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      It didn't take long after that bitch, Nicole, left the party for Tyler, Javon, and myself to leave. We stuck around for a little while, but nothing came of it. Tyler complained about being tired and Javon had a side piece he wanted to hook up with.

      However, I wasn't ready to go home yet. I was still fired up after our big win and wanted to keep celebrating. With the party no longer holding my attention, I decided to pay a visit to my favorite gentlemen's club.

      As I drove out to The Gent Club, I thought back to Nicole's little speech about sexism. What a stupid bitch. Girls were made to be looked at. As a football player, I was at the top of the food chain and it was only right for me to be admired from every direction. Nicole had some nice curves, and if she wasn't so outspoken and bossy, I might even be into her.

      The bouncers at the strip club recognized me as I approached the front entrance. "Nice game, Aaron!" one of them said. "First round on the house."

      "Thanks man," I said, nodding at both of them before entering the establishment. I headed straight to the back, wanting to check out my favorite attraction.

      In a dimly lit corner in the back of the bar, I handed a bouncer a wad of cash. In exchange, he opened a door and let me into a room that contained a small cushioned bench with a hole in the wall. On the other side was a stripper. Sometimes she was a stage stripper. Sometimes she was a lap dancer. And if I was lucky, she was a real pro cocksucker. All that mattered was that I had never left unsatisfied.

      And at the rate that I was paying, it was worth every penny. My cock was out before I even reached the bench. It was rock hard as I slid it through the hole, sticking it out on the other side.

      A few moments later, I felt a warm mouth enveloping my cock. I relaxed and sighed, closing my eyes and picturing a busty babe with a big round ass in front of me. Her plump pink lips wrapped around my hard shaft.

      I moaned at the pleasant sensation and waited for her to move her lips back and forth. There was something special about getting sucked off by a stranger. I had no idea who was servicing me on the other side of the wall, but they had excellent technique. It made my cock twitch in the best possible way.

      I heard a soft giggle, but I couldn't tell whether it was the woman in the glory hole room or some stripper in the club. Either way, I didn't care. All that mattered was that the pleasure her mouth provided had me groaning in delight. My breathing grew heavier and my hips began to move involuntarily, humping the air in front of me in response to her talented lips.

      "Fuck yeah," I grunted. "Suck my cock, slut."

      The only response I got was a wet, sloppy slurping sound. It was clear that the girl sucking me off was an expert. And I had to believe she enjoyed it. She was a woman who knew her place. As nice as it was to have a school full of hot pieces of ass almost completely at my beck and call as a football player, too many of them had wrong ideas about their place in the world. I was certain most of them would be a lot happier if they just gave in and became strippers or glory hole cocksuckers.

      It didn't take long for me to get close to cumming, and my breathing deepened in response to her attention. I wanted her to keep going. I never wanted her to stop. This was the life, standing in a room, sticking my cock through a hole in the wall and letting someone suck me off.

      My head swam as my orgasm neared, the alcohol still in my system, making everything a bit fuzzy. And that fuzziness made everything seem a bit better than normal. The pleasure grew more intense and I couldn't help but moan and grunt like a caveman as I neared my climax.

      I gasped as she began to increase her pace, sucking on me even harder than before and driving my cock deeper into her mouth. She worked with the kind of vigor that made me wish there wasn't a wall between us.

      "Fuck yeah, that's it, suck that cock," I grunted as I thrust forward, shoving my cock further in her mouth.

      She bobbed her head and then deepthroated me. I could feel her throat open up and accept my fat prick. She took all of my cock in her throat and sucked me hard, making my balls twitch and tingle.

      I panted and moaned, thrusting forward again, wanting to shove myself deeper and harder into this cocksucker's mouth. It was a shame I would never know who she was. But it was also part of the charm of getting off in a glory hole. I didn't have to worry about names, numbers, or any of that other bullshit that came with dating. This was pure, animalistic pleasure, and that was what I needed after a night of drinking and celebrating. I was so close to cumming, the pleasure in my body building to a crescendo.

      But then something changed. My vision went blurry. My head began to spin. My cock surged and pulsed inside of the girl's mouth. Everything seemed to blend together into a single sensation, and it felt like the entire world was swirling around me. A feeling of intense, overwhelming pleasure consumed me, and my mind was unable to focus on anything other than the feeling of that hot, wet mouth wrapped around my shaft as I hit my peak.

      Rope after rope of cum erupted from me, filling the slut's mouth as my knees trembled and buckled. She swallowed down every drop of my load, but I barely even noticed. Instead, my eyes glazed over as I tried to stay conscious, leaning against the wall, trying not to fall over. I could feel her lips and tongue sucking me, draining out the rest of my seed and milking my prick for every last drop of cum. It was such an incredible experience, and my mind swam with a sense of euphoria as I struggled to remain on my feet.

      Then I collapsed. My cock slid out of the girl's mouth and slipped from the hole. The room spun around and everything felt heavy. My limbs were sluggish and my body refused to move. Then everything went black.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      A soft moan escaped my lips as I rolled from my side onto my back. The hard floor was uncomfortable against the bare skin of my shoulder blades. My eyes blinked open, and it was difficult to keep them that way. I was groggy and disoriented.

      My mind swam as I looked around. The place was a small, dimly lit room with wood paneled walls. There were holes in the wall at waist height. Something about this didn't seem right.

      "What the hell happened?" I asked, my voice coming out high pitched and feminine, unlike any sound I had ever made before. "Why do I sound like a girl?"

      Except all I needed to do was raise my head to see the two massive orbs on my chest, encased in a bright purple tank top. There was no mistaking that these were a woman's tits, and they sure looked big enough to be fake.

      I raised a hand and pressed it against one of my boobs. It was firm and round, but not quite as big as a basketball. Maybe more like a slightly oversized cantaloupe.

      "Mmm, yeah," I moaned, feeling a sudden surge of pleasure inside my body. My nipples hardened in an instant, poking out from beneath the thin cotton of my top.

      But there was more to this girl than just her big fake tits. Now sitting up, I could feel the fullness of my hips, the thickness of my ass, and my long and slender legs. I even had a little silver barbell in my belly-button, easily visible beneath the cropped end of my tank top. It also helped that my shorts sat low on my hips, showing off even more skin.

      And then there was the way I was dressed, which was a whole other matter. My shorts were short, black, and tight, clinging to the curves of my ass. My tank top was a bright purple and did little to cover or support my big tits. And to top it all off, I wore a pair of heels that were higher than any pair I had seen before. They would have put stripper heels to shame.

      "Damn, girl, you're looking fine," I told myself. Then, remembering how I had been before, I added, "But wasn't I supposed to be a man?"

      I couldn't remember exactly. Something about playing football in college, but that made no sense. Why would a woman have memories of playing college football? No women played in the NFL, let alone in college. There were a few kickers, but the other positions were where the real men played.

      "Must just be my imagination," I decided as I stood up. I wobbled for a moment and almost fell over, but managed to keep my balance. The heels were a lot higher and less stable than they looked. "These shoes make it difficult to stand up."

      Or maybe it was my center of gravity. With tits like mine, I could feel how they kept trying to pull me forward. Thankfully, they didn't seem to need any support. They stuck off my chest as if they had been bolted in, which only made them hotter to me. Big and firm, the kind of tits I wanted to touch and play with. And the rest of my body was equally hot, with curves in all the right places and a tiny waist.

      "Damn, this is one hot bod," I told myself as I gave my big tits another squeeze through my tight tank top. It was a weird sensation, feeling a woman's breasts, but knowing that they were mine, a part of me. A part of Ava. That's my name. Ava. "Wow," I added as I ran my fingers up and down the sides of my boobs and then gave each one a squeeze. They felt so full and round. They also felt like they needed attention. And they deserved that attention. My tits deserved to be played with and fondled. They were perfect that way. And the same could be said of the rest of my body. I turned to the side so I could see my ass. And, boy, was it a nice ass.

      I couldn't help but give it a little smack. The sound of my hand slapping against my butt made me giggle. I did it again and gave it a harder smack. This time, the resulting sting was even more enjoyable than the last.

      I licked my lips, enjoying how hot and sexy I felt. My lips felt big and pouty. I pursed them together, puckered them up and kissed the air. Then, smacking them together, I felt how soft they were. There was a faint taste of cherry in my mouth. Cherry lip gloss. "Yum." I had a feeling I would be tasting a lot of that over the coming weeks. I would definitely have to wear more of it. Maybe even other flavors.

      "Ava!" someone called out from beyond the wall. The voice was loud and masculine.

      Then a moment later the door opened to the room I had woken up in. A large man filled the doorway. He had a shaved head and wore an expensive looking suit. "You're not ready yet? We have customers out there."

      "Sorry, boss," I said with a giggle. It didn't seem to matter whether I intended to apologize or not, that's just the way the words came out.

      "What are you doing in here anyway?" Kurt asked. "This is where the customers come. You're supposed to be next door."

      I giggled again. I didn't know why this was so funny to me. But my body felt warm and tingly, as if everything was just right. "Oops," was all I could say. "My bad." I giggled some more. Why did it feel so good to giggle?

      "We already have customers coming in the door. Get a move on."

      "Yes, Sir," I replied, but the tone of my voice was more like, "Yes, Daddy" and it sounded super sexy. It was the kind of thing I imagined a girl would say to a man who had just told her to spread her legs and get fucked.

      But Kurt didn't react to my obvious flirtation. Instead, he turned and left the room, leaving the door open for me to follow him out into the hallway. The hallway was brightly lit and the floor was carpeted and covered in a pattern that reminded me of an old hotel.

      He then opened the door to the next room. "I'll give you three minutes to get ready before I send the John in. You better have those lips set to pucker up." He slammed the door shut behind him, leaving me alone inside. It was work time.
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      I surveyed the room and found it was much like the other room, except flipped in the mirror. There was a cushioned bench in front of the hole in the wall, just like the one I had woken up next to. But instead of this room being meant for men to go to so they could have their cocks anonymously sucked, it was meant for women like me to put their lips, tongues, and throats to work servicing those cocks.

      Again, I licked my lips, imagining all of the fat cocks I would be sucking and slurping. And even though my mouth would soon be full of hard shafts, I was already hungry. But that was a hunger only cock could satisfy.

      Kurt hadn't left me with much time to get ready. I didn't even remember how I had ended up here at the club, but that wasn't important at the moment. All that mattered was getting ready for work. I was a slutty cocksucker and I had a job to do. The best kind of job. A cocksucking job.

      "Alright, Ava. Time to get down to business." I giggled as I slipped my tank top off over my head, revealing the full, round perfection of my big fake tits. They were so big and beautiful, sitting high on my chest without any hint of sag. It was the kind of rack that made me want to grab my tits and start fondling them, squeezing and massaging them, running my thumbs over the nipples and pinching them.

      The reason for taking my top off was simple. It helped to make sure my clothes didn't get covered in cum. The same applied to pulling my long, brown hair up into a high ponytail, keeping it out of my way as I sucked off customer after customer.

      And as I fingered my hair, enjoying the feel of it in my fingers, I realized how much I loved the feeling of being a woman without any concerns beyond looking sexy and pleasing cocks. I was so happy with the feeling that a smile crept across my lips, making them look fuller and sexier than ever.

      A bell dinged when my first customer stuck his cock through the hole in the wall. I jumped in surprise. There was a fat dick waiting for me, and the sight of it sent shivers down my spine. My pussy was already soaking wet, and I could feel how moist and hot my skin was. The sight of a nice, hard cock was all I needed to know.

      "I'm here for you," I cooed as I dropped onto the bench, putting my knees on the padding. My ass stuck out behind me, and I couldn't help but shake it, like a bitch in heat. "I'll take care of this big boy for you."

      It wasn't just about sucking dick, though. It was about giving the man who had paid money to stick his cock through that hole what he wanted. He was paying for a service, and as a professional cocksucker, I would give him the best blowjob he had ever received. I would suck him dry, milk him of every drop, until he was left with nothing more than an empty pair of balls and the memory of the best orgasm he would ever have.

      "Let's see how much fun I can have with you." My hand wrapped around the base of the stranger's cock. His skin was warm and smooth to the touch. His shaft was fat and hard, a nice, meaty length that I could enjoy. And, boy, was I going to enjoy it. I was going to swallow every drop of cum inside of it, and I would love every second.

      I leaned forward and parted my plump lips, tasting the head of his cock. It had a faintly salty flavor. "Mmmm," I moaned, sending a vibration down the shaft of his cock. The stranger's cock twitched in my hand. It was so big and thick. A real mouthful.

      "Fuck yeah," the stranger groaned. "You're a good cocksucker, aren't you?"

      I didn't answer with words. Instead, I let my actions speak for me. My lips were wide open as I took his entire cock inside my mouth, sealing them tightly around it.

      With a few quick motions of my head, I was soon deepthroating his cock, taking the entire thing into my mouth and down my throat, burying my nose against his groin. It felt so right to have the fat head of his cock stretching open my tight throat and blocking my airway. And the taste, the musky scent of him, only heightened the experience.

      I bobbed my head up and down, sucking on his shaft as I stroked the base of it, twisting and squeezing in time with the movements of my mouth. This wasn't just a job for me. It was more than that. I needed to please him. I needed to give him the best orgasm of his life. That was what was most important. I was a hot and slutty cocksucker. His pleasure was my own, and it was all that mattered. All that mattered was his pleasure.

      The man grunted and moaned, thrusting his hips, fucking my mouth as I sucked on him like a whore. The wet, slurping sound of my mouth working his shaft filled the room, mixing with the soft grunts and groans from the other side of the wall.

      "Oh yeah, that's right. Suck my cock, slut," the man said, grabbing my head, holding tight to my ponytail, and thrusting harder and faster into my mouth. "Mmm fuck yeah. I'm gonna cum so hard."

      I choked on his cock as he fucked my face, pushing his thick shaft deeper down my throat, making me gag, but also sending a rush of pleasure coursing through me. I could feel the ache between my legs growing more intense and the desire inside of me rising even higher. My body craved to feel his cum coating my insides, filling my stomach and giving me the healthy breakfast my body needed. I wanted his load, needed it, craved it like a drug addict craves a fix.

      And soon, I got what I had been waiting for. His cock twitched and pulsed in my mouth as he thrust one last time, pushing deep into my throat, blocking my airway and making me gag.

      Then his cock erupted, his hot seed flooding down my throat. I didn't even need to swallow. Part of me was disappointed that I couldn't taste his seed, but he certainly seemed to enjoy force feeding me his cum. And that made me happy, too. I was happy when men used me for their pleasure. I was happy when they treated me like a cheap slut. And this man had paid for the privilege. I could feel each spurt of his cum as it left his cock and went straight into my stomach. There would be no mess to clean up afterwards, no dirty clothes. But it wasn't about being neat and tidy. It was about swallowing his load. That's what good little sluts did. And that's what I was. A good, slutty girl.

      The anonymous man pulled his cock away and disappeared. I took a moment to catch my breath, panting softly, and then a second later, the next customer stuck his cock through the hole. He was smaller than the first, but still large, and his shaft was covered in veins that bulged and throbbed. And, of course, there was a bead of pre-cum already leaking from the tip.

      "Yummy," I cooed as I shifted my position, kneeling in front of the glory hole. My breasts dangled freely beneath me, and I could feel their weight on my chest. "Let's get you cleaned up."

      It went on and on like that. Sometimes I didn't even have a chance to fully recover between blowjobs. I was sometimes still gasping for air when the next cock presented itself to me. Other times I had time to wait, but there was always another cock.

      Cock after cock came and went. The hours ticked by until finally my shift was over. I wiped the cum from my chest, the cum that had slipped from my mouth at various points, with a wet cloth. Then I pulled my tank top back on, making sure that my tits really popped inside of it, and headed out to continue my day. My shift was done, but my day wasn't. And all that cocksucking had done one thing to me. It had made me horny.

      Very horny.
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      I got back to my room and felt almost feverish from how turned on I was. Luckily, the college messed up my room assignment and gave me a male roommate. A football player. We weren't dating or anything. We were just roommates with benefits. And I needed the benefit of his cock in my pussy as soon as possible.

      "Hey, Seth baby," I said, finding him at his desk. "How was class?"

      "Eh, same old same old. The prof's boring and the class is full of idiots. But you know me. I'm good at everything, so it's not like I need to pay attention anyway."

      "You're so smart," I said, stepping up behind Seth and rubbing his shoulders with my long-nailed hands. He was wearing a t-shirt and shorts. His muscles felt so firm. I had always admired them. I liked my men all swole with muscles. And Seth was pretty swole for a football player. He worked hard at the gym every chance he got. It made me want to lick his abs. And I would get the opportunity later.

      But for now, I had to get his attention. I didn't care what he thought of class. I barely attended myself. I wasn't an academic girl. I was a slutty girl who liked to party. And what better way to party than getting fucked by a big, beefy man?

      "And I'm hot, too, huh?" Seth asked. He turned around and his eyes immediately landed on my tits. "You look good. But then again, you always do. You've always been one of the hottest girls around."

      "Thanks, baby," I cooed. "I am pretty hot. My pussy is on fire right now. I could really use your help with that."

      "Oh, really?" Seth said, rising out of his chair. He stood a good half foot taller than me, even though I wore the high heels. And he was built like a tank, which was to be expected of a football player. "What did you have in mind?"

      "I was hoping we could use that big firehouse of yours to put out my fire." I bit my lower lip, looking at him seductively through my long lashes. "You wanna fuck me?"

      I didn't need to ask. He wanted it just as bad as I did, but that didn't mean we didn't play our little game first. We didn't date and we didn't have any feelings for each other. We just used each other from time to time, meaning most days when we weren't getting actions elsewhere. And today, it was my turn to use him.

      He didn't say anything else. He just grabbed me by the waist, pulling me against him. A moment later, his lips crashed into mine and our tongues were intertwined. My big fake tits squished up against his hard chest. I could feel his muscles bulging through his shirt. His hand reached down and squeezed my ass, making me gasp.

      "Fuck yeah, baby," I whispered into his ear as his lips kissed and sucked their way down my neck. My eyes were closed and my mind was swimming with desire for more. More kisses. More pleasure. More everything.

      He reached down and unbuttoned my shorts, pushing them down. My panties followed a moment later, leaving my pussy bare before him.

      "Still wearing panties, I see," Seth said. "I thought you'd go commando more often."

      "I get too turned on at work, baby," I moaned as he brushed his fingers over my smooth pussy lips. They were slick with moisture. "I don't wanna soak through my shorts."

      Seth didn't respond directly to that. Instead, he pushed his finger inside of me, making me gasp and arch my back. He kissed my neck and fondled my tits. My breathing grew heavier, and I could feel his erection pressing against me as well. It was a big cock, one of the biggest on the football team. It was almost unfair to the other guys on the team for him to have a dick like that. He had an unfair advantage with the girls. Not that the other girls mattered.

      "Fuck, your pussy is so wet," Seth said. "So fucking wet."

      "Only because I sucked a lot of cock today," I panted, arching my back again as I felt his finger pumping in and out of me. "And you get to reap the benefits."

      "You're a real slut, you know that?" Seth asked. He shoved his fingers deeper into me, making me cry out in pleasure. "A dirty, cocksucking whore."

      "Only for you, baby," I lied. "Only ever for you."

      It was a game we sometimes played. Pretending we were more than just fuck buddies. It gave us both a little thrill, even though we both knew it was a lie. We would never be a thing. He would move on after graduation, and I would stay and keep sucking cock. I was just a bimbo with an oral fixation. A dumb, happy bimbo slut who liked getting fucked. And that was what was most important to me.

      He kept finger-fucking me, pushing in and out of my slick pussy. My juices coated his fingers and dripped down my thighs. He was getting me ready for something much better. I could feel the heat rising inside of me, and I wanted him. Needed him. Had to have his fat cock filling my tight little hole. I was in heat, and there wasn't anything I wanted more than to get fucked. Hard.

      I reached down and ran a hand along the bulge in his shorts. The hard outline of his cock was straining against the fabric of his shorts. It felt big and thick, which was exactly what I wanted. What I needed.

      "Your turn," Seth said, pulling his fingers out of me. He shoved them in my mouth and I sucked them eagerly, tasting my own juices. "Lick those fingers clean and show me what a slutty little cocksucker you are."

      My tongue worked overtime to clean off every last bit of my sticky juices. As I licked his fingers, my other hand unzipped his pants and reached inside to pull out his hard cock. It was so big and thick, the shaft throbbing in my grip. I couldn't wait to feel it inside of me, to feel every inch of his shaft buried deep inside of me.

      I finished licking off his fingers and dropped to my knees in front of him. His shorts and underwear came down a moment later. Then I was staring at his fat prick. It had a slight upward curve and it stood at attention. And I loved the way his balls hung below, heavy and full of cum. I wanted to suck those balls, to run my tongue over them and taste his seed.

      However, this was just a fluffer. This was just to get him nice and ready for the main event.

      "God, you are such a slut," Seth said, watching as I licked and sucked on his cock.

      "Mmhmm," I said, running my tongue over his balls and sucking them one at a time into my mouth. It made him shiver and moan. My other hand stroked his shaft as I sucked. "All for you. All yours."

      "You're a good girl. Such a good girl. Always ready to serve and please. Like the good, dumb slut you are." He reached out and patted my head. "You're so dumb and slutty, you know that?"

      I did, but I also didn't care. I had a fat cock in my face and I needed it inside of me. "Yes, baby," I said as I licked up the side of his shaft, feeling the hard throbbing muscle. "I'm so stupid and horny. Just a dumb slut."

      "Good," Seth said. "Because that's what you're meant to be. A cocksucker. A good little cockslut. You can't do anything else. No brains, just big, fake tits and a tight little cunt."

      "Mmm," I moaned around the head of his cock as I sucked it into my mouth. "Your little slut." I kissed the tip of his dick. "Are you ready to fuck me?"

      "Oh, hell yeah," Seth said. He was grinning widely, his eyes filled with lust and desire.

      Then using his impressive strength, he lifted me up off the ground and tossed me onto the bed, leaving me laying on my back. It felt like flying for a moment. And it made me giggle, even as he pushed his way between my legs, pushing my knees apart. His big cock was hard and ready for me, the head of his cock glistening with pre-cum.

      "You want this?" Seth asked, stroking his shaft.

      I bit my lower lip and nodded.

      "Say it."

      "I want your cock, baby," I cooed, reaching out and grabbing his shaft. My fingers barely wrapped around its girth. "I want to feel your thick, throbbing cock buried inside of my tight little cunt. I want you to fill me up with that big dick of yours and make me scream your name. Please. Pretty please."

      "Good girl," he said, smacking my hand away. Then he grabbed my legs and pushed them back further, folding me in half as he lined up his cock. "Now I'm going to fuck the shit out of you."

      And with that, he thrust forward, burying every inch of his cock inside of my pussy in one go. I cried out in pleasure, my back arching and my toes curling in my high heels. He didn't wait for me to get used to the feeling of being filled with his thick shaft. Instead, he began fucking me hard and fast. There was no tenderness in his motions. This was a rough and relentless pounding. The bed shook and creaked under the force of his thrusts.

      And it was exactly what I needed. I had been horny since the start of my shift and finally had a nice dick inside of me. The rest of me, however, was free for my use. So I reached up and under my top, squeezing and fondling my big tits. Then I pulled one of them out of my tight top, exposing the big, round boob to the air. My nipple stood erect and proud, begging to be sucked and pinched.

      So I obliged, pinching my nipple and pulling on it as I squeezed my breast, making myself moan in pleasure. "Fuck, yes!" I cried. "Fuck me harder. Harder!"

      And Seth obliged, fucking me harder and faster with each thrust. His balls slapped against my ass and he grunted with exertion. I could feel his cock swelling inside of me, getting bigger and thicker as he fucked me harder and harder. My toes curled again, and I could feel my orgasm building deep inside of me.

      I was panting and moaning like a whore in heat. My body was covered in sweat, and the room smelled like sex. Like hot, steamy, sweaty sex. I felt like I was in heaven. This was what life was meant to be. Getting fucked. Making men happy by letting them use me. Letting them pound their big, fat cocks into my tight little cunt.

      "Fuck, baby, I'm gonna cum," Seth grunted, his hips slamming into me.

      "Do it, Seth. Cum inside of me. Fill my pussy with your hot, sticky seed," I begged. "Please. I want to feel your cock exploding inside of me. Please. Cum inside of me."

      As if on command, his cock twitched and spurted, filling my insides with hot jizz.

      And as he came, so did I. It felt like a freight train hitting me, the pleasure exploding outwards from my pussy and radiating through my entire body. Every nerve in my body was on fire with pure bliss. My vision went white and my mind went blank as I rode the waves of ecstasy.

      And even after Seth pulled out of my well-used pussy, I just laid there, my mind a blank. I could only enjoy the remaining euphoric waves washing over me. I could barely even move, let alone think. I had needed that. Any lingering thoughts about my past, those vague memories of being a man, were finally put aside in their entirety. I was all woman. I had no doubt about that. I was just a brunette bimbo slut who was addicted to cock. I never wanted that to change.
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      Between work and getting fucked by Seth, I didn't really get anything else done. But that was okay. It meant that when I showed up to powder puff practice the next morning, I was well rested and relaxed. I had dressed in my practice uniform, which was mostly a pair of shoulder pads under a cropped practice jersey and a tiny pair of shorts. I also had my helmet, which did little to cover my long, flowing hair.

      "Hi, Nicole," I said, smiling at the team captain as I arrived at the practice field.

      "Morning, Ava," she replied. There was a pause. "Wow. that curse really did a number on you, didn't it? You're like a walking sex doll."

      I blushed, even though I wasn't embarrassed. I didn't know what Nicole meant by a curse, but I just brushed it off, figuring I was too dumb to understand. Guys didn't care if I was dumb and it was a lot more fun to fuck than to actually have to learn anything. But just the thought of being a walking sex doll was a real turn on. I had big boobs and a nice butt. Men liked those things. And if men liked them, then that was good. Men deserved to enjoy my body. They worked hard.

      "It's not that bad," I said, looking down at my large round breasts sticking out from my chest. They were barely contained by the practice jersey, and with the shoulder pads, they looked even larger. "I mean, at least my tits look great in this uniform."

      "Those tits would look good in anything," Tia said as she ran up to us, wearing a very similar uniform. Her long, blonde hair made her look even more like a bimbo than me, but we both knew who the better fucker was. There was a reason I worked at the club in my spare time.

      "Girl, yours look fire," I said, returning the compliment. We giggled together, bouncing up and down a bit to make our chests shake. The two of us had always been friends. I think we both realized we were the prettiest girls on campus, so we had a lot in common.

      "Okay, you two," Nicole said, sounding serious. "Let's get practice started. Tia, you're playing quarterback. Can you handle that?"

      "Of course, I can," the blonde said. She looked at me. "And you'll play defense, right? Try to tackle me."

      I gave her a quizzical look. "But you're on the same team as me."

      "Not today," Nicole explained. "Today, I'm giving you a chance to prove that your new body hasn't slowed you down too much. Think of it as a test."

      "I don't like tests," I said with a pout. It was hard enough just getting through my classes without having to worry about anything else.

      "Not that kind of test," Nicole said, holding her head in her hands for a moment. She knew I was a dummy, didn't she? "This is just practice. I want you to practice tackling Tia before she can throw the ball. That way when we play our next game, you can do the same to the other team's quarterback."

      "Okay," I said, understanding. "That sounds like fun."

      "It will be," Nicole said, giving me a smile. "Now, get in there and prove that you're still the tough guy you were before."

      I pouted my lips. Tough guy? That was just silly. I was just a dumb bimbo slut. The only way someone could think I had a guy in me was when I had a man's cock in one of my holes. That was how a girl like me liked to handle guys, especially the big, beefy football playing ones.

      But that was okay, because being a bimbo meant I could have sex with whoever I wanted, and I didn't have to feel bad about it. There was a certain freedom in that, a liberation from the constraints of society that kept life from being more fun. And I would never trade that for anything. Being a slutty bimbo was too much fun. It was what life was meant to be all about.

      I ran out onto the field and lined up at linebacker. And when Tia hiked the ball, I did everything I could to tackle her. Well, almost everything. It was only when there were some guys watching us that it really got fun. What was the point of playing tackle football as sexy bimbos if there weren't men watching us play. Who knew, maybe one of them would fuck me afterward. That sounded fun. And as a bimbo, I was all about sexy fun. That was the bimbo way.
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