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      "I can't believe how many hot babes are here tonight. Every girl at this party is gorgeous."

      My friend, Javon, was right, but that wasn't really a surprise.

      The football team's win over our rivals on Saturday earned us the top spot in the league and the chance to play in the championship game next weekend. We were feeling like gods after the game, and it seemed like every girl wanted a shot at being a god's girlfriend or even a one night stand with a god. This house party was turning out to be one of the craziest of the season, which was just another reason to feel like a king.

      I made my way from group to group with a can of beer in hand and a smile on my lips that could make panties fly right off. I mingled, I chatted, and I flirted. My phone number got handed out more times in a row than I could count and it felt good to see so many new texts coming in.

      It felt amazing to be Tyler Smith. It felt even better to have Javon and Aaron by my side. Together, we made up the school's unbeatable force of quarterback, running back, and linebacker. We dominated at every game and every party. With Aaron's stocky build, Javon's ripped muscles, and my charming personality, no one could say no to us. All the other guys wanted to be us and all the girls wanted to be fucked by us.

      We were drinking and watching one of the other team guys, Austin, trying and failing to impress a small cluster of pretty girls when a gorgeous woman walked through the door. Except the moment I saw her, I knew she wasn't like the other girls. She wasn't impressed by us or had any inclination to fuck us. Nicole Miller was the most annoying chick on campus.

      The problem was that she saw herself as our equal. She was the captain of the women's football team, a powder puff team that couldn't even be considered a joke, and she seemed to think that meant something. The way I saw it, the ladies should stick to cheering us on on the sidelines and looking hot as hell doing it. They certainly didn't belong on the actual field playing.

      She had never liked me or Javon or Aaron. But, man, she had a banging body. If only it didn't come along with that feisty bitch attitude of hers.

      Aaron elbowed me and pointed. "Isn't that Nicole? What's she doing here?"

      "Someone probably invited her by accident. Someone with a sick sense of humor," Javon sniggered. "Probably thought bringing the powder puff queen to a party celebrating a real team's victory would be a fun gag."

      "Who knows?" I shrugged and tried to ignore the fact that my eyes wouldn't leave her ass.

      Her hair was an interesting shade of strawberry blonde and was styled in a choppy short cut that should have looked terrible on a girl, especially one that pretty, but somehow didn't. Her hair looked great. And so did that perfect hourglass figure and those long, tan legs.

      What made her stand out from the other girls here was that she didn't have an ounce of makeup on. She looked naturally beautiful in a way that always confused me. She was hot without trying. That just seemed wrong to me somehow. It shouldn't be that easy. Should it? Girls should have to try hard for that level of hotness, shouldn't they?

      And another thing, her outfit was too plain for a house party. She looked like she had just come from her stupid powder puff practice, still wearing a tank top and shorts. Her toned and tan shoulders had my mouth watering, but there was no way she belonged here, no matter what she looked like. If I could rip my gaze from her, then I'd be fine. But I just couldn't stop staring, even though I knew better.

      "God, isn't that sad?" Aaron groaned as Nicole came closer. "She has to know she doesn't belong."

      "She can't help herself," Javon laughed. "She just wants a taste of the big guys, a real football team."

      "I feel kind of sorry for her," Aaron said and took a swig of beer. "But, then again, we didn't choose her to be born with a vag."

      Javon nodded in agreement. "God made girls to cheer on the sidelines, not to play."

      Nicole strolled closer, her hips swinging, her chest bouncing slightly, and I had to gulp. She might be a bitch, but damn, was she sexy. Everything about her screamed sexy. Her tight little ass begged to be grabbed.

      My cock twitched in my pants. I turned and grabbed another beer from the table behind me. The sooner I forgot that Nicole existed, the better.

      But before I could even finish my first sip, Nicole stood in front of us, her hands perched on her hips as she glared.

      "Hey, JJ," Nicole said to Javon. "Aren't you going to offer me a drink?"

      Her voice had the most interesting, soft rasp to it. Like a purr. It almost drove me crazy with desire, but Javon just laughed in her face.

      "What's the magic word, babe?"

      Nicole grinned and flipped her hair, looking much too cocky for my liking. "Now."

      "I think you're confused. Girls don't tell boys like us what to do. Don't you have a cheerleading routine to practice? I bet your cartwheels need some work. You know, for when you cheer us on in the championships next week." Javon grabbed one of his arms with the other hand and flexed, showing off his muscles. It was a classic, arrogant move, one that worked on most girls, but Nicole didn't flinch. "The gods have to have some eye candy to keep us entertained on the sidelines."

      "You have to be joking," Nicole said dryly and gave us all a disgusted look.

      "Oh, wait, you don't like men telling you what to do. My apologies. I bet you're a feminist, huh?" He elbowed Aaron in a move to get him to laugh. Aaron rolled his eyes, but held back his chuckle.

      "You three are disgusting. And you're assholes. You think that girls don't belong on the football field. Isn't that right?" Nicole challenged, giving us all a stern look as she waited for her answer. She didn't care how small she was compared to us. "Let me guess. You think that girls are only good at looking pretty and cheering. I bet you think girls should stay in the kitchen, too." She smirked, still so sure of herself, and nodded her head toward the other room. "Go ahead. Don't hold back. Tell me what you really think."

      "Yeah, that's right," I said quickly. I could've kept my mouth shut, but the words slipped out too quickly for me to stop them. All I wanted was to put her in her place and see if I could knock that superior look off her face. That little smirk of hers needed to go. "I think girls look best in an apron or on the sidelines cheering on the men. Women shouldn't be playing football."

      Javon nodded, Aaron chuckled, and Nicole raised an eyebrow, crossing her arms under her impressive chest.

      "And why is that, Tyler? Why shouldn't a girl play football?" There was a little spark in her eyes, like she had a plan I didn't know about.

      "Well, football's a man's sport and..." I was stuck, at a loss for what to say next, trying to find a way to keep from making the usual arguments. I felt like we were rehashing previous arguments that never changed. But it felt worse, I felt like I was being backed into a corner, not sure what to say in order to keep from getting insulted and losing all respect with my two best buddies.

      "And?" Nicole prompted.

      "Girls will just get hurt out there," I continued. "We wouldn't want your girl parts to fall out or whatever they do. You’d just be useless on the field anyway. And, besides, girls can't handle it."

      "You don't think we could take it?" Nicole stepped forward and put her hands on her hips, getting real close to me. "You don't think we can handle what you throw?"

      "I know you can't handle what he throws," Javon said, laughing and nudging my shoulder. I grinned at my best friend, but couldn't help but wonder why Nicole was smiling, too. Javon didn't even wait for her to respond, he just kept talking. "It's a compliment to girls. We're big and strong and you're soft and weak. That's how it's supposed to be."

      "You mean fragile like a flower," Aaron said in a singsong voice, teasing and prodding, while his smile grew wide. He leaned forward, waiting for her response.

      "I don't need protecting and I'm not fragile," Nicole hissed. "We can play just as well as men, without all the macho bullshit. We just need a chance to prove ourselves."

      "Really?" I scoffed. "Have you seen the powder puff games? You think the problem is you need a chance?"

      "Yeah! It would be better if we had coaches and funding." She frowned and paused for a moment before her smirk returned and she shook her head. "I'm not saying my gals are as fast or as strong as you. I'm just saying that this school needs proper football funding for women. We deserve a real opportunity to compete."

      "What you're not getting," Aaron explained in the sort of voice a father might use when talking to an upset child, "is that women aren't biologically suited for football. Your bodies just weren't designed to be thrown around and knocked down. Men are faster and stronger than women and that's how it is."

      "That's bullshit! What you are, is scared we'd show you up."

      "We're not scared of anything," I replied, holding back my anger and frustration at her cluelessness.

      "You guys are pigs, you know that?" Nicole said, backing up a little. "All of you. You don't support women, you just want to fuck us. Why do you have to make such a big deal about football? We have a right to play just like you. And I think we could kick some ass."

      "I'm growing tired of this," I said. "So here's what's going to happen. You're either going to drop to your knees right here and suck our cocks like a good girl or you're going to get the fuck out of this party. You're not wanted here. We don't need some chick making trouble for everyone."

      "I like your thinking," Aaron said. Javon responded by giving me a fist bump.

      "I think you'll look great with your lips wrapped around my cock." Javon made an exaggerated gesture with his hands, miming out his own erection. Aaron and I chuckled, amused by Javon and happy with the idea of having Nicole on her knees and sucking us off.

      "You're going to regret that," Nicole threatened, her voice growing higher pitched, the rasp more pronounced. "All of you. You're going to regret what you've said. You've gone too far. I want you to know that I am cursing you. I am cursing you, I am cursing you, and I am cursing you!" She pointed at each of us as she repeated the phrase over again.

      "Oh my god. Are you trying to scare us? You think a curse is scary to us?"

      "Magic ain't real, babydoll," Javon said with a smirk on his face.

      "Joke about it if you want. Laugh it up now. But you're going to regret your words," Nicole said firmly before spinning on her heels, giving me one hell of a view of that perfect ass as she walked away. The fact that she was so angry only turned me on more. I wanted nothing more than to break her, to turn her into a simpering little cheerleader, eager to suck my cock and make me breakfast the morning after fucking her brains out. That kind of confidence deserved to be wrecked. I'd never seen such a hot girl, and I'd never been so angry that she couldn't see how great I was.

      She stormed off and the guys burst out laughing. We continued to drink and party it up, occasionally bringing up Nicole and mocking her for the curse. Who believed in that bullshit? She was hot, but damn, was she crazy.

      It was a fantastic night and as I walked home, I found myself wishing that every night could be just as fun and crazy as this one. As my thoughts drifted from football to women and back to football, I never considered that Nicole might be more than she seemed.
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      Waking up, I found myself feeling strange. First of all, I didn't feel like I had a single sip of alcohol last night. I should have felt at least a little dehydrated after all that beer. But my head didn't hurt and I didn't have the stomach ache I would usually have after a wild party. I should have taken this as the warning sign it was. Maybe if I had listened to the voices in my head screaming that something was amiss, I would have been better prepared for what came next.

      "What the fuck?" I muttered as I sat up. It felt like there was a boulder sitting on my chest. Like something had been weighing down on me.

      I glanced down at my chest and froze, every inch of my body growing still. Rising from my chest were two mountains of soft flesh covered in delicate skin that shone pink in the soft light drifting in from outside. My mouth dropped open as my eyes focused on my round, jutting, enormous breasts.

      No way. I had to be dreaming. I squeezed my eyes shut and shook my head. Long, blonde tresses danced around my face. I pushed them aside and took in the sight of my chest once again. My breasts were just as big as they had been before. My hand trembled as I reached for my cock, but it was gone. I gulped hard, struggling to breathe. There was only a smooth, bare mound where my penis should be.

      It felt too soft and the inside of my thighs felt moist, which had my stomach turning over. I swallowed hard as I ran my fingers down between my legs. A shiver raced through my body as I made contact with the soft folds of a vagina. I was a woman, no doubt about it. I could try to tell myself it was some kind of dream or strange illusion, but no matter how much I wanted to convince myself otherwise, there was no denying that I now had a female body.

      I forced myself to get out of bed. I ran to the closet and pulled open the door, relieved to see that the mirror on the inside of it still showed a full body reflection. But as I stood in front of it, I still struggled to comprehend the truth before my eyes. Long, blonde hair, and huge, round breasts were what I saw first. But then there was my face, soft and feminine, with lips that looked unnaturally kissable. My curves were a work of art that no sculptor could have ever dreamed of creating. It was like every porn fantasy coming to life in a terrible, twisted dream. Or nightmare.

      What the fuck had happened? It seemed impossible, but Nicole's words came racing back to me. Her curse had come true. How or why, I had no fucking idea. She wasn't a witch, she was just a bitch. Wasn't she?

      As I thought of her face and imagined all the horrible things I wanted to do to her for doing this, something else popped into my head that had my cheeks flushing red.

      "My name is Tia," I heard myself whisper and I shivered all over. The shiver was so feminine and had such an odd effect on my breasts, shaking and jiggling them around, that I couldn't even recognize myself. It was too much.

      Deep down, I knew my name had been Tyler. But this new feminine body I was in had a new name to go with it. Tia. That certainly fit. Tyler would have salivated over fucking a woman with this body. And that name just made me think of a bimbo who would say, "Yes, Sir," and get on her knees to suck me off.

      Only, now that I was Tia, it would be me on my knees. And that thought had my head spinning. The image was too powerful, too exciting, and yet also too disturbing. This couldn't be me. I couldn't be a woman. How would I walk or talk or behave like a girl? The thought of becoming that kind of person had me in a state of near panic.

      "No, no, no," I whimpered, my voice high-pitched and sweet, but heavy with disappointment and anxiety. My body seemed to know what to do as a girl. It didn't really make it any easier. This body just didn't feel natural to me. And that name...Tia...it was too much. I couldn't be a woman, a girl. This had to change, and soon.

      But what the hell was I supposed to do?

      "Nicole," I hissed, feeling my anger coming back. "This is all her fault. It has to be her. She fucking cursed me!"

      However, as much as I wanted to confront Nicole, I knew one thing more than any other. I couldn't go out naked. As hot as I looked like this, I couldn't run around outside in the nude, even if that sounded fun and sexy. Heat bloomed in my core at the thought of men admiring my sexy, nude body.

      I shivered as I pushed that thought aside. I couldn't think about that. I needed to stay focused. I needed to find Nicole. And to do that, I needed to find something to wear.

      Luckily, my closet was right there. My first concern, however, was unfounded. For the briefest of moments, I wondered what I could wear. Tyler's clothes were too big for me. But my closet wasn't filled with Tyler's clothes. It was filled with short, pink dresses, heels, and panties, so many lacy pink thongs that my heart began to race as my eyes drifted over the silky fabrics.

      I was so distracted by the sight of the pretty pink thongs, I had to remind myself that I needed to cover up my nudity, including this new, pretty pussy. But as I stood there, I began to notice how strange everything felt. Not just physically, but mentally, too.

      For starters, the way I thought of things wasn't quite the same. My pussy, my tits, and even the way I thought of men was a bit different. There was something there, a spark of excitement that had me shivering with delight.

      It was a sense of pleasure, and a forbidden type of pleasure. I should have felt disgusted at the idea of finding men attractive. But I could feel how easy it would be to drop to my knees in front of a strong and handsome man, to reach up and free his hard cock, and then to wrap my plump lips around his shaft, tasting him, pleasuring him, worshiping him, and letting him pump his hot load down my throat.

      But that wasn't all. Not only was the thought of sucking cock on my mind, but so was the idea of wearing all this sexy clothing. The skimpy, slutty dresses, and the pink, lacy thongs all drew my eye. The idea of showing off my body was something I couldn't resist. And I was already beginning to imagine myself putting it all on.

      It was as if my innermost nature had been rewritten in a flash. Or perhaps, I just had a new innermost nature. It felt more natural to be Tia, the sexy, curvy blonde, than it was to remember that I was Tyler, a star quarterback.

      That made it all the harder when I tried to find an outfit that would cover my body. My instinct told me to reach for the most skimpy of dresses, one that barely covered my ass and pressed my breasts against the tight fabric. But I couldn't go to see Nicole and demand that she undo this curse on me wearing an outfit like that. What if some guy saw me in that kind of outfit and tried to get handsy? I didn't trust my new body enough, fearing that I might really. just submit to his whims without a second thought. Without a first thought.

      What I needed to do was find something sensible, something that wouldn't draw any attention to me or make it easy for some jerk to catch sight of me and think I'd be easy pickings.

      But there wasn't anything like that in my closet. The outfits weren't sensible at all. Skimpy, revealing, and slutty. Those were my choices. Sensible wasn't something that seemed to exist anymore.

      Not knowing how to feel about it, I was glad when I found a short, white skirt and a soft, pink sweater. I coupled that with a little, pink thong. I didn't have any other types of underwear. And there were no bras to be seen. I had no idea how big my tits were, but they were massive on my thin frame. I probably could have used the biggest size of bra available, but there was nothing, not even a strap to hold the girls in place.

      My perky nipples poked through the pink sweater, drawing attention to just how massive my tits were. I liked that, though I couldn't say why. Showing off just seemed right, even if I knew it couldn't be right.

      And as for the skirt, it was a lot shorter once I put it on. Standing in front of the mirror, it only came down to the tops of my thighs. If I bent over even a little, my pink, lacy thong was sure to be revealed to the world. And yet, as I put on the matching pink heels, I found myself loving the way I looked. I couldn't help but put an extra wiggle in my walk.

      Even more surprising was just how natural it felt to walk in heels. As a man, I loved when women wore heels, but I knew they were uncomfortable and hard to walk in. But these felt easy, as if my feet and legs were designed for it. The heels pushed my hips and ass out just a little. That gave my body an even better, shapelier appearance, making it feel only more natural to swing my hips as I walked.

      By the time I had my hair brushed out and was applying some makeup, I was already beginning to forget about being Tyler. I kept my makeup light because I didn't want to attract attention, but the fact was that I barely needed any. I didn't know how the curse or transformation or whatever had worked, but it had given me a level of beauty that needed only limited enhancements. The makeup was only to perfect my already gorgeous face.

      My hands trembled a little as I looked myself over and accepted that, yes, this was how I looked. Tia. It was a perfect name for a sex bomb, and I was definitely all sex bomb now. I gulped hard, but there was no helping it. I needed to find Nicole before I did something regrettable.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I didn't know where to find Nicole, but I had an idea about where to start. And, as I walked outside into the brisk air of the morning, I found myself feeling even stranger. For one thing, the air felt so cool and nice on my skin. I had never paid much attention to the feeling of the wind or cool air before, but now that I had all this delicate, exposed skin on my body, it seemed as if the whole world was a new experience to me.

      My nipples stiffened inside the pink sweater, pressing against the fabric and poking out in ways I hadn't expected. They acted as headlights, drawing attention to my oversized chest and causing me to flush bright red as I made the walk across campus.

      But the biggest concern was the growing dampness between my legs. There was this constant throbbing there, like the desire to be filled by something. I could feel my panties sticking to my pussy, the wet fabric clinging to the sensitive flesh. And the cool air that found its way between my legs due to the shortness of my skirt had me blushing harder from the wet chill between my legs. It didn't feel bad. It didn't hurt. It was just a new sensation, one that was a little too interesting to me. I was beginning to feel like my body wanted something specific.

      I heard the women of the powder puff football team practicing on the auxiliary football field before I saw them. But when they came into sight, there was no doubt what I was looking at. The team was running drills, all of them led by Nicole. She acted as team captain and as coach during these morning training sessions.

      "Nicole," I called out when I reached the sideline. I had to be careful with how I walked. High heels on grass was a recipe for disaster. "Nicole, we need to talk."

      Nicole glanced my direction and smiled. She gave an order to one of the other players and then jogged over to me. She wore long athletic tights and a tight t-shirt. Nicole had an athletically toned body. She was strong, fit, and lean. She could have been a track star or a volleyball player or maybe even a soccer star. Nicole had so many options, but instead she chose powder puff football. I had never understood that about her.

      "Hey, Tia," Nicole said, her smile warm and friendly. "Good to see you. I see you found the field, but you're not dressed for practice."

      "Practice?" I asked dumbly. "For powder puff football? I don't play that, that's..."

      Shit. I had almost forgotten my predicament as I talked to Nicole. The more I spoke with her, the more natural my new voice sounded. The higher pitch of my girly, purring voice sounded right to me, just like walking in heels felt right to me, and wearing this short, white skirt felt right, too.

      "You're on the team," Nicole said, making it sound like it should have been obvious. "I mean, sure, your fake tits make you more of a male attraction, but you're a good player. This team needs you on the field."

      "But I'm not... I don't... I'm not a..." I couldn't find the right words as my voice trailed off. What did I say? That I didn't like to be objectified? That I wasn't the right person for this? But I wasn't. Was I? "I'm not a girl."

      Nicole gave me a long and lingering glance, her eyes sweeping up and down my body, pausing at my enormous rack and again at my plump lips. She smirked as if she couldn't help herself. "Sorry, Tia. But last I checked, you were all woman."

      I didn't know what to say to that. But then her eyes met mine. There was something different there. Something strange and wicked.

      "So why are you just standing there if you didn't intend to attend practice today?"

      "Because..." I gulped hard, forcing myself to speak. The words caught in my throat, but I pushed on anyway. "Because you cursed me. I'm not... I'm not supposed to be this person."

      "What person?" Nicole raised an eyebrow at me.

      "I'm not, like, supposed to be Tia," I said. "I'm supposed to be... I'm supposed to be that one guy, the quarterback. Remember him?"

      Nicole stepped in closer. There was only a few inches between us. I could smell the sweet scent of her perfume and see the gleam in her eye. "What guy?"

      Then it came to me. My old name. It was like I had forgotten my own name. "Tyler," I said. "Remember Tyler?"

      Nicole's eyes flashed dangerously as she put a hand on my shoulder. Her grip was firm, but she wasn't trying to be threatening. "Tyler is gone. You're Tia now."

      "What... What do you mean I'm gone?" The words spilled out too fast. I found myself blinking rapidly to stop the tears from forming in my eyes.

      "You're Tia now. The moment your name became Tia, Tyler disappeared. No one remembers him. Nobody accept for me, because I'm the one who cursed you."

      "That's not fair," I said, stomping my foot. My heel nearly got stuck in the ground and the movement made my tits jiggle wildly. They bounced back and forth as I struggled to steady myself, my arms waving around to help me regain my balance. It didn't help that Nicole was grinning at me.

      "Maybe," Nicole said. "But this is how it is now. I took too much of your shit for too long. And it's not like I've taken your football career away. You can still play on the women's team."

      "But, like, the girls team isn't a real team," I explained, pleading for her to understand. "That's not, like, what I want."

      "Too bad," Nicole said and began to turn around, clearly intent on returning to practice and leaving me on my own. "You should have thought of that before you opened your mouth."

      "But what am I supposed to do now?" I whined. "I don't know how to be a girl."

      Nicole stopped and laughed. "I'd say you're doing a pretty good job of it already. You selected a sexy outfit with all the pieces properly matching. You're wearing makeup. You walk in heels as if you were born in them. You even stand like a girl."

      It was only then that I realized I stood there almost posing. I had a hand on my hip and I naturally seemed to push my chest out. It was like I was trying to make myself sexually attractive.

      "No," I whimpered, shaking my head. But I didn't let go of my hip and my stance remained unchanged. I liked looking pretty.

      "It's the curse," Nicole explained with a shrug. "I didn't intend to turn you into a ditz. But when I made you into a woman, there must have been some mental changes as well as the physical. I have to say, you are pretty cute. Sexy even. You'd make a great cheerleader."

      "What? Like, no. I can't be... I can't be a cheerleader. What would I do, like, just cheer all the time?"

      "I'm only joking." She gave me an honest and friendly smile. "We're teammates now. You're still a football player. Maybe if you're lucky, you can help turn the team around. But in the meantime, I'd love it if you could get comfortable in your body. Learn to be the woman you're meant to be."

      "That's..." I was on the verge of saying something else, but I had forgotten what it was.

      "That's what?"

      "That's...good?" I could almost feel a wave of dizziness roll through me as I stood there, trying to think of my old self and what was missing now. What was I forgetting? Was Tyler even a name? All I knew was I was Tia now. Maybe that had always been my name. Maybe I was just getting confused. I had my new memories of this life, and my old memories of being Tyler were fading. It was growing harder to remember who that man even was, except for the big football player. And I guess he was cute and all.

      Just the thought of a big, strong football player was enough to raise the temperature of my core. I could feel the heat in my belly blooming outward in waves that had my thighs trembling and my lips parting. I knew one thing as I felt the moisture between my legs increase. I was aroused, and it was becoming harder to ignore the pleasure signals my body was sending me.

      Nicole laughed again as she watched me shudder with arousal. "Yeah, go explore this new you and be back tomorrow morning for practice. You're a powder puff football player now. Get used to it."

      I didn't know what to do or say, but the wet heat between my legs was becoming too demanding to ignore. I could feel the juices threatening to run down my thigh. It felt good to let myself get aroused. My pussy was so sensitive, and I had the growing urge to strip down and rub one out right here. But that wouldn't be right. It wouldn't be ladylike. I had to do better. But I was left wondering why there were no men on the field. I felt like I was aching for a big football player to fuck me hard, but there were just women on the field.

      "So you want me to go?" I asked, unsure of what to do and a little afraid that I would do something embarrassing if I stayed.

      "Yeah, go enjoy the day. Practice ends in twenty minutes, but you don't need to be here for it. Besides, you're not dressed for football. You're dressed for something else. Tomorrow you'll be a part of this. I'd say you could join us and learn, but... I have the feeling that you'll need some time adjusting."

      The way Nicole moved her hips while talking about adjusting left me even more confused. Was she talking about sex? I needed sex. I was beginning to think that maybe a nice hard fuck was exactly what I needed, but I couldn't help but doubt myself. I was supposed to be the dominant man, not the needy woman. Yet I was the needy woman. How could I take that control back?

      "Wait, do you think you could undo the curse?" I asked, my heart thumping in my chest at the hope I felt. Even though the way my pussy twitched and my tits bounced with every breath left me nearly euphoric at the sensation, I felt a deep emptiness in my soul. Something wasn't right. But could I figure out what was wrong?

      "I already told you," Nicole said. "This is permanent. I hope you enjoy being a woman, because this is your life now. But I have to say, it seems all those concussions or whatever really hit you hard, because I was not expecting you to be such a bimbo."

      "I'm not..." My voice trailed off. It was so hard to think straight. I had figured that was because all of this was new, but what if it wasn't? What if it was because I really was a bimbo? Nicole sure seemed to think I was a bimbo. Was there something wrong with my brain?

      "It's okay, Tia," Nicole said in a voice that sounded genuine enough. "There are worse things that could have happened. Now go forth and try to enjoy yourself. This is your life now. Try to have some fun."

      "Um, okay. I guess I'll do that, then," I said as I turned on my heels, walking away with a distinct sway of my hips. It just felt right, and maybe that was what bothered me the most. There was something about my new womanly shape that seemed so right and yet so wrong. The curves, the soft skin, the blonde hair, the tits, ass, and pussy. All of it, when coupled with whatever was or wasn't going on up in my head left me so very confused. I had never been a woman before, but it felt so normal, so natural. That could only mean one thing, and Nicole had already confirmed it. I was stuck like this.

      Now I just had to figure out what a girl like me would do for fun.
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      The campus was beautiful with the crisp fall air and all the brightly colored autumn leaves. The orange, brown, and red leaves had me feeling a warm tingle all over. I had never really noticed the foliage much in the past. I couldn't remember why. It had something to do with football and practicing. Only that didn't make much sense to me.

      Sure, I was a powder puff girl, but I still had time to enjoy the changing season, even if my outfit was a little skimpy for that. At least in most people's eyes. To me, it was perfect. If I wasn't showing off my hot body, what was the point of even existing?

      I noticed men noticing me, their eyes all drawn to me. They wanted me. It was so clear how much they needed a piece of me, and I didn't feel bad about denying them, either. But as much as I wanted to give them a sample, none of them seemed quite right to me. They were all attractive men, and I would have considered fucking any one of them, but something was off.

      "Look at those tits," I heard one man call out as I walked by. There was something about his voice that made me pause and look at him.

      I gasped as our eyes met, his so piercing and blue and deep. He was taller than me, which wasn't surprising. Even in my heels, most men were at least a few inches taller than me. I didn't mind that though. And he had broad shoulders and more muscle than any man really needed. He was a football player.

      And right then I knew he was just my type. He would make me his own bimbo whore, his slut, his little fucktoy. I'd be whatever he wanted me to be. If it would make him happy.

      "Tia," he said, walking up to me with a big grin on his face. "I'm Austin."

      "H-Hi Austin," I squeaked, my voice betraying my sudden nervousness. I couldn't believe that a man was interested in me. Well, not really. Lots of men had been interested in me today. But this was the only one I found interesting in return. There was just something about his muscled frame, his messy dirty blonde hair, and his strong square jaw.

      "Do you have any idea how much I want to take you back to my room right now?" Austin asked, his voice husky and eager. "Those tits are something special, but so is that ass." He leaned in close, so close I could feel his breath on my neck. "If I were to guess, you're a dumb girl who wants to be bent over a bed and fucked good and proper. Isn't that right?"

      He stepped back and waited for an answer, giving me room to breathe. I desperately needed air in my lungs. I couldn't even think clearly with him that close to me.

      But now that I did have some room to think, the first thought that crossed my mind had me licking my lips. Austin might not have been a romantic. He was actually quite crude. But that was what I needed. I needed a big, handsome, strong man to just dominate me, someone who would make decisions for me and keep my stupid brain from getting in the way. I wanted a man to lead me, and this seemed like the right kind to do just that.

      "You like it from behind?" he asked, grinning widely as he stepped closer again. This time, he wrapped his arms around me and grabbed hold of my ass.

      "I like it however you want to give it to me," I cooed as I reached down and squeezed his cock through his pants. His grip on me tightened and I smiled.

      "Let's go," Austin said, wasting no time. He lifted me over his shoulder and carried me back to his dorm room. Everyone would be able to see my little pink thong peeking out from under my short, white skirt, but that was what I wanted. It made me feel sexy to show off the panties I was wearing to anyone who wanted a glance.

      "Fuck yeah, man," said another guy from the football team as we passed. "Glad you managed to land the ditz. I bet she gives great head."

      "You know it," Austin said with pride before giving my ass a hard squeeze.

      I giggled with delight and squirmed on his shoulder, making a show of shaking my ass as much as I could.

      "You're not wrong there, Kyle," Austin said. "I have the feeling that Tia here is going to give me the best fucking blowjob ever. That's if I don't pound her little cunt first."

      His voice sounded rougher now, more masculine as he grew excited from the idea of using me as his own personal sex toy. I loved being an object of male desire, knowing that all the guys on the team could borrow me for a little bit of fun whenever they wanted. I could be their favorite cheerleader, the one they could fuck, who would root them on, even when they lost.

      "That's not right," I said as Austin lowered me to my feet in his dorm room. He gave me a strange look. "You shouldn't be thinking of losing. A great team always thinks about winning."

      "Where'd that come from?"

      I giggled again, not knowing the answer to his question, even though those thoughts had definitely been in my head. "I don't know. It was silly. Don't pay attention to me. I just say things sometimes."

      "Oh," Austin said with a smirk. "I know exactly what to do to shut you up." We had finally reached his dorm room. Once inside, he wasted no time pushing me to my knees and shoving my face into his crotch. "See how much you like the taste of cock?"

      "Ooh!" I gasped, my voice muffled by his pants. There was a firm outline of his cock, one that promised he was packing an impressive package. Just feeling that outline with my face had me dripping with excitement. My pussy was aching to be touched and filled, but I knew that the time for that was coming. He had other uses for me before then. I reached down between my legs and pressed my fingers to my pussy, grinding against my wet panties as he held my face against his cock.

      I purred into his pants, loving the firmness and the strength I could feel from him. He was so hard. Not just his muscles, but his cock, too. I could feel it against my lips, begging to be set free. I ran my lips along the hard bulge. "Do you like the way that feels, Austin?"

      "Yeah. I'd say this was a good move on my part. Now get my cock out. I want it in your mouth. I want to watch you gagging on my dick. Can you do that, Tia?"

      "Whatever you say, Austin," I cooed as my hands went up to his belt buckle.

      "I like the sound of that." As I pulled his cock out, it twitched in anticipation of being in my mouth. "I guess that's why I love busty bimbos so much. You're all so eager to please and have no self-respect when it comes to sucking cock."

      "I don't mind," I said. "I'm a slutty bimbo. And it's not like it matters whether or not I have self-respect. A stupid girl can't handle that kind of responsibility. I'd much rather just let my body take over. What do you say?" I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue, licking the underside of his shaft.

      "I say you should do that again," Austin said. "And this time, really put your mouth to work. Your big fat tits deserve a nice coat of cum, and the best way to earn that is by being a good girl. Can you do that for me, Tia?"

      "Mhmm!" I nodded, eagerly looking up at him with the biggest, dumbest eyes I could muster. Then, my mouth moved up and down his length, licking and kissing it all over. It was so big that I was a little intimidated. This wasn't going to be a small job, that was for certain. But I wasn't about to complain about that.

      Austin grinned as he looked down at me, his smile growing wider with every passing second. He was loving the sight of my plump, red lips wrapped around his cock. There was almost nothing I enjoyed more than wrapping my lips around something big and throbbing like this. It was even better when I could look up and see a man enjoying my ministrations on his cock, seeing the pleasure I provided etched on his face.

      And I knew Austin was getting a whole lot of pleasure. He was making a very special noise, a satisfied grunt that sounded more like the snarl of some feral beast than a human groan of delight.

      It felt so right to kneel and suck. There was no struggle, no attempt to resist my baser instincts. And those instincts included one of the most important parts of being a good girl. A girl needed to make the men in her life feel special. And in this case, that meant making Austin feel amazing.

      "That's it. You like that cock?"

      "Mhmm." I moaned into his shaft and sucked down even deeper, his hard length throbbing in my mouth.

      "Then take all of it, you stupid bimbo. I want to watch your pretty little eyes watering as I throat fuck you."

      He gave my hair a hard tug. I squealed in shock, and not from the pain. I was more surprised at his sudden aggression and dominance. And before I knew it, the head of his cock was pushing against the back of my throat.

      I didn't choke. That was the cool part. It was like my body was designed for this. I only had to open up my throat and he slid right in, cutting off my airway. That, too, was fine. I didn't need to breathe.

      "Fuck yeah." I could tell by the tone of his voice that Austin was getting the hang of the situation. "You're such a hot little whore, Tia. You like to show off. You love being on your knees. But what will it take to make you my dumb slut?"

      My lips twitched, trying to smile as I looked up at him, his hard shaft buried deep in my mouth.

      "Not that you need to become any dumber. It must be so nice not to have a single thought in that pretty little head of yours. It lets you focus on the more important things. Like sucking my big, fat cock."

      My eyes were tearing up as I looked at him, but my hands went back down between my legs and started to rub. I moaned around his shaft, enjoying the taste and texture of his cock on my tongue. It didn't even occur to me that this was a new experience for me. It just felt so natural, as if I had done it thousands of times before.

      "Oh shit," Austin said with a sharp exhale. "That feels so good, baby. Yeah, you keep on gagging. I'll reward you if you can make me pop."

      And he was definitely close to popping. His cock was so hard and twitching like mad. I could only imagine how it would feel to have it gushing rope after rope of his seed onto my tits, to feel his sticky cum smeared on my breasts. Or maybe he would shoot it across my face. I looked up at him, my eyes wide with admiration as his cock spasmed in my mouth.

      "That's it, good girl. Just like that," he said, giving me praise for being such a good, submissive little plaything. His hands were on my head, holding me down on his cock. There was no struggle in me. I had no interest in trying to escape. Being used like this was so rewarding in and of itself that I had no desire to resist.

      And Austin knew that. He saw that eager glimmer in my eyes, the one that told him I was loving every second of this. He saw the pleasure in my eyes and the bliss on my face. He could even see the desperation with which my hands worked away at my clit.

      "Get those tits out," Austin commanded. "I'm gonna paint your chest with my cum, you sexy bimbo."

      I whimpered happily and pulled at the top of my pink sweater. It only took a few seconds, and my big, round breasts spilled out. I even managed to do it without pulling my mouth off his cock.

      "Get ready, slut," he said as he pulled his cock out of my mouth. My hands replaced my mouth, jacking his long shaft with one hand and playing with his big balls with the other.

      "Do you like my tits?" I asked. "Are you gonna make me your dirty cum slut?"

      Austin was only able to grunt in response, his eyes focused on my rack as I pushed my tits together with my elbows, creating the perfect target for him to aim at.

      "Yes, yes," I cried, feeling a powerful heat bloom in my core as Austin's cock began to erupt.

      Spurt after spurt shot onto my tits, coating my chest with his sticky seed. He moaned in pleasure, his legs shaking with the strength of his orgasm. And I just loved the feeling of his hot, messy cum covering my body. It felt amazing, the most empowering and rewarding sensation a girl could possibly receive.

      "Fuck yes," he growled as the last of his spurts were absorbed by my cleavage.

      "Aww, that was amazing," I purred as I dipped a finger into a pool of cum on my chest and gave it a taste. It had a delicious and savory flavor, one that had my toes curling and my eyes fluttering.

      "It sure was," Austin said with a nod of agreement. "But don't think I'm done with you yet. I still need to test out that pussy."

      "Really? You want me again so soon?" I asked.

      "Fuck yeah I do. I love my dumb sluts who get needy for my cock."

      My cheeks flushed at the suggestion. He thought I was dumb and needy, but he was praising me for it. But wasn't that what a girl like me should aspire to? Wasn't my body made for a man to use, made for him to put his big cock in? And even after having already cum once, Austin still wanted to pound me harder. That had to mean I was doing my job well.

      And he wasn't the only one ready to go again. I was already dripping wet and ready for his fat prick between my legs. I reached for the waist of my skirt, ready to get on with the show. The flimsy fabric slipped down my legs as I rose to my feet. I kept my heels on, but soon stepped out of the skirt, leaving me with my sweater bunched up around my waist and my itty bitty, pink thong sitting low on my hips.

      "How do you want to do me?" I asked, fluttering my eyes at him in anticipation.

      "Let's get that sweater off you. And your panties. Then I want you to lie back on the bed. I want to watch those tits bounce when I fuck you like the whore you are."

      "Gladly, Sir." I couldn't help myself. The "Sir" just slipped out. And I liked the way it felt coming out of my lips. I couldn't keep myself from smiling like the biggest slut alive as I dropped the sweater from my waist and pulled my thong off shortly after, leaving me wearing my pink high heels.

      Even though I felt dumb as a rock, I understood another reason for me to be on my back as Austin fucked me. It would keep my cum-covered tits from making a mess. It would also allow him to raise my heels almost to my head, or at least rest them on his shoulders so he could drive that thick shaft of his even deeper into my drooling little cunt.

      I was just so eager to please him, to give him more of my body. I was addicted to his cock and my pussy craved him in ways I could have never imagined. It felt so good to be a dumb and horny slut. It felt so right.

      I climbed onto his bed, still dripping with his sticky, messy cum. It felt so dirty to be used like this, but I loved it. My breasts swayed and jiggled with my motions. Austin's eyes locked onto my tits, his attention captivated by my womanly shape.

      "Do you like my body?" I asked, seductively lying back on the bed with my legs spread. My hairless pussy was on full display. I loved looking good, being a pretty, blonde slut for a handsome man like him. He needed a girl who would be his stupid toy, and that was exactly what I intended to be.

      "Fuck yeah I do. I don't think I've ever seen tits that big. Or nipples that perfect. And your ass, your stomach, even your lips...everything about you makes me want you. How can I not fuck you?"

      "Please..." I begged as I arched my back and ran my hands up along my breasts, squeezing them together and lifting them, an invitation for him to play with. And Austin was eager to take me up on it.

      He jumped onto the bed, not wasting any time getting between my legs. His cock was already fully hard and throbbing, pulsing with the strength of his arousal.

      "You want my cock, babe?" he asked as he began to tease me, rubbing the head of his cock against my tender folds.

      "Yes, please," I whined, arching my back and pushing my chest out farther, hoping to draw his attention that way. The pleasure in my body was aching so bad, a deep fire burning in my pussy that begged to be taken care of. Only his cock could put it out. But it was so fun to have Austin tease me, to beg for his dick and have him hold back.

      "What a desperate slut," he said, and I nodded, my hair dancing around my head.

      "A desperate slut for you," I cooed in response.

      "But you're not just any slut, are you?"

      "No, I'm not," I said. "What am I?"

      "A dumb slut."

      "A dumb slut," I repeated with a moan.

      "A bimbo with big, fake tits."

      "A bimbo with big fake tits," I said, agreeing with his assessment. Everything he said was right. I could feel it. He knew the truth about me, and I accepted that. There was no struggle within me, no attempt to change his mind. He was right, and I had to agree.

      "A sex-crazed whore who needs a big dick."

      I giggled at that thought, but there was no denying the accuracy of his description of me. It was all true, and it was something I could accept about myself. Maybe I hadn't always been like this, but this is what I was like now. And that's what mattered most.

      "Do you wanna be my dumb, blonde slut? At least until I get tired of you?" He looked me right in the eyes as he asked me.

      I moaned softly and nodded. I could handle that. Being Austin's sex toy sounded like the dream of a lifetime. I couldn't have come up with a better goal if I had tried. And it was only natural that he would get tired of me. I was disposable. But I was the type of woman who would just move on to the next man who saw value in my body, maybe another football player or some other strong, handsome stud who I could please.

      I could tell he was serious about his offer, and the look on his face showed me just how important my answer was. "Please fuck me," I pleaded. "I want to be your sex toy. I want to be a brainless bimbo for you, Austin. Please use me."

      And finally, he pushed forward, his hard shaft sliding between my lips, parting them around him. My toes curled, my eyes widened, and my back arched. I could feel everything inside of me being rearranged to accommodate his size. He was so big and thick. My pussy ached as his length reached deeper into me.

      But the ache and burn quickly dissipated, giving way to the deep and fulfilling pleasure. My legs shook as his cock touched the deepest parts of me. I could hardly believe the sensations inside of me as his shaft claimed my body, staking his dominion over me. He had already conquered my mouth, now he was making me his pussy slut as well.

      "So fucking tight," he said, leaning forward as he planted his hands on either side of me. I squirmed between his arms, feeling more trapped than ever, as his hard shaft skewered me.

      I let out a sigh of relief as he came to a stop, his hips pressed against mine, his cock fully enveloped in my tender embrace. He held that position for a few moments, letting me feel every inch of him, his thick shaft twitching inside of me. I could feel his heartbeat through his hard cock, and the pulsing was driving me wild.

      Never in my life could I remember feeling so deeply connected to another human being. My tits and ass and my lips were designed to attract and pleasure men, but it was my pussy that provided the full sense of completion, like Austin's hard, thick cock was meant to fill that hole in my body.

      He began to fuck me slowly, his hips rocking in a steady rhythm as he pumped his shaft in and out of me. I moaned as he moved, my eyes widening and my back arching, all in an attempt to make my body an even more irresistible spectacle. And my efforts were paying off.

      "Fucking hell, you really are a perfect slut," Austin said with a chuckle as he lifted my legs onto his shoulder. The change in position deepened his thrusts and allowed him to watch the way my massive tits jiggled as he fucked me. They bounced and sloshed up and down with every movement.

      The sight of his sexy, firm muscles and the look of sheer joy in his eyes at the sight of my bouncing chest left me on the brink of orgasm already. My pussy squeezed down on his cock, begging it to unleash another torrent of his seed, this time into my eager and receptive body.

      "Fuck, your cock feels so good," I moaned as Austin picked up the pace. Every hard thrust had my entire body rocking back and forth, my tits swaying along with me. I could feel his balls slapping against my skin as he pounded into me.

      "Keep up the compliments," he said. "I want to hear my slutty bimbo begging for it."

      "You're so fucking sexy," I panted. "And strong. And sexy."

      "You said that already, dummy."

      "Oh yeah, right," I said, blushing with embarrassment, my cheeks flushing red hot. "So sorry, Sir. I'm a really dumb bimbo." And I meant it. I felt so stupid, not just in failing to keep my thoughts straight, but for having repeated myself. If it would have made him feel better, I would have let him spank my ass bright red in return. "But you're, like, doubly sexy and stuff."

      "I know you mean that in the smartest way," Austin said, and he even laughed a little as he said it. But his pace picked up and I could tell that his pleasure was rising. He was pounding me harder, driving into my tight little pussy again and again. The harder he went, the more I felt as if I was going to be split in two. His body was so strong and firm. Mine was soft and flexible, like the difference between steel and rubber.

      I squeezed my eyes shut as the orgasm began to build and grow inside of me. I could feel the tension in my tummy and the rising need inside of my pussy. I desperately wanted him to explode, to cum inside of me. I needed it like I needed air. There was no other way I could orgasm.

      "Tell me how much you love this. How much you love being such a bimbo for me."

      I moaned in response, struggling to find the words. Words were so hard for a bimbo, especially when I was filled to the brim with cock and couldn't think clearly. "I love it," I panted, feeling my cheeks burning hot as I looked up at Austin, admiring the masculine firmness of his chest and arms. "I want to be the biggest and dumbest blonde you've ever met."

      Austin roared with laughter as he increased his pace again. He was pounding my pussy so hard I could hardly believe it. There was no way a body could sustain this kind of fucking for too long.

      "Stupid blonde slut," Austin said, his voice now filled with the heat of exertion. "My stupid blonde slut. So hot. So fucking sexy. I can't believe a girl would willingly turn herself into this. This is the best, hottest, sluttiest and dumbest whore a man could want."

      My cheeks blushed harder as he described me to my face, the insults sending my heart racing in my chest. There was no denying how attractive I was, and I felt pride knowing that Austin thought I was hot, but hearing him put down my intelligence made me feel a wave of heat and desire coursing through my body.

      "Yes, I'm so stupid," I moaned. "So fucking stupid and dumb and slutty for you. Use me. Tell me how stupid I am and use my body however you want."

      I felt my pussy convulse as I neared orgasm. All I needed now was his cum. My body was his toy, and I was begging to be his for life.

      "Yes!" Austin roared as he pounded me, thrusting deep into me. "Such a good fucking slut! You were made for this. For cock."

      And as his cock pulsed, I could feel my inner walls being bathed with his sticky load, filling me with a sudden, immense satisfaction.

      "Austin!" I screamed as my eyes rolled into the back of my head and my body tensed with sudden orgasm, the powerful waves of my climax crashing through me.

      But my cry seemed to only spur him on more, his hips thrusting wildly as his hard member pumped rope after rope of his gooey seed into my body.

      And I just loved feeling it gushing into me, a torrential flood of his seed drenching my innermost folds. It felt incredible, beyond amazing, and beyond my ability to comprehend.

      My chest heaved up and down, and my pussy trembled around his member as our orgasms slowly came to an end. Our eyes met, and we shared a look of passion and pleasure.

      "Fucking hell, that was good," Austin said, his chest heaving as he struggled to catch his breath.

      "I loved it," I moaned, my chest still rising and falling. My pussy was so full, his cum oozing out from between my legs. I gave him a little pout and asked, "Did you really mean it when you called me dumb?"

      "Well, yeah, I did," Austin admitted. "I prefer my women to be dumb. Dumb, sexy, and happy." He gave me a wink. "And you seem to fit all of those criteria to a T."

      "That's so nice of you to say," I cooed, squeezing my chest together with my elbows. "You're such a good man, and it means a lot that you like having me as your dumb and happy fuck toy."

      "Oh, I love it," Austin said, his smile big and his eyes piercingly blue. I couldn't help but sigh as he rose off the bed, his muscles on full display. "But I need to get to football practice. I am the starting quarterback, after all."

      Something about that, mentioning him being the quarterback, struck a chord in me, but I couldn't remember how or why. Was I the quarterback on the powder puff team? I didn't actually know.

      "Take your time getting yourself situated. I'll see you later, little bimbo." Austin bopped me on the nose before he put his cock away. Moments later, his broad frame walked out the door.

      Finally alone, I rubbed Austin's cum into my skin. I didn't know what the future would hold for me, but I didn't need to know. I was a bimbo and I would take life as it came at me. As long as I was sexy and I got fucked regularly, I was happy. I just had to remember to show up at powder puff football practice tomorrow. I could do that, right?
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