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      "Nicole is such a bitch," I said after waving good night to my friends and teammates. The big rivalry game had been won and we had enjoyed the celebratory party. That was until Nicole had to make an appearance and ruin it.

      From what I could tell, Tyler was turning in early. I would have done the same, but I still had a little more energy in me. Aaron, on the other hand, was headed off to the strip club to get his cock sucked. I never understood why he liked to pay for that shit when there were plenty of chicks on campus who would suck cock for free. But whatever.

      As for me, I was headed off to hook up with Shanti. Her dorm room wasn't that far away and she was always up for a little late night booty call. That was why I liked her. She was always available. I had a couple girlfriends on campus, but they weren't as easy. They expected dates and flowers and all that crap. Shanti just wanted my big, black cock.

      I didn't mind giving it to her, either. I knew she was fine. Real fine. A light skinned black girl with a tight body. Her tits were kind of small, a little bigger than handfuls, but they were perky. And her round ass more than made up for her smaller chest. And she had that long, thick black hair that felt amazing as I tugged on it. And, of course, the girl was a freak in bed. As much fun as I had with white girls, nothing compared to fucking a black girl. Especially one who was already warmed up by cock. And I mean that literally. Her pussy always seemed so wet and hot. It was perfect. The girl had been riding dick all her life. She knew what to do with a man like me, and she loved doing it.

      Within minutes, I was knocking on Shanti's door.

      "Hey, Javon," she said, greeting me as she opened her door. Her smile was bright and welcoming, and she was wearing nothing more than a pair of tiny shorts and a tank top that was tight enough to show off her pert tits. "I was wondering if you'd come over after the party tonight."

      "Of course, babe," I said, stepping into the room. I gave her a quick kiss on the lips and she giggled, closing the door behind me. "What kind of guy would I be if I didn't stop by for a booty call on the way back to my room?"

      "When you put it that way..." Shanti laughed and stepped up to me. She pressed her body against mine, her hands running over my muscular chest. "You want a little something to drink first, or maybe we should just get right to it?"

      "A drink would be good," I said, giving her ass a squeeze. "What you got?"

      Shanti had to pull herself away from me before she could grab a bottle of cheap whiskey. She also grabbed a bottle of cola out of her mini fridge. I wasn't complaining about the quality. We were college students. After pouring a couple drinks, she handed me one of them. We both took a long sip of our drinks before putting them down.

      "You know, you were pretty great tonight," Shanti said. "It's nice to see that you guys beat those assholes."

      "We didn't just beat 'em, we humiliated them," I said, grinning as I took another sip of my drink.

      "And you scored two touchdowns. That's so hot," she said, pressing herself against me again. Her lips went to my neck and she kissed and sucked on the sensitive skin there. "Mmm, yeah, that's really sexy. A big, strong football player like you."

      I didn't mind her compliments. It felt good to hear them. And it was nice that someone appreciated all the hard work that went into being an athlete. What was the point of all that work if I didn't get to dip my dick into all the willing pussy. Tonight, it was Shanti. Tomorrow, who knew?

      "You want to see how strong I am up close?" I asked, leaning down to give her a deep kiss.

      "Fuck yeah," she said, her voice muffled against my mouth. "I want to feel your muscles pressed up against me."

      I reached down and grabbed the bottom of her shirt, pulling it up over her head. She raised her arms to help me, but her eyes remained locked on mine as I did so. With her tank top off, her perky little tits were fully exposed. She wasn't wearing a bra. And her nipples were already standing proud.

      I leaned in, kissing her again, my tongue exploring her mouth. At the same time, my hands went to her tits and started fondling them. They were small handfuls, but her skin was smooth and warm. And her nipples were stiff, begging to be pinched and played with. I gave one a tweak and Shanti gasped in pleasure, breaking our kiss.

      "Oh yeah, baby," she cooed. "Pinch those nipples. Pull on them. Make them big and hard for you."

      I twisted her nipple between my finger and thumb, earning another cry of pleasure.

      "You like that, don't you, slut?" I asked. "You like it when I play rough."

      Shanti just moaned and nodded.

      "I think it's about time I check to see how wet that pussy is," I said, smacking her tit just because I could. It was small and perky, so it didn't really jiggle, but her whole chest shook. And she cried out in pleasure.

      "Yeah, check it, baby. Stick your hand down my shorts. Feel my hot little pussy." Her voice sounded breathy as she begged me to touch her.

      I kissed her again as I pushed my hand inside the waistband of her shorts. They were tight and barely left any room for my hand, but I didn't mind. That tightness meant her ass looked even better. And it was a nice ass, too. But there was only one thing on my mind, and that was the heat of Shanti's pussy. The moment my fingers slid over her shaved mound and between her pussy lips, I felt the warmth radiating off of her. And she was soaked. She was ready and waiting for my cock.

      "Damn, girl," I said. "You really are a slut, aren't you?"

      "I'm a slut for you, Javon. You know that. Mmm fuck. Stick those fingers in me. Fingerfuck me. Give my cunt a good fucking."

      I pressed my middle finger into her tight little pussy, feeling her juices leaking out around it. I thrust it in and out of her a few times, curling it a bit as I fucked her with it. I enjoyed how tight she felt. Her inner walls gripped at my digit, not wanting it to leave, but I had more important things to do with her. So I pulled my finger out of her and brought it to my mouth. Her juices had a slightly sweet taste to them. Something about her always tasted a bit like candy to me.

      "Get on the bed," I ordered, grabbing her shorts with both hands and pulling them down to her ankles. She lifted each foot in turn and stepped out of her shorts. Naked, she climbed onto her bed, lying on her back. She spread her legs wide, giving me a view of that shaved pussy, those perky tits and her bright, eager smile. "You want this cock, don't you?"

      "Fuck yeah," Shanti replied, nodding eagerly. "I'm so horny. Give me your big, black cock. Let me feel you inside of me. Please."

      "Begging is a good look on you," I said, quickly stripping off my clothes. "You should do that more often."

      "You know what a better look would be?" Shanti asked.

      "What?"

      "If I was riding that fat black dick. That's a real good look." She ran her fingers over her pussy, dipping one of them between her folds.

      She was right about that. I grabbed her by the hips and flipped her onto her front. Her pert butt stuck up in the air. Then I climbed onto the bed behind her and slapped the top of her ass with my hard shaft. Shanti gasped and looked back at me over her shoulder. Our eyes locked and she grinned, sticking out her tongue and wiggling her ass.

      I gave her butt another hard smack, this time with an open palm. It sent a ripple across her cheeks and made her gasp. That tight, black pussy of hers quivered and dripped. She wanted it. And I was ready, too. My shaft was throbbing and oozing pre-cum. And Shanti, well, she was practically a waterfall. She was ready to go.

      I aimed my cock at her opening, feeling the heat of her cunt against the head. Then I pushed in. She moaned, arching her back as I slid deep into her. She was tight and wet, the perfect combination. Her inner walls gripped my cock like a glove as I thrust in until our bodies met, my hips pressed against her ass and her body shuddering beneath me.

      "Fuck," Shanti groaned. "So good. So fucking good."

      "You like that, huh?" I asked. I smacked her ass again, making her cry out. "You like getting fucked from behind?"

      "Yeah," she said, pushing her hips back into me. "I love it when you pound me like this. Like a bitch in heat."

      "I know you do," I replied. I started moving my hips, thrusting into her again and again. Each time I bottomed out, her whole body shook and her tight cunt squeezed my shaft. It felt amazing and I could feel the pleasure building in my core.

      Shanti moaned with each thrust, her face buried in her pillow, her hands gripping the sheets. She arched her back even more, thrusting her ass up at me as if she was trying to meet my every thrust. Her pussy was so wet and hot. It felt incredible.

      "Shit," I grunted. "This is one tight little pussy."

      "Mmhmm," she said, nodding. "And it's all yours. You can fuck it whenever you want."

      "Damn straight," I growled. "Nobody denies Javon Johnson."

      I picked up the pace, slamming into her harder and harder with each thrust. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the air. Shanti was moaning and whimpering, her whole body shaking as I pounded her. My balls were slapping against her cunt as my hips collided with her ass. It was a good thing she liked it rough. Because there was nothing quite like fucking a tight little bitch hard and fast. And as far as Shanti was concerned, she was a bitch to the core.

      But as much fun as it was to watch Shanti's petite, perky body shake as I fucked her, there was something better. Something even more fun. And that was seeing the look in her eyes as I pounded her tight little cunt. As much as I enjoyed doggy style, getting to see her face was better. I was already close to cumming, but this was the kind of thing that was worth holding out for.

      So as soon as I felt like I couldn't take it anymore, I pulled my shaft from Shanti's dripping, aching pussy. She rolled over onto her back and looked up at me, panting heavily. Her pert tits were heaving, her nipples stiff. She spread her legs wide and beckoned me to her with a finger.

      "Come fuck me, big boy," she said. "Fill me up with your big, black cock."

      I didn't need to hear another word. I got into position between her legs and aimed my cock at her opening. With one smooth thrust, I buried every inch inside of her. Her body shuddered and her eyes rolled back in pleasure.

      "Oh yeah," she moaned. "Just like that. Fuck me with that fat dick. Make my little pussy yours."

      And that's exactly what I did. I pounded her hard and fast, my hips slamming against hers with each thrust. The bed shook beneath us, and Shanti screamed in pleasure, her fingers digging into the sheets, her head thrown back. Her tight cunt squeezed my shaft, making me groan.

      Shanti's whole body shook and she screamed again. This time, her voice was louder, shrill and high-pitched. It was the kind of sound that would have made me think I was hurting her, if I didn't know better. The truth was, Shanti was a slut for a good, hard fucking. That scream was a good sign, not a bad one.

      "Fuck yeah," I grunted. "You love this dick, don't you, you little whore?"

      "God yes," she moaned. "I fucking love it. Give it to me harder. Pound me like a slut. Like the dirty, filthy slut I am."

      I was more than happy to do that. I grabbed her legs and lifted them up onto my shoulders. Then I started pounding her harder and faster, slamming in and out of her with long, deep strokes. The change in position made Shanti whimper and cry out in pleasure. Her tits jiggled with every thrust and her hands clawed at the sheets even harder.

      "God, this feels so good," she moaned, her voice breathy and raspy. "Keep going. Fuck me harder and faster. Make my cunt ache. Use me as your little fuck toy."

      And that's exactly what I did. I fucked her like a whore. Like a slut. Like the cheap tramp that she was. Our bodies slapped together and the room was filled with the sounds of sex. The wet, squishy sound of her pussy getting fucked. Her moans and cries of pleasure. My own groans as the pleasure built. Shanti was a great fuck and I didn't want this to end. I would have loved to keep fucking her until morning.

      I couldn't last that long, though. Not when her tight little pussy was squeezing every inch of my cock with each thrust. When it came, I knew it was going to be an explosive orgasm. And I wasn't wrong.

      My cock throbbed deep inside her, swelling and twitching as I emptied my balls into her hot little cunt. I could feel the hot, sticky seed coating her insides, filling her up, making her moan. My body tensed, and I kept thrusting into her, until my balls were finally drained. Then I relaxed, collapsing onto Shanti's petite, sweaty body, our hearts pounding in time.

      "Holy shit," I panted, trying to catch my breath. "That was amazing."

      "Yeah, it was," Shanti replied, kissing the side of my head. She reached down and squeezed my butt. "You're a real stud, you know that?"

      I grinned at her compliment. There was nothing better than a girl who knew how to make me feel like a king.

      "You know it, baby," I said, pulling out of her. Our mixed juices spilled out of her and made a mess of the bed. But I didn't care about that. It wasn't my bed. I rolled onto my back, taking a moment to recover. I heard Shanti moving beside me, but I didn't pay any attention. It wasn't until her head was between my legs and her tongue was on my cock that I realized what she was doing.

      "Fuck, girl," I groaned as Shanti cleaned off my shaft with her talented little mouth. "You're such a good cock cleaner."

      "You know how much I love your cum," she said, looking up at me. Her tongue went to work on my balls, which were still coated in a mixture of both of our cum. She licked and sucked on them, slurping up every last bit of the mess we'd made. It didn't take her long to finish her work. Then, when everything was clean, she laid her head on my chest.

      "You're a real good girl," I said, running a hand through her long black hair.

      "Only for you, Javon," she cooed. "Because I know how to treat a real man like you."

      "And that's why you'll never go without this fat black cock," I said, patting her on the head.

      "Thanks, baby," she said, snuggling up against my chest. Her hand was on my chest and her fingers traced over my muscles. "You know how to give a girl what she needs."

      I did, too. Shanti was a good fuck, but I didn't really feel anything for her. I wasn't going to marry her or have a kid with her. But she was always available. And that made her useful. It didn't matter that this was just a casual hookup. That's how I liked things. I didn't need anything more than that. So long as there was pussy to be had, that was enough for me. And Shanti knew that. She might have been hoping to change my mind, but we both knew my thoughts on the matter.

      But as we laid there together, our naked bodies pressed against each other, the booze from the party and that cheap whiskey and cola drink she made, I found myself quickly drifting off to sleep.
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      I opened my eyes and immediately knew something was wrong. It was morning and sunlight streamed into the room, but that wasn't the problem. It wasn't that I had woken up in Shanti's room, either. Both of those things were normal, or at least expected. No, this was something much stranger.

      I let out a little moan as I stretched my body, working out the kinks from a night curled up next to Shanti. However, as I pulled my hands back to my sides, they brushed against two massive mounds on my chest.

      "What the hell?" I squeaked, my voice coming out much higher pitched than I was used to. I sat up quickly and looked down at myself. The sight of two big, fake-looking tits staring back at me was enough to make me freeze in place.

      It felt like my brain was short circuiting. What I saw when I looked down at my massive tits did not align with what my mind told me I should look like. In my memories, I was a big guy, a running back on the football team. But that made no sense. I was a girl. A black girl with huge, fake boobs. A bimbo.

      Yet there were memories of the football game. Of winning the big rivalry game. And not just being there, but scoring the winning touchdown. Juking and jiving past the defense. Spinning away from the last tackle attempt. There was nothing left between me and the end zone. I remembered it as if it had actually happened. Except it couldn't have.

      The flashbulbs of the cameras went off. They all wanted pictures of the touchdown celebration. Of my teammate, Tyler, holding the football up in the air. It was like a dream. No, a nightmare. My head hurt. I didn't know what to think.

      I was still staring at my big boobs in a daze when Shanti walked out of her bathroom. She wore nothing more than a towel around her body. Her hair was still wet from the shower and she looked surprised to see me sitting up and awake. That surprise only lasted a moment, replaced by a bright smile that reached all the way to her eyes.

      "Hey, Jaeesha," she said, her voice light and playful. "I can't believe I was so drunk last night to hook up with a slut like you. Usually I'm more into guys. But it's been fun."

      "What's going on?" I asked, looking around the room, feeling confused and disoriented. The events of the night before were a blur, and the only thing that stood out was how huge my boobs felt against my chest.

      And then there was hearing that name. Jaeesha. That was my name. Except it sounded different from what I expected. I knew the running back in my mind was named Javon. But that was a man's name. I was all woman. I had the tits to prove it.

      However, seeing Shanti wearing just a towel around her lithe body ignited a fire inside of me. My pussy was suddenly aching, begging for attention. It didn't make sense, but then again, nothing did. I felt as if my cock should have been throbbing at the sight of her, but I didn't have a cock. I had a pussy. A very wet pussy.

      "You don't remember last night, either?" Shanti asked. She didn't sound upset about it. "When I woke up this morning, we were both naked. I'm assuming something happened, but neither of us remembers. Weird."

      I could agree that it was weird, but seeing Shanti standing there, her hair still dripping, I wanted nothing more than to seduce her.  And as soon as I thought it, it became my sole desire. It made more sense to me than everything else. My head hurt when I tried to think about the rest.

      "Since we can't remember, maybe we should make some new memories," I said, looking up at Shanti from beneath lowered lashes, a sexy little smile crossing my lips. "We might as well enjoy our bodies while we've got them."

      "You know, you may have a point there," Shanti said, dropping her towel to the ground. "I do want to know what all those men fuss over with that body of yours. Those big tits of yours must be good for something."

      "Come find out," I said, beckoning her closer.

      Shanti didn't waste any time. She practically jumped into the bed. We both giggled as we embraced, our bodies pressed against each other's. Her perky tits rubbed against my massive ones. Our hands roamed over each other's skin. It didn't take long before her mouth found one of my nipples. As she sucked on it, her tongue flicking across the tip, I felt pleasure flow through my body.

      "Yeah, baby, suck my tits," I moaned, running my fingers through her hair. "Oh fuck. It feels so good. Just like that. Oh yeah."

      While Shanti continued to suck on one of my nipples, I felt her hand wandering down toward my pussy. It was already wet and begging for attention. Her fingers found my clit and began to rub and tease the sensitive bud.

      I gasped and whimpered, feeling waves of pleasure wash over me. My mind was a jumbled mess, but this felt right. This felt like what my life was supposed to be. What a hot, bimbo slut like me was supposed to be doing. The only thing that could make it better was if there was a man involved. Some big, strong, muscular man with a big, fat dick.

      But as it was just me and Shanti, I knew I needed to give back just as good as I got. As she sucked on my nipple and played with my clit, I let my own hand roam down her lithe body. Down past her tits and her flat tummy. Down between her legs. Her pussy was already soaked and dripping. Her clit stood out, begging to be touched.

      "Oh, fuck, girl," Shanti moaned, pulling her mouth away from my boob for a moment to speak. "You know how to play with me."

      "Mmm, and so do you," I cooed, rubbing her clit. The little nub was sensitive, making her moan and cry out in pleasure.

      Shanti went back to work, sucking on my nipple and fingering my clit. I did the same, playing with her. We were locked in a circle of pleasure, each of us working to bring the other off. It felt amazing. It felt hot and sexy and fun. And I was all about sexy fun. I didn't understand so much about the world, but I knew a few things, like how to fuck and suck and enjoy myself. Those were all important lessons and they were the only ones that mattered.

      "Mmm, baby, that's so good," I moaned, squeezing her tit and rubbing her clit. "I'm gonna cum soon. You gonna cum for me?"

      "Fuck yeah, girl," Shanti said between sucking and licking at my boob. "Keep doing that and I'll make a mess. You'll have to clean up my messy cunt with that talented tongue of yours."

      "I can do that. It'll be a lot easier if we sixty-nine, though."

      I thought I was the strong one, but Shanti flipped me until I was staring at her wet pussy. At the same time, she was looking down at mine. Her long hair brushed against my skin, and I knew she wanted to bury her face in my cunt, just as much as I wanted to do the same with hers.

      I didn't wait. I leaned up and stuck my tongue out, running it over her clit and along her slit. The taste of her juices was sweet and sticky. Just like candy. I loved the taste. I needed more of it. So I dove in, burying my tongue deep in her twat.

      Shanti gasped and then groaned. "Oh fuck, that's good. So good." She then buried her face in my pussy. Her tongue went straight for my clit, flicking against it, making me shiver in pleasure.

      It was a race to the finish after that. Who could get who off first? We sucked on each other's pussies and fingered each other's cunts. Shanti was skilled with her tongue, but so was I. And we were both horny little sluts. We couldn't hold off for long.

      "Oh yeah," Shanti cried out. "I'm gonna cum. Fuck. Cumming."

      And then she did. Her whole body tensed, and I kept licking and sucking on her clit. I did everything I could to drag out her orgasm, to make it last as long as possible. But by that point, I wasn't far behind. I could feel the tension building inside of me, ready to burst. It didn't take much longer before I came, too. Shanti's tongue on my clit was magic and her fingers were talented. I knew how to play with a pussy, but she knew how to make me cum. She knew how to make me scream.

      The room filled with the sounds of our moans, cries of ecstasy and the wet, slurpy sounds of our tongues and mouths against each other's pussies. Our bodies writhed and twitched as we came. It was bliss, and it went on forever. At least, it seemed to me like it did.

      By the time it was over, both Shanti and I were exhausted, laying on the bed, trying to catch our breaths.

      "That was fun," Shanti said, looking over at me and smiling. "But now we've made a mess of my sheets. I'm gonna have to wash those."

      I pouted a little. "Not if we go for another round," I said suggestively.

      Shanti laughed. "As much as I'd love to see how else you use that mouth of yours, I can't. I'm exhausted. I need to study." She sat up and leaned against the wall. "You need to leave."

      I stuck out my lower lip even further. "But I'm all wet," I said, touching myself. "Can't I clean up in your bathroom first?"

      Shanti looked at me and shook her head. "No. Get your dress and heels on and get the fuck out." Her voice was surprisingly firm and commanding.

      "Okay, okay," I said, getting to my feet. "Geez, a girl cums a couple times and suddenly she's a bitch. I feel bad for whoever you're dating. Or whoever dates you."

      Shanti rolled her eyes. "Yeah, whatever. Now go."

      "Fine," I said, slipping on my sparkly cocktail dress and heels. My purse was nearby and I picked it up. As soon as I had it in hand, I headed for the door. I didn't look back at Shanti, but I knew she was watching me. I gave my bubble butt an extra sway. Then I was gone.
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      After leaving Shanti's dorm, I wasn't really sure where I should go. The late morning air was brisk against my mostly bare skin, but I liked it. It felt refreshing, and the coolness against my pussy made me all tingly. I wondered if any of the frat boys on campus would be interested in a good time. I did have a body worth admiring, and there was nothing more fun than a cock in one of my holes.

      As I made my way across campus, I got plenty of whistles and lewd comments from the boys, but they all seemed busy. Classes were out and it was the weekend, but Thatcher College was a serious school filled with serious students. Those who were not sleeping off hangovers were often already studying or working. Even on the weekends, that was the kind of place Thatcher College was.

      I wandered around the campus for a little while, not sure where I should actually be headed. The sun was out, and the sky was clear, but the morning air was cold enough that I could see my breath. I needed to keep moving to keep warm. And with my high heels, that meant taking short, mincing steps that made my big tits bounce and my ass jiggle. It was hard work being so sexy.

      As I walked, the memories of the past came flooding back. Some of it was hazy, but I remembered the important bits. I remembered the big game and how amazing it felt to win. But that wasn't right, because it wasn't me who won the game. I wasn't the star running back who broke free to score the winning touchdown. I was a bimbo. A slut. A dumb, sexy bimbo slut who lived for cock. I had no place on the football field.

      At some point, I found myself standing in front of the stadium. The big, empty stadium. The football team had won their big rivalry game yesterday. Now they were resting. I had been there. I remembered the cheering fans, the smell of the grass, the feel of the ball in my hands as I scored the winning touchdown. Except it was all wrong. I couldn't have been on the field. Girls didn't play college football.

      "Hey, Jaeesha, what's up?" That was Nicole's voice. As it reached my ears, a flash of memories hit me. Not the football game, but before. There was something about a curse. Nicole had cursed me and my teammates, my friends. We weren't supposed to be like this. We weren't supposed to be dumb, bimbo sluts. Even though it was a lot of fun, it also wasn't right. Not if we were supposed to play football.

      I turned and saw her walking toward me. She looked like she had just come from her silly powder puff football practice. The kind of fake game meant to amuse the fans, not to actually compete. It wasn't real football. That required big, strong men, not a bunch of sexy bimbos. I should know. I used to be one of them. But now, well, things had changed. I wasn't sure I had the right body to play the game anymore.

      "What's going on?" I asked, not really sure where to start. My brain was so cloudy. It was hard to put my thoughts together. All that mattered was how good I felt. How hot and bothered my big boobs and aching pussy were making me. Nicole didn't have what I really needed. No girl did. I was a bimbo. We craved cock and cum and nothing else would do. Even hooking up with Shanti, while the right thing to do and incredibly fun, just didn't compare to the joys of a real man with a hard, throbbing dick. "What's happening to me?"

      "You don't remember?" Nicole asked, looking concerned. "You're Jaeesha. One of our best running backs on our powder puff team."

      I scrunched my face. That didn't sound right. Not at all. "I don't think so," I said, my words slow as I thought through them. "I remember playing football, but not the way you described it. I was on the field. With the boys. And I scored the winning touchdown. It was a rush."

      Nicole smiled at me. "That sounds nice," she said, but then her expression turned stern. "Except it's wrong. You're a girl. You're not allowed to play in a real football game. Not unless you suddenly learn how to kick."

      I made a face of displeasure. Nicole was being mean. Again. What had she done? That's what I needed to know. My head was all messed up.

      "Look, I know this has to be tough for you. It wasn't supposed to be this bad, but you and your friends are a bunch of pigs," she said. "Or they were. I think you'll have a lot more fun this way. And you still get to play football. It just will be with me and the other girls. And that's why I expect you to be at practice tomorrow. We have a big game of our own coming up."

      "But the curse..." I complained. "You gotta, like, change me back or something."

      "Not going to happen," Nicole said, her words sharp. "The way you acted last time we talked. The things you and your friends did. That wasn't okay. This is payback."

      "I'm sorry," I pouted, my lower lip quivering. "I didn't mean it. Please change me back."

      "You can apologize as much as you want, but it's not changing anything," Nicole said. "You're a dumb bimbo slut now. And you're going to be that forever. You and all your friends."

      "But..." I didn't know what to say. This wasn't right. But I didn't know how to explain why. The words weren't there. They were gone. Everything was gone. All that was left was how horny I felt. And that was wrong, because this was Nicole. She wasn't hot. Not like Shanti. Not like me.

      "Look, Jaeesha, you have to deal with this. It's not going to get any better," she said, her voice turning more frustrated. "Now, I need to go. But I will see you at practice tomorrow. You're not going to want to miss out. Otherwise, the rest of the team will get mad. And you wouldn't like that. Okay?"

      Nicole sounded so sure of herself, but she didn't know. She didn't understand. It was as if she was just saying whatever she could to convince me that I should go along with the changes to my body. And that wasn't right. I wasn't a dumb bimbo. I was a football student-athlete. At least, that's what it had felt like last night.

      "Fuck you," I screamed, stomping my foot. My tits jiggled on my chest from the force of my tantrum. "Leave me alone." I turned to leave, but as I started walking away, Nicole called after me.

      "You will be at practice tomorrow. And you will play for the powder puff team. That's how it's going to be."

      I didn't bother answering her. I didn't need to. I wasn't going to play any dumb football game for her. I wasn't a bimbo. Not even with these big boobs, a bubble butt and an aching pussy that was in desperate need of a good, hard fucking.
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      As I walked away from the stadium, a shiver ran up my spine. It felt weird, as if something was missing. As if there was an itch I couldn't scratch. And somehow, that feeling was worse than the way my clit pulsed with need. That, at least, could be fixed easily enough. A couple fingers buried deep in my cunt, or better yet, a nice thick cock to fill me up would solve that. But the other feeling, the emptiness inside my head, was a different story.

      Thoughts didn't come easily. I didn't think I was brilliant before Nicole cursed me, but ever since, it felt like there was a fog in my head. Every memory was distant, every thought slow. It took effort to focus. And when I didn't focus, my body's desires overwhelmed me. So, as I wandered around campus, still wearing the same sparkly little dress the curse had left me to wear, I was constantly aware of how horny I felt.

      The chill in the air meant that not as many students were out and about, which was probably for the best. I was horny enough to jump the next hot man who crossed my path. My big boobs and aching pussy would be more than enough to seduce him, no matter what excuses he might try to offer. And that was what made this whole thing so scary. I knew, intellectually, that it was a bad idea, but the desire was so real and powerful that it was impossible to ignore. I could feel how wet my pussy was. I was surprised my juices weren't running down my thighs yet.

      But that was exactly the problem. No matter how much I told myself I didn't want it, my body was desperate to get laid. The only real solution was to give in, to let go of everything that was bothering me, to ignore the confusion in my head and just have fun. That was what being a bimbo was about, after all. Fun. Hot, sexy fun. And the more I thought about it, the more appealing that sounded.

      I was lost in thought, not even sure where I was walking, when I found myself standing outside the gym. The lights inside were on and there was a lot of noise. When the door opened, a group of sweaty men in tank tops and shorts stepped outside.

      Their tall statures immediately told me they were basketball players. They were big and strong, their muscles bulging. And their sweat did nothing to detract from their appeal. If anything, it made them look more masculine and powerful. These were real men. Men with big, strong hands. Men with cocks that were probably as massive as their frames.

      I bit my lip at the thought of it, and I felt a fresh flood of wetness between my legs. It wouldn't be hard. A few well-placed comments, and a few shakes of my tits, and they'd be putty in my hands. The only question was which of the men would be the most fun. Who would have the biggest cock? Who would be able to fuck me best?

      As soon as that thought crossed my mind, I saw him. The man of my dreams. At least the man of my current dreams. He was tall, probably six-foot-seven. He had dark skin that glistened with sweat and a pair of broad shoulders that looked like they could carry the weight of the world.

      He laughed at a comment from one of his teammates, his voice deep and booming. I felt myself growing more turned on. I needed this. I needed him. I had to have him. It wasn't even a question. And as soon as I decided that, my big bimbo lips curled into a smile and I strode over to the group of men. They all turned to watch as the sexy bimbo approached.

      "Hey there, boys," I said, making sure to shake my tits and wiggle my bubble butt. "Looks like you guys have been working out pretty hard."

      "Well, yeah," one of them said, his eyes glued to my cleavage. "The season starts in a few weeks. We've got to get ready."

      "Oh, that sounds wonderful," I said, my words coming out breathy and soft. My fingers traced their way down the big guy's chest, feeling his hard pecs and his firm abs. His muscles rippled at my touch. He didn't stop me, either, even though it was a very intimate gesture. "Your body is just so big. I can tell you work hard."

      "Thanks, baby," the big guy said with a grin. His teammates were all staring, but they weren't getting in the way. They knew they couldn't compete. Not with a black bimbo like me, with big, fake tits and a nice juicy ass. The only cock I was interested in was the one behind this man's shorts. The big, black cock that was mine to play with. "You wanna get out of here, see a little more of what I've got?"

      I bit my lip and nodded. "Yes, sir," I said, batting my eyelashes at him. "Please. I wanna, like, see your cock and stuff. And I want you to use it on me. Make me scream."

      "Damn, you really are a slut," the guy said, grinning as he wrapped an arm around my waist. He pulled me close and I felt his bulge press against my belly. He was already getting hard and he felt huge.

      I let out a moan at the thought. This was what it was all about. This is what being a bimbo meant. Sure, maybe it was a curse. But there were so many good parts to it. And I was going to enjoy the ride. It didn't matter if it was wrong. If it felt this good, it couldn't be a bad thing. It was time to be the bimbo the curse had made me. The bimbo I was meant to be.

      "I'll catch up with you guys later," the big guy said, pulling away from his teammates. His arm remained around my waist, holding me tight against his muscular frame. "This bitch needs a dick in her. I'm not one to deny a pretty girl a good fuck."

      "Maybe one of you boys will be lucky next time," I cooed, blowing a kiss at the other guys before I was pulled into the gym.

      "There's a few empty rooms we can use. My name is Malik, and you're Jaeesha, right?"

      "Yeah," I replied, surprised that he knew who I was. "How'd you know?"

      "You're the sexiest black girl at Thatcher. Everyone knows who you are," he replied. "Now, let's get somewhere private. I'm gonna pound your pussy so good."

      "Mmm, that sounds nice," I said, licking my lips. "You got a big cock for me, Malik? I want something nice and thick."

      "Oh, don't worry, Jaeesha. You're gonna love it," he said as we entered a small side room. There was a desk, a computer, some weights and a bunch of sports equipment lying around. It was half storage room and half office. I vaguely recalled that being common for some of the assistant coaches.

      However, the room did not provide many good places to do the deed. Not that it stopped Malik. He walked me over to a clear part of the wall and pushed me against it, his body pressing up against mine. His mouth found mine and we shared a deep, passionate kiss. Our tongues danced together, the passion flowing freely between us.

      And as we kissed, his hand roamed over my body. At first he seemed to just be exploring my ample curves, but then his fingers found the hem of my dress and began to pull the flimsy fabric upward. It quickly bunched up around my waist, exposing my bare ass to his hands.

      "Fuck, you're so sexy," he said as he groped my ass cheeks with his massive hands. I gave a little wiggle, teasing him, loving how his skin felt against mine.

      But his fingers didn't stay on my ass for long. He went back to lifting my dress, bunching it up higher and higher. Before I knew it, he had exposed my big tits to the cold air, making them jiggle as he pulled the dress over my head. My nipples were hard and puffy, begging to be sucked. And Malik, ever the gentleman, obliged.

      "Oh fuck yeah, baby," I moaned as he started sucking on my big, fat nipple. His mouth was warm and wet, and his tongue flicked over the sensitive bud. At the same time, his other hand went straight to my cunt, sliding along my dripping slit, caressing my pussy lips.

      I could feel my arousal growing with every passing moment. The way he played with my tits and my pussy made me feel like a bomb about to explode. I was so close to cumming already. It wasn't going to take much more.

      But Malik had other plans. Instead of continuing to finger my needy pussy, his fingers left my body entirely. I had a sudden fear that he meant me some sort of harm, but he had only used that moment to drop his shorts, revealing a big, thick, black cock. He was so hard, the head of his dick looked angry. Pre-cum oozed from the tip. It was a monster. He wanted me just as badly as I wanted him.

      "I'm going to fuck you until you forget your name," Malik said as he lifted me up into the air, keeping my back pressed against the wall.

      I spread my legs, eager to get his thick cock inside me. My pussy was wet and waiting, and it wouldn't be long before he filled me up. His grip was tight, but it didn't hurt. I knew that this was a man who could handle me, a man who would fuck me like I wanted. A man who could make me scream.

      I let out a moan and whimper of delight as Malik pushed his thick cock inside me, stretching my tight hole around him. My body shuddered with pleasure as he entered me, filling me up with his thick meat. I wrapped my legs around him, trying to hold his huge cock inside me as deep as possible. His hands were on my ass, keeping me in place. I didn't have to worry about falling or slipping. He had me.

      "Oh yeah, Malik," I panted, my voice thick with pleasure. "Give it to me, baby. Make me feel good."

      He grunted in return, his hips thrusting forward, driving his fat cock deeper inside me. He pounded my pussy, his thick cock stretching me, filling me, making me moan with delight.

      He didn't hold back, either. Between him and the wall, I was getting squeezed hard. He was holding nothing back, his cock pistoning in and out of my tight hole, slamming into me. My body was being rocked by the force of his thrusts. It was an overwhelming sensation, a feeling of being completely and utterly dominated. And that's exactly what Malik did to me. He was dominating me, fucking me hard against the wall and not caring about anything else. He could have been a little gentler, sure. But I was a slutty bimbo. That was what I was there for.

      Pleasure was my purpose, and I was living it to the hilt. Every thrust of his cock sent waves of ecstasy coursing through my body, and I could feel myself growing closer and closer to cumming. His big, black cock was so thick and strong. It filled me up like no other man ever had. It was the best. It was what I was made for.

      "You're so fucking sexy," Malik said between grunts, his hips still pounding away, slamming into me, crushing my ass against the wall. "Your tits, your ass, your pussy, they're all incredible. You're perfect."

      I moaned, the pleasure growing even more intense at his words. He was a smart man. He knew what to say to get a girl's pussy dripping. And he was right. I was perfect. I was the perfect bimbo. Big, fake tits, a tight, round ass, plump, juicy lips. Everything about me was designed for sex and seduction. And that was what I was here to do.

      "Fuck me harder," I cried out, my voice echoing in the small room. "Fuck me like the slut I am."

      He didn't hold back. His powerful hips slammed into me again and again, his big cock pounding me against the wall. He held me tightly, making sure I couldn't escape. Not that I would ever want to. His body pressed against mine, his hard muscles grinding against my curves. The sensations were overwhelming, and I felt the first hints of an orgasm building.

      I moaned, feeling the pleasure building inside me. My head felt light and airy. My thoughts were getting burned out of me by the pleasure. All that mattered was how good it felt to be fucked. How good it felt to be used like the bimbo I was. It didn't matter that I had been a man before. Maybe the memories of that life would come back later, but they didn't matter now. Now, it was about the pleasure. About getting filled up. And Malik was certainly doing a lot of that. His cock kept slamming deep into my cunt, and I could feel it pulsing. I knew what was going to happen soon.

      "Yes," I moaned. "Give it to me, Malik. Give it to me, baby. Fuck me. Make me cum. Please. I'm begging you."

      He responded by pounding into me harder and faster, his hips thrusting forward, driving his thick meat deeper into my pussy. He was close, too. His dick was twitching in my pussy. I knew it was just a matter of time.

      And then it happened. He buried himself as deep inside me as he could go and let loose. His cock throbbed, spurting thick, warm ropes of cum deep inside me. At the same time, my own orgasm hit, crashing over me like a tidal wave. My body shook from the force of it all. My legs squeezed tightly around him, holding him close, making sure his cum stayed in my tight, slutty bimbo cunt. Wave after wave of bliss washed over me. It was incredible, and I screamed, my cries echoing in the empty room.

      "Oh yeah," Malik groaned, his cock still pumping more and more of his thick seed inside me. "You're so fucking good. This is amazing."

      He kept pumping, filling my pussy with his hot, sticky jizz until his cock was spent, his balls empty. He finally let out a deep sigh, and his cock slipped out of me. I felt his load start to drip out of my stretched cunt, but he held me up against the wall, keeping me pinned as he kissed me.

      I kissed him back, my tongue wrestling his. My body still shuddered as his hands groped my big tits. The pleasure was still flowing through me. I had just had one of the best orgasms of my life. Why would I want to be a star football player when I could cum like that? There was nothing better in the world than being a dumb, sexy bimbo.

      Malik eventually put me down, my legs feeling weak and wobbly. He took my sparkly dress from the floor and helped me get it back on before pulling his shorts back up.

      "What's your name?" he asked me as he straightened his clothes, looking at me expectantly, waiting for my reply. "And no, I'm not messing with you. I'm serious. What is your name?"

      I smiled at him and shook my head. "Sorry, babe," I said, leaning against the wall for support. "Just give me a moment. It'll, like, come to me pretty soon. You really did it, though. You, like, totally fucked my brains out. I forgot everything for a minute."

      "I'll take that as a compliment," he said with a grin. "And any time you want an encore, you just let me know."

      "Encore?" I asked, confused for a moment by his use of the word. "What's an encore? Ohh. It's like, a second helping, isn't it?"

      "Yeah, something like that," he agreed, his eyes taking in the sight of my tits straining against the fabric of my dress.

      I giggled. "I'm such a bimbo."

      "Damn right you are," he replied, his gaze never leaving my boobs.

      I wasn't mad at Nicole anymore. I was actually really liking this whole being a bimbo thing. No thoughts, just sexy fun. It was perfect.
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      The next day, I was running late to practice. Malik had showed up at my dorm room to give me that encore. We both enjoyed it very much. The only problem was that he was very, very thorough. And then I got lost on the walk over. At least I remembered my practice uniform and equipment. That was something, right?

      As soon as I stepped onto the field, I knew that I was in trouble. Nicole was there, and she looked pissed. She was yelling at the other girls and they were all running drills. But when she saw me, she stopped what she was doing and came over.

      "Jaeesha, where were you?" she demanded, her voice full of anger and frustration. "You're supposed to be on time for every practice. And don't tell me you forgot. No excuses from my star running back."

      I bit my lower lip and looked away, a little embarrassed. Nicole was really pissed, but I couldn't tell her the truth. How could I tell her that I had been with Malik, getting fucked by his amazing cock? She would be so mad at me. Maybe even more mad than she was now.

      "I'm sorry, captain," I replied, trying to sound contrite. "I just got caught up in, like, something else, and totally lost track of time."

      "Is that so?" she asked, clearly not convinced. "Well, it can't be changed now. Get that helmet on and get out on the field. We're finishing up the warm-up before we scrimmage."

      "Yes, ma'am," I said, putting my helmet on. I ran through the drills with all the other girls, feeling the burn in my legs, and the aching in my lungs. In some ways, my bimbo body really wasn't designed for this. The big tits, especially. But it all came so natural, almost like I had always been a football player.

      By the time the warm-up was done, I was sweaty, but I felt great. Ready to go out and play. And that's exactly what happened. The girls split into two groups, the offense and the defense. I was a running back, so that put me on the offensive side. My job was to run with the ball and score touchdowns.

      Tia was the quarterback. Her long, blonde hair poured out from beneath her helmet and her big tits tented her jersey, much like my tits did mine. And on the other side of the line of scrimmage, I saw Ava. She stared us down, ready to run in for the tackle.

      I couldn't help but smile at how good her big boobs looked. They were all pressed against her body by her jersey. She looked so hot. So sexy. If we hadn't been in the middle of a scrimmage, I would have loved to just go over there and suck on her nipples.

      "Focus, Jaeesha," I quietly scolded myself. I knew this was important, and I didn't want to let Nicole down. "You gotta run the ball. That's what you do."

      "Ready?" Tia asked, her eyes locked on mine. "We're going for the touchdown."

      I grinned. "Yeah," I replied, licking my lips. "I'm totally ready. Let's score."

      Tia took her place in the backfield and I lined up beside her, ready to run the route that was called. The play began and Tia handed the ball off to me. I took off, running around the outside of the offensive line. The defenders were coming for me, but I could tell they weren't expecting me to run that route. They had all committed to the other side, trying to cut me off from that way. Only Ava was left to stop me.

      She ran hard to catch me, but I had the better angle. I put on a burst of speed and she dove, her arms outstretched. Her hands hooked around my hips, and she brought me down to the grass. We both went tumbling and then we slid along the field for a bit, her tits pressed into my ass as we spun over and finally came to a stop.

      Twelve yard gain. I smiled up at Ava, seeing her face framed through the bars of my helmet. She gave me a wink.

      "That was, like, a great play," I told her. "You stopped me from scoring."

      "And you totally burned the defense," Ava said with a smile. "Great run."

      "That was totally awesome," Tia said, running up to celebrate the play with us. We all high fived and congratulated each other.

      "Good work, ladies," Nicole said, walking over. "Jaeesha, nice run. Ava, good tackle. But the rest of you girls, that was unacceptable. The offense can't get that kind of a gain that easily. Now, let's reset. Jaeesha, take a break. Tia, stay at QB. We're going to keep running these plays until we get it right."

      The practice went on for another hour before Nicole was finally happy enough with our performance. She blew her whistle to signal the end of the scrimmage.

      "All right, ladies," she called. "Nice work. I'm still not satisfied with the tackling from the defense, but the offense is looking a lot better. Keep it up. Now hit the showers. We'll do this again tomorrow. And then we'll have our big game on Wednesday."

      We all cheered, excited to be done. It had been a good day of practice, and we were all sweaty. I couldn't wait to get into the shower.

      As soon as my helmet came off, my long, dark hair spilled out, framing my pretty face. The way Tia and Ava looked at me, I knew we all had the same idea. Shower sex party. I couldn't wait. I was still vaguely aware that we had been men and stars on the college football team, but I was convinced that this was better. We were sexy bimbos and we still got to play football. And now it was time to fully embrace the bimbo life. It's what we were made for, after all. Bimbos. Bimbos who love cock and cum and sex.
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