped, color flooding her cheeks. "W-we should not be doing this." 

"Doing what?" Samantha feathered kisses along Melissa's neck, delighting in each soft moan. "I just want to learn." 

Melissa's books tumbled to the floor as she gripped Samantha's shoulders. Samantha slid her hands up Melissa's skirt, teasing the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs. 

"Please," Melissa whimpered. "We can't—" 

Samantha silenced her with a deep, claiming kiss. 

Melissa stiffened, panic flashing in her eyes. "I'm sorry, I should not have—you should go—" 

"Shh." Samantha nuzzled against her neck. "It's okay. I want this. I want you." 

Melissa shook her head, eyes squeezed shut. "No, I can't—there's something wrong with me—" 

"There's nothing wrong with you." Samantha grasped Melissa's chin, forcing her to meet her gaze. "You're perfect." 

Melissa whimpered. "You don't understand." 

"Then show me." Samantha captured Melissa's mouth in a searing kiss, pinning her in place. Melissa struggled half-heartedly, nerves melting into desire, and Samantha deepened the kiss. 

A soft moan escaped Melissa's lips. The tension seeped from her body as she surrendered to the passion coursing between them. 

Samantha slid her hand between Melissa's legs, teasing her slick folds. Melissa jerked, a strangled cry catching in her throat. Samantha stroked faster, relishing each soft gasp and whimper. 

"Please," Melissa moaned. "I can't—it's too much—" 

"Shh, I've got you." Samantha quickened her pace, biting down on Melissa's neck. Melissa whimpered, her eyes fluttering shut. Samantha took the opportunity to crash their lips together, swallowing Melissa's moan of surrender. 

They stumbled together toward the desk, knocking over stacks of papers in their haste to undress one another. Samantha bent Melissa over the desk, lavishing open-mouthed kisses over her neck and shoulders. 

She slid two fingers inside Melissa's wet heat, pumping into her slowly. Melissa cried out, rocking back to meet each thrust. Samantha quickened her pace, curling her fingers to stroke that sensitive spot inside. 

Melissa tensed, her inner walls clamping down around Samantha's fingers. But just before climax, she pulled away with a gasp. "I'm sorry, I can't—" 

Samantha shushed her gently, stroking her sides. "It's alright, I understand." She pressed a soft kiss to Melissa's shoulder. "Have you ever had an orgasm before?"

Melissa flushed, averting her gaze. She gave a tiny shake of her head. 

"There's nothing to be ashamed of." Samantha tilted Melissa's chin up, gazing into her eyes. "Many women have trouble climaxing at first. But I can show you how, if you'll let me."

Melissa swallowed, desire warring with nerves in her expression. "I—there's something you should know. Whenever I get close, I feel something...changing. Inside me." She bit her lip. "It scares me, and that's why I always pull away."

Samantha smiled, a predatory gleam in her eyes. "I know. And there's nothing to fear. What you're feeling is completely natural for a woman like yourself." 

"A woman like me?" Melissa echoed faintly. 

"You're special, Melissa." Samantha traced a finger down her cheek. "You were born to experience pleasure in a way most women can only dream of. But you have to let go, and embrace what you truly are." Her hand drifted lower, fingers brushing the juncture of Melissa's thighs. "Will you trust me?"

Melissa swallowed hard, gazing up at Samantha through half-lidded eyes. She gave a tiny nod. 

"Good girl." Samantha kissed her, slow and deep, and slid two fingers inside her. Melissa gasped into the kiss, rocking forward to meet each thrust. Samantha stroked and curled, building the pressure inside her. 

Melissa tensed as the now-familiar feeling rose within her, but Samantha pressed closer, pinning her in place. "Don't fight it," she breathed against Melissa's lips. "Let go."

Melissa whimpered, trembling on the edge of climax. Her body burned, consumed by need, but still she resisted, afraid of the unknown that awaited her. 

Samantha nipped at her jaw, fingers pumping relentlessly. "Come for me, Melissa. Embrace what you are and come for me." Her voice was rough with desire, brooking no refusal. 

Melissa squeezed her eyes shut, caught between ecstasy and terror. But Samantha's touch left her no choice. Pleasure crested and broke over her in a devastating wave, shattering her resistance. 

As her inner walls spasmed around Samantha's fingers, something emerged from within her, sliding out in a gush of wetness. She cried out at the strangeness of it, eyes flying open—and saw, to her shock, a thick cock jutting from between her legs. 

Samantha purred in satisfaction, wrapping her hand around Melissa's new appendage and stroking firmly. "There, now. Isn't that better?" 

Melissa could only stare, stunned into silence. She felt the weight of it, the sensitivity, as if she'd had it all her life. Yet her mind reeled at the impossibility. 

"You're a futa, darling," Samantha crooned, "A woman gifted with the best of both worlds. And now that you've awakened, there's no limit to the pleasure you can experience." She squeezed the base of Melissa's cock, wringing a choked moan from her throat. "You were made for this."

Melissa swallowed hard, struggling to find her voice. "But how...how is this possible?" 

Samantha's lips curled into a feline smile. "No one knows for sure. Some believe they born this way, others that it's a mutation. All that matters is that futas are superior lovers, uniquely equipped to bring their partners the ultimate in carnal delight. And you will pay me back for awakening you." 

Her fingers danced up Melissa's length again, lighting sparks of pleasure behind her eyes. "My dear, have a gorgeous cock. So big and thick and aching to be used." Samantha shifted to straddle Melissa's lap, the heat of her sex searing Melissa's sensitive flesh. "I think it's time you learned how pleasurable it can be to bury yourself in a warm, willing cunt." 

Melissa's breath caught at the vulgarity, cheeks flushing pink. She tried to protest, but coherent thought deserted her as Samantha rocked against her, slick folds caressing her cock. 

"Don't be afraid to take what you need." Samantha's lips brushed the shell of her ear, voice dropping to a sultry purr. "In fact, I demand it. Fuck me now." 

The order sent a bolt of heat straight to Melissa's cock. She growled low in her throat, hands flying to Samantha's hips, and slammed up into her without thinking. 

Samantha cried out in ecstasy, inner walls flexing around Melissa's length. "Yes, that's it! Fuck me, darling, fuck me as hard as you can!" 

Spurred on by Samantha's cries, Melissa drove up into her again and again, utterly lost to the delicious friction and tight heat enveloping her cock. She hissed through her teeth at the intensity of it, chasing her own pleasure as much as her mentor's. 

Samantha clutched at her shoulders, meeting each brutal thrust with equal fervor. "So perfect," she panted, eyes glazed with lust. "You were born to do this, to fuck and be fucked. A futa's purpose is pleasure, and you fulfill it so beautifully!" 

As they fucked, Melissa couldn't help but revel in the sensation of being both the one taking and giving pleasure. Her mind was a jumble of emotions, trying to make sense of the newfound knowledge about herself, but her body knew only ecstasy. She moaned Samantha's name, her eyes rolling back in her head as she felt the intense pleasure coursing through her system. The friction between their bodies was exquisite, the slapping sounds echoing in the empty classroom filling her ears.

Samantha's fingers dug into her shoulders, urging her on, and Melissa obliged, slamming into her harder. Their sweat-slick skin smelled intoxicating, a heady mixture of arousal and fear and anticipation. Her hips bucked up to meet each powerful thrust, feeling herself getting closer to the edge again.

"Yes!" Samantha cried out as Melissa's cock rubbed against her g-spot with every thrust, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her. "Fuck yes!"

Melissa couldn't believe how natural it
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