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		With her glasses perched on the end of her nose and her hair pulled back, Fleur was the picture of studiousness. As she sat in the library, her eyes scanned the words on the page, not realizing the chaos she was about to unleash.

		It was not that Fleur was some sort of super-genius or prodigy. She was talented, yes, but nothing more than a gifted student. However, it was that particular time of the semester when papers were due and study guides were being prepared. This was Fleur's chance to showcase her talent and knowledge, which would hopefully translate into good grades and the respect of her professors.

		There were a lot of people in the library, though most were clustered at the tables and carrels. Even though the library was supposed to be a quiet place to work and study, there was a low murmur throughout, with students speaking in whispers. The Thatcher College library was more than just a place to study. It was also a social hub.

		But as Fleur looked around, she noted how the other students had formed their own cliques. Fleur had only been a part of Thatcher for a few weeks, having arrived in the country just before the semester started. It was her third year of college, but it was the first time she was attending school outside of France. And the culture difference was bigger than she had expected.

		Most of the other students appeared to know each other, leaving Fleur as the odd one out. The same could be said for the group that gathered at the carrel next to hers. Though Fleur tried to stay focused on her studies, she was acutely aware that a gaggle of Americans surrounded her and that she did not belong.

		"Are you going to the party tonight?" one of the students asked another.

		"Of course," the other replied. "It's going to be a rager."

		"Oh, yeah. It's going to be great. There'll be tons of beer and plenty of hot guys. It's the perfect opportunity to get wasted and hook-up."

		"I hope you're planning on actually studying," a third voice cut in. "We've got that big test next week."

		"Don't worry about it," the second voice dismissed. "I've got it covered. Besides, my study buddy promised to help me out if I helped him pass his calculus class."

		"You know the one rule, ladies," the fourth voice spoke. "Always study with the smart girls."

		The voices laughed, triggering a subconscious response in Fleur. They were laughing at her. Fleur could not hear it, of course. But that was how it felt. Everywhere she went on campus, she was the odd person out. Always overlooked, mostly ignored.

		It did not help how strong Fleur's French accent was. She understood English just fine. Speaking it, however, was more difficult. And all it took was one little thing for her accent to come through and suddenly she was not taken seriously. All of the hard work she put into her schoolwork counted for nothing because of her accent. American ears just were not good at picking up her accented English. The confused stares made her feel awful. And the way people always asked her to repeat herself was annoying.

		But worst of all, whatever the party happening really was, Fleur knew she was not invited. And as long as she remained, she had a feeling she would keep missing out on the whole reason she had come to study in America. She could learn everything she got from her classes back in France. It was the social aspect that mattered, the cultural aspect.

		"Mon Dieu," Fleur whispered to herself, squeezing her eyes shut.

		"What was that?" one of the students asked, the same girl who had talked about getting drunk and hooking up at the party.

		Fleur swallowed hard. She had spoken out loud and now the entire group was staring at her. In her mind, she knew she should just pretend like nothing had happened. However, her mouth and tongue were not connected to her brain.

		"Just a passing thought," Fleur said with a shrug.

		"What did you say?" one of the other students asked.

		"It's nothing," Fleur said. Her face heated as she realized how much she stood out. She looked around the library, hoping for a distraction.

		Fleur was not a social person by nature. Her nature was introverted and withdrawn. She loved her solitude and reading her books. This whole trip was supposed to help break her out of that, to force her to make new friends, get a social life, and maybe even take her new experiences and turn them into adventures.

		And the reality was that she was not getting anything out of her current situation. Nothing was changing. She was just going through the motions of her schoolwork without any life-changing events. She was no better off than she had been in France.

		"Stop," Fleur whispered to herself, summoning all of her willpower. She tried to fight against the negative emotions that threatened to consume her.

		"Are you okay?" the girl who had asked about the party earlier asked.

		"Yeah," Fleur said with a slow exhale. "I was just thinking."

		"Hey, where are you from? You don't speak American."

		"It's English, dummy," the smart girl said. "She's clearly trying to learn English." She turned to look at Fleur. "Are you French?"

		"Yes, I'm from France," Fleur answered. She smiled. Maybe this was her way in. If she could get friendly with these other students, then maybe she could discover what she was missing.

		"Cool, but maybe you should learn how to not butt into other people's conversations."

		As quickly as Fleur had hoped to make new friends, she watched those hopes extinguished. And after that, the library group returned to their conversation, doing so loudly. And it was clear their discussion was no longer open to include her.

		Defeated, Fleur packed up her books and left the library, hoping to find more peace back in her dorm room. That was an unknown, because of Fleur's roommate, Xaz. Fleur had arrived on campus to discover that her room assignment had changed at the last minute. Originally, she was going to be living with a woman named Sarah. However, something had changed and Fleur got stuck with Xaz.

		When she had seen her room assignment, she assumed Xaz was a boy. It was not until she met her roommate that she realized her error. And though Xaz was very easy to be around, a small part of Fleur found the woman to just be strange, even by American standards.

		It did not help that Fleur struggled to say her roommate's name. "The X is pronounced like sh and ch at the same time," Xaz had explained. But that was not easy with her French background. It was not easy for the other students, almost all of whom were American, either.

		So far, their interactions had been pretty limited, as the two had little in common. But when Fleur entered their shared dorm room, she saw that her roommate was inside, studying at her own desk.

		"You're back early," Xaz greeted her.

		"Hi," Fleur responded. She paused with her hand on the door handle, her back still toward her roommate.

		"Is something wrong?"

		"No." Fleur lied. "I'm fine." She pushed the door closed, slowly.

		Fleur need not have worried. Xaz accepted her answer and returned to her studies. It was a welcome distraction, though, having her roommate there. It stopped her from slipping into a negative funk, which meant Fleur could maybe stop herself before she got too down on herself.

		However, Fleur's thoughts continued to haunt her. They lingered, nagging at her self-confidence. No matter what Fleur did, she would never be able to fit in. She would never be one of the popular kids. The American students already had their set social groups and they did not accept new additions to the club easily.

		"How am I supposed to fit in here?" Fleur asked, her frustration tinging her voice.

		"What was that?" Xaz asked, turning in her chair.

		"I said, 'How am I supposed to fit in here?' Among so many people and there's one who's so weird? Me. I'm the weird one."

		"Um, okay," Xaz responded, slowly.

		The desk chair creaked as Xaz's body shifted.

		"Sometimes I just wish I fit in, that everyone welcomed me and liked me."

		"You don't mean that," Xaz said, her tone turning grave.

		Fleur looked over, realizing what she had said. Though the two did not talk often, the fact they were roommates meant they did have a few conversations about their similar backgrounds and love of learning and knowledge.

		"No, I do," Fleur answered. "Maybe if I was more like the Americans. Maybe then they would like me."

		"Oh no," Xaz said, standing and holding out her hands. "You can't say that, not around me. Fuck! I can already feel it. I'm sorry. I'm really sorry."

		Fleur looked at her roommate, dumbfounded. "What are you talking about?"

		"I never told you, but I'm a demon. And you just made a demonic wish."

		"You're a what?"

		"Demon. I know. It's horrible. Don't blame me. I can't help who I am, what I am. It's not my fault. It's just who I am."

		"There's no such thing," Fleur said.

		Xaz dropped her hands, knowing she could no longer hide her true nature. Her red hair was pulled back in a ponytail, but that only left her forehead bare as two horns grew out of her skull, while leathery wings sprang out of her back, stretching until they were fully extended.

		"Well, there is," Xaz said. "I'm one."

		"You're the devil?" Fleur asked, taking a step back in case she needed to make a break for the door.

		"No. That's Satan. He's the top demon. He's the ruler of all of hell, but he's not as powerful as everyone makes him out to be. We're just kind of bad at running everything. It's a bureaucratic nightmare and no one's happy."

		"And you're a demon?"

		"That's right," Xaz agreed.

		"Do you want to kill me?"

		"No," Xaz answered with a shake of her head. "What you did, making that wish, was an unintentional summoning. You made a wish in a demon's presence, even though you were unknowing. And you know my name. Therefore, I had no choice but to fulfill your wish."

		"My wish," Fleur repeated, thinking back on what she had said. It took her a few moments to remember.

		"You wanted to fit in, to be popular. To be accepted by others," Xaz explained.

		"I'm not going to turn into a demon like you, am I?"

		Xaz scoffed. "Of course not. You think I fit in any better than you do? Sure, I can hide my horns and my wings most of the time, but that doesn't mean I fit in. But the problem is that your wish was really vague and not even I can control how it will manifest. I can feel it though. It's happening. Your transformation is already underway."

		"But... but..." Fleur stuttered. She was flustered, overwhelmed with so much new information that she could hardly speak.

		"I know. I don't like this either. But I am what I am. I am a demon. I have no free will."

		"But there has to be a way to undo it. I didn't realize what I was saying."

		"Then you shouldn't have said it," Xaz stated with a shrug.

		Fleur's shoulders slumped. She could not believe that one slip of her tongue and her very life had been permanently altered. She dropped onto her bed, sitting on the edge. Fleur let her backpack fall off her shoulders.

		However, Fleur could already sense the magic at work. She was about to be transformed, magically modified to fit in. But what if fit in did not mean what she thought it did. When she had said the words, her thoughts were along the lines of the popular students, being known throughout the college. But the demonic magic had other ideas. It saw her as a French nerd and planned to transform her into an opposite form.

		It started with Fleur's hair. She had always kept her brown hair short, in an almost boyish cut. She had been mistaken as a man from behind before, bitch was part of the reason she had first assumed Xaz was a man. But magic now changed her hair, causing it to change color, becoming a bright blonde.

		And it grew, flowing down from her head, adding inches as the seconds ticked by. Before she knew it, her hair fell all the way to her ass in loose waves. It was so different, so unlike her.

		"This isn't what I meant," Fleur complained. She clasped her hands together in front of her and looked up at her roommate, her eyes pleading. "You have to stop this. You have to help me."

		"Like I said, there's nothing I can do to stop it."

		"But you could try."

		"That's not how this works."

		Fleur stood up and walked over to the mirror, seeing her new reflection for the first time. Xaz stepped behind her, looking over her shoulder at her image in the mirror as well.

		"I've never dyed my hair before," Fleur said.

		"And you still haven't," Xaz countered. "That new color is natural."

		"But—"

		"You wished to fit in. Now you will."

		"So it's done?" Fleur asked. "The magic is complete?"

		Xaz simply laughed. "Of course not. Just wait and watch."

		Fleur looked at her face in the mirror, trying to see what it could be, what was next."

		The horn-rimmed glasses, which had completed Fleur's nerdy look, were the first to go. They disappeared off her face. Fleur's vision was impaired immediately, the world becoming distorted and hazy.

		"I can't see anything," Fleur complained.

		"Don't worry about it. Just relax and let the magic work."

		Fleur leaned in close to the mirror, trying to discern what the magic might do to her eyes. Everything was a bit of a blur.

		With a flash, Fleur's eyes changed color, her brown irises disappearing to be replaced by a bright blue. She blinked rapidly as she tried to come to terms with this latest change, but as she did, the image before her shifted into crisp focus. Her eyesight was restored, though not in the way she had expected.

		"Whoa," she said, reacting to the change. Already she looked so different.

		Fleur continued to stare into the mirror, mesmerized by her own reflection. Her eyes seemed to shine now, almost twinkling. Fleur could not help but recognize how beautiful her new look was. She was no longer plain, but more closely resembled the beach babe models she had seen in American magazines

		However, Xaz's demonic magic was not yet finished with the area around Fleur's eyes. Her eyebrows thinner and moved slightly higher, giving her a quizzical or even surprised expression. And at the same time, her eyelashes grew out thick and long, framing her now big, blue eyes.

		Fleur might have stood there forever, simply watching her own reflection in the mirror, but that was not how the magic worked. Fleur's attention was forcibly redirected elsewhere, as her lips began to swell, their size increasing and changing shape.

		"What is happening?" Fleur asked, pulling back and grabbing for her face.

		"Relax and go with the flow," Xaz instructed. "It will be easier for you in the long run."

		That was probably good advice. Fleur did not think she could fight the magic even if she wanted to. It was forcing too many changes on her body. Theoretically, Fleur should have been scared. And her heart did pound in her chest, but it was more from excitement than anything else. It was wild, exhilarating, and an adventure, although completely different from the one she had originally hoped for when she came to America.

		While Fleur could not see it, her facial features changed next. Her cheekbones and chin grew more defined, while at the same time, her nose shrank ever so slightly. It was not drastic, but her nose was a touch smaller and sharper now, turning into a button. It was an adorable and rather feminine look that fit the rest of her changes.

		And all the while, her lips continued to grow. They filled out into a pair of plush, luscious pillows. The bottom lip became full and pouty, while the top had a cat's curve to it. Her lips were designed for kissing and even more. No doubt the men on campus would be lining up to take their turn, especially if she gave them an invitation, batting her long lashes at them.

		"Merde," Fleur muttered to herself. The entire situation was so bizarre she was not quite sure what else to do or say.

		"I mean, you look good," Xaz said, trying to put a positive spin on all of this.

		"I wouldn't say that," Fleur countered. "This isn't really me. I'm just this for the moment."

		"For the rest of your life, actually," Xaz admitted.

		Fleur pulled back from the mirror, looking at her roommate. "What? No. You can't be serious."

		"It's just how my magic works. You can't change back. I'm sorry." Xaz was not really sorry, but she was aware that that was what she was expected to say in this situation. It was fake human behavior, but it seemed appropriate in the moment.

		Fleur held a hand up to her face, feeling the softer skin and fuller lips. How was she supposed to go on with her life looking like this, like an American bimbo?

		However, the magic was not finished with Fleur yet.

		The sweater she had worn that day was suddenly tight across her chest. It had fit her body perfectly, in a style that had been popular back in France. She found it to be out of style compared to her American counterparts. But fashion was not her problem at the moment. Instead, it was the fact that the magic was affecting her physical form, somehow making her breasts bigger.

		Xaz might have heard her roommate gasp, but the demon did not care. She continued to watch with great interest as the magic worked its changes upon Fleur.

		The first change was purely a swelling of flesh. Fleur's breasts slowly expanded, growing larger and larger with every second. At the same time, they began to rise, pushing outward from the center of her chest until they had become perky and even gravity defying.

		On a normal day, Fleur's breasts had been just right for her slender frame. They were firm and she was happy. She did not need or want anything more. But now they were larger, pushing out against her sweater.

		"This hurts," Fleur complained, grabbing at her sweater. "Help me get it off."

		Xaz smirked. She snapped her fingers and Fleur's sweater suddenly disappeared off her body. It revealed her growing breasts, pushing up over the half cups of her now too small bra. Her pink nipples showed just over the top of her cups, thanks to how the bra was stretched, no longer covering her.

		"This is crazy," Fleur said as she looked down at her nearly exposed breasts. Her eyes opened wide.

		And that was when the magic really went to work.

		Fleur's boobs had grown in size, but they were nowhere near done yet. There was so much more for them to grow. But to keep working, the magic needed to clear make room first. Fleur's bra, which had been barely adequate before, was not equipped to hold back her engorged flesh. The bra straps stretched to their limits, but eventually snapped, causing the bra to fall down her body and dangle uselessly from one arm.

		"My tits are huge," Fleur pointed out.

		"Yeah, they are," Xaz agreed. "I was disappointed not to see that sweater get ripped to shreds, but your bra snapping off is even better."

		"That's not very nice," Fleur commented.

		"I'm a demon," Xaz reminded her. "Being nice is not exactly in my job description."

		Fleur gave a tilt of her head in acknowledgment of her roommate's point. She was definitely not the best choice of friend for this situation. But luckily, Fleur was distracted from their conversation by the continued growth of her chest.

		Her breasts, if they could even be called that any more, rode high on her chest. They were big and they were round, far more than anything she had ever imagined before. Together, they were wider than her rib cage, making sure that they could be seen from both the front and the back.

		And they were heavy. Fleur could feel herself being pulled forward by them, her back muscles not used to supporting her new endowments. With each movement, Fleur's boobs jiggled, bouncing and swaying.

		Fleur reached her hands around the sides and underneath, trying to grab on to her now massive melons. It was a futile task for one girl with two small hands. She could not manage to hold them all in place.

		"Help," Fleur begged. "I can't control them. How am I supposed to go anywhere like this?"

		"Here," Xaz said. She reached out and ran her finger up her roommate's spine. As she did, Fleur stood taller, her back muscles building strength, improving her posture and her ability to support her huge, fake tits.

		"Thanks," Fleur said, still pouting. "I guess." That was not what she had in mind, but she had to admit, she felt better.

		"Don't worry. You'll love your new figure. Guys are going to trip over their own feet, trying to catch a glimpse of the goods. I can guarantee you'll have more offers for dates and sex than you can count."

		"But I don't want that," Fleur pouted. She liked to read and study and being popular had never been her end goal.

		"You wished for it. I simply fulfilled your desire."

		Fleur growled. Her face flushed red with her anger. Her fists clenched. But there was nothing she could do about this situation. The deed was done. And attacking Xaz would probably just make it worse.

		"Ooh, it's still going," Xaz added as she looked down at Fleur's torso. Her waist was shrinking, getting pulled in and smaller, emphasizing her very womanly hips and the now ample curves of her bust.

		"Why?" Fleur complained. "They're already huge. Do I really need them to be bigger?"

		"They only look bigger against your waist now," Xaz pointed out. "And no. You don't need them to be any bigger."

		"Ugh, it's getting hard to breathe."

		Xaz shrugged. "Too bad, so sad. You'll get used to it soon enough. In the meantime, I can't wait to see how your butt fills out."

		"My butt?"

		Fleur began to protest. However, as she spoke, her ass began to stretch and grow. And like her tits, there was nothing natural about her increase in size. As a result, her jeans squeezed tighter and tighter as her lower cheeks grew.

		"It's too tight," Fleur cried out. "My pants are going to split."

		"Not if you get them off."

		Fleur fumbled with the button on her jeans, but they were too small, the fabric growing too tight to accomplish the task.

		"Help me," Fleur pleaded. Her hands went to her zipper, but they could not get to it.

		Xaz rolled her eyes. "Fine." She snapped her fingers again, and the tight, uncomfortable fabric surrounding Fleur's hips disappeared, leaving her wearing a pair of white cotton panties.

		"Thank you," Fleur said, briefly losing track of what was going on in the process of calming down.

		"Now keep watching. I think it's about to get good."

		"It's happening? Oh, no," Fleur protested. "Please. This is too much. I can't."

		"No can do, roomie."

		"But you're a demon. Can't you control the spell?"

		"How many times are you going to ask that? No. I can't. It doesn't work like that. You're stuck. But that doesn't mean we can't enjoy it."

		Fleur's lips twitched as she held back a response. "My ass," she said instead. Her hands began to drift downward, though she managed to stop herself.

		"Damn, girl. Look at that thing. You're going to be turning heads and getting so many tips when you work at Hooters.

		"At... what?"

		"It's an American chain," Xaz explained. "You serve chicken wings in nothing but tiny shorts and a tank top."

		Fleur made a face of disgust, although it did not come out as she had meant it to with her new face. Instead, it appeared more as a sexy pout.

		"Anyway, turn around and let me see that ass."

		Fleur turned around, her huge butt following her a second later. Fleur's ass was round and firm. It was large, but still in proportion, at least with the rest of her changed body. Her panties hugged her cheeks tightly, but they failed to completely cover her ass.

		Fleur winced, bracing herself, half expecting the fabric to burst. She could not allow her butt to grow any further. However, despite the magical changes that had happened thus far, it seemed that her panties would remain intact.

		"You are a lucky girl," Xaz commented.

		"You're just saying that," Fleur responded, turning back around. The magic had paused its work, but for how long remained a mystery.

		"No, I mean it. With a body like that, you're going to have no trouble finding a boyfriend or a sugar daddy, whoever you want. For once, I'm a little jealous, if only I could keep them around for more than one night."

		Fleur tried to fold her arms over her tits, but they were too big. Instead, she ended up folding her arms beneath them, further pushing them up, almost like she was presenting them to her roommate.

		"This sucks," Fleur said, sounding about as whiny and childish as she felt.

		"You're going to love it," Xaz said, countering the negativity of Fleur's attitude. "Because even though you don't feel this way now, you will soon enough. Just you wait and see. The magic is not finished with you yet."

		It was a warning that Fleur should have taken more seriously. But even her own brain was beginning to change. Xaz had said that she would soon love her new look. At the moment, she could not even imagine that.

		However, the only reason she could not imagine it was because her mind was changing the way it thought and reasoned. She was no longer a genius. She was not even above average in her intelligence. Now, Fleur was dumb and could hardly fathom much of anything.

		But Fleur never noticed the change. She lacked the awareness to notice anything going on in her own head. To her, her thoughts were normal. She thought about other things, like her new big boobies.

		"These are, like, huge," Fleur said, looking down at her tits. Except as she spoke, her French accent disappeared. Instead, she sounded like an American valley girl. In one fell swoop, her IQ dropped and she lost her background and culture. She had gone from French and smart to American and dumb.

		"Oh, I almost forgot. The magic will also take your clothes."

		Before Fleur could protest, her panties disappeared, leaving her naked.

		"Where did my panties go?"

		"It's all part of the transformation," Xaz explained.

		Fleur's face scrunched in concentration, working hard to try and figure out what had just happened to her panties. But it was no use. She could not figure out what was happening. She was far too dumb for that.

		"I guess it, like, doesn't matter," Fleur finally decided.

		"That's the spirit."

		"But then why didn't the magic just, like, poof the other clothes away?"

		"Like I said, it's hard to control."

		"So, like, what's going on?"

		Xaz did not have an answer. "I guess the magic wanted to show off. Those boobies of yours are quite the attention getter."

		"You think so?" Fleur found herself looking down at her impressive tits with pride. She enjoyed showing them off. But more than that, she just enjoyed the way they made her look.

		"I know so."

		Fleur giggled, sucking in a deep breath that made her tits stand out even more.

		"So, like, what now?"

		"The magic isn't done with you," Xaz explained. "And I think it's going to have more of an impact on you, personality-wise, than your looks have. You're not going to have much choice in the matter."

		"I'm, like, still really horny," Fleur said. But then she remembered not being horny before. The horniness was new, and yet, it felt quite natural.

		"That's the magic and the wishing process for you."

		Fleur cocked her head to the side, clearly not understanding.

		Xaz sighed. "You wanted to be more popular and fit in better. The magic turned you into a horny American bimbo so people will like you more."

		"Well, duh." Fleur giggled.

		Xaz rolled her eyes. So far the magic had turned Fleur into a dumb bimbo. Everything had already been laid out and explained, but the changes to her mind had kicked in, rendering her incapable of proper reasoning.

		"I really need to get fucked," Fleur said.

		Xaz laughed. "I think you need to put on clothes first. It's not normal walking around nude."

		"Oh," Fleur said, reacting like she had not considered this.

		"Look in your wardrobe. There should be some new clothes for you."

		"Ooh, like shopping."

		"Go ahead," Xaz prompted. "I want to see what you're wearing when you go hunting for cock."

		Fleur lost her confusion and hurried over to the wardrobe. She pulled it open and her eyes bugged out at what she saw. Her clothing had changed. At least, her selection of clothes had. Whereas there had been nothing revealing her, there were now lots of sexy outfits meant to show off her big tits and large ass.

		"Can I wear this?" Fleur asked, picking up a cropped halter top with a plunging neckline.

		"Sure," Xaz agreed.

		Fleur chewed on her lower lip as she picked out her skirt. There were so many sexy choices. But in the end, she selected the shortest skirt in her wardrobe. It was tight and flared, but if the wind blew, everyone was going to catch a peek at the white thong that was the only thing that qualified as underwear.

		"Hey," Fleur said, her attention having drifted to the shoes. "Like, do these say, 'fuck me,' because, like, that's the look I'm, like, going for?"

		She held up her purple platform stilettos with a grin, her face lit up in her excitement.

		"They sure do," Xaz agreed. "And while you're getting your pussy hammered, you can tell them all about how you're not a virgin anymore."

		"Really?"

		"Did you not hear how excited you were about getting fucked?"

		"Oh yeah," Fleur said with a giggle.

		She pulled the itty bitty thong up her legs until it was in place, fitting snugly between her plump ass cheeks. After that, it was a matter of slipping into the rest of her chosen outfit, making the skirt hang low on her hips so the waistband of her thong was partially visible, and so that her tits really popped while wearing the top. And then she could slip on her heels, adding height and pure sexiness to her appearance.

		"Ooh. I look totally hot. Ain't that, like, right?"

		"Indeed. You look like a hot piece of ass," Xaz agreed. "But I think we can still make you look even hotter. Have you ever pierced anything before."

		"No, but it, like, sounds, like, cool."

		"Sounds like you’re in," Xaz said with a laugh. "We're just going to give you a few little piercings to drive the men wild. Hold still. This won't hurt a bit."

		A smile of anticipation spread across Fleur's face. She was very happy to be going through all of this. She did not understand why she had not jumped at the opportunity sooner, not understanding how this had all come about from a simple misunderstanding.

		While Fleur might not have had any piercings, Xaz could provide. She snapped her fingers and piercings appeared all over the newfound bimbo's body. Her ears were the most important, complete with big hoop earrings that nearly reached her shoulders.

		And then there was her bellybutton. A big, shiny crystal was added, sitting right above where her thong disappeared into her skirt. It was good she wore a cropped top so she could show it off. Fleur liked showing off.

		Next came two piercings that were not easy to see. At least for someone who was not paying attention. Fleur's nipples hardened in response to the studs that now pierced them. The studs and her nipples poked against the fabric of her tight top. And now with her increased sensitivity, every breath and jiggle brought her renewed pleasure, stimulating her beyond any normal activity, including her already hyperactive arousal levels.

		And then there was one last piercing. Fleur's tongue was forced out of her mouth and held there as she felt her tongue stud sink in. It was a strange sensation to say the least, having a permanent addition to her mouth.

		"There's a man out there who's going to love that," Xaz commented. "So, what's the plan? Going to a party?"

		"That's, like, a great idea," Fleur said. She turned and headed for the door. "I'll, like, text you when I, like, get a cock inside of me."

		Fleur nearly slammed the door shut behind her, her excitement bubbling over. She was a real hot number now, ready to find a man to take care of her insatiable needs.

		"You do that," Xaz said, hearing her roommate's heavy heels click down the hallway.

		Fleur immediately walked out into the night, her need of cock occupying her thoughts. She walked down the street, the short skirt riding up with each step, flashing her white thong. But she did not care who saw.

		Her tits bounced, drawing the eyes of everyone she encountered as her feet carried her to the nearest frat house. That was the place to be for parties. And with her new, super fuckable body, it would not be long before she found a man to spend some quality time with. She would get that big cock she craved so desperately.

		Considering Fleur had never worn such high heels before, she moved gracefully and confidently, her new body perfectly designed to carry her from hot and sexy encounter to hot and sexy encounter. And one night was never going to be enough.

		Fleur hummed contentedly as she made her way to the frat house. Her boobs bounced and her ass swayed with each step, her hips naturally swinging back and forth.

		The music, blasting from the open windows of the large house, grew steadily louder as Fleur approached. The party was already in full swing, as a steady stream of people flowed in and out. People gathered on the porch, getting fresh air. A man stood in the doorway, directing traffic and charging for cups.

		Fleur, having never been to a party like this before, did not know what to do. However, it did not stop her. She might have been a stranger to the party scene, but she was built for it. Her tits bounced as she ascended the steps up to the porch. When she reached the man standing guard at the door, his eyes were already glued to them.

		"T-that will be... a-a dollar," he stammered, his mouth hanging open in shock.

		"Oh," Fleur pouted. "I didn't, like, bring any money with me."

		The man lost himself in Fleur's cleavage, leaving her to giggle. "Um, that's okay, I guess. You can have one."

		"Thanks. You're, like, the best!"

		Fleur turned, making sure to jiggle her boobs around for the sake of the college student, and grabbed a red plastic cup from the stack. She then sashayed into the party.

		Inside the house, Fleur was greeted with hordes of students, men and women dancing together. Others stood off to the side, drinking from their red plastic cups. Looking down the hallway, she saw a kitchen and there was another group of students, mostly men, gathered around a keg.

		Originally coming from France, Fleur was no stranger to alcohol. She had been drinking wine with meals at home for years. In fact, she found the whole concept of such a high drinking age to be strange and wrong. It was one area where she really did believe the French had it right.

		However, cheap beer was a different animal altogether. And now that Fleur had been turned into an American bimbo, she loved the idea of filling her belly with it. And who didn't love a drunk bimbo? That was precisely what she had become and she was going to become the perfect version of it.

		"Heya," Fleur said, her voice sultry as she sashayed into the kitchen. "Who wants to fill me up? I'm, like, really thirsty, if you know what I mean." She wiggled her eyebrows, letting the guys in the kitchen know that she was talking about them filling her up with their cum.

		Fleur batted her eyelashes, turning into the coquettish type. She was there to get screwed and had no issues going from person to person, one cock to the next, until she got what she wanted.

		And the men in the kitchen were certainly not going to complain. She was the hottest girl at the party, outpacing even the hottest cheerleader on campus. Fleur was a good, submissive slut, just what every red-blooded man in the frat house wanted.

		However, as the half a dozen or so men in the kitchen sized each other up, trying to figure out who would get to fuck the stunning bimbo beauty first, one of them grabbed her cup from her hands and began to fill it up. He handed it back and she took a sip.

		"This is, like, the best ever," she said as she licked her lips. The liquid was bitter, and she was not normally a fan, but she liked it. And more importantly, she was able to gulp it down, fueling her lust.

		"Check out this chick," one of the men said. "She's chugging that beer like a fucking pro."

		Fleur listened to the compliments, drinking all the while. Two rivulets of beer escaped her plump lips and dripped down her chin and then down onto her tits. When she had drained the cup, she licked her lips with satisfaction. But then she looked down at her now wet cleavage.

		"Oopsie," she said with a laugh. "Like, I spilled some beer. So, like, who's going to clean it up?"

		Fleur's bubbly, feigned innocent question was enough to break the ice and turn the lecherous thoughts in the minds of the frat boys into action. The closest one pulled her large tits out of her top and licked her creamy flesh until her tits were dry.

		"Thank you," Fleur said with a lick of her lips.

		"Fuck, I bet her pussy is drenched," one guy said, "just like her tits were."

		"Like, totally," Fleur agreed.

		"Then let's get a look at that," another man chimed in.

		"Hell, let's all get a feel," another said.

		The men surrounded Fleur. One leaned in to kiss her. And to his delight, she responded with incredible passion. Their tongues did battle as she kissed him back, moaning into their kiss.

		As Fleur was distracted, one of the men tugged her skirt down, fully exposing her thong-clad ass. He spanked her a few times, causing her ass to jiggle.

		Meanwhile, another man stuck his hand between her legs, rubbing at her pussy. He could feel how wet she was through the thin material. And the two men playing with her tits were not being gentle. They groped and squeezed, pinching her nipples.

		However, Fleur's sexual bliss was cut short.

		"What the hell is going on here?"

		One of the upperclassmen walked into the room and stopped dead in his tracks as he watched Fleur being swarmed by a bunch of juniors and sophomores. She was turned around with her back to the sink, her tits and pussy fully exposed and on display.

		"I'll give you three seconds to get her dressed and upstairs. Do you hear me?"

		"Yes, sir," one of the men said. "Let's go."

		The men pulled away from Fleur, her skirt was pulled back up, her thong straightened out and her boobs returned to her top. But once she was properly covered, they rushed her out of the kitchen, her heels clicking the entire way.

		They brought her upstairs, passing a crowd that had gathered at the foot of the stairs, watching the unfolding action. She was shuffled into a bedroom and the door slammed shut, with only the senior there with her.

		"What's going on?" Fleur asked in confusion. "I was, like, totally getting off."

		"Oh, you're not going to miss much," the man said. "Normally, I would let those knuckleheads have their way with you. They would get tired of the same hole after a bit and send you on your way. But I've never seen tits like yours. And I just love your ass. It's so pert and bouncy. Like, jello, but in a good way."

		"Oh, thank you, like, so much," Fleur said.

		"Who are you and where did you come from? You're not a freshman. Are you?"

		"No," Fleur said, shaking her head. Then a silly, coy smile formed on her lips as she added, "I'm Fleur and I want you to fuck me."

		"That can be arranged," the man said, smiling in return.

		Fleur was lucky that he was something of a gentleman. She might have been a college student, but her body was that of a mature woman, big tits and a bubble butt, although them being fake made her being a student even less likely. However, the man did not care. He was going to get his dick wet and Fleur was going to be properly fucked.

		"But where are my manners?" he continued. "I'm Sean. And I'm going to fuck you. Sound good?"

		"Like, totally. I've, like, been super horny all night and I, like, need a big cock to, like, take care of me."

		"Then take off your clothes and get on the bed."

		"Oh, okay," Fleur said, her eyes lighting up at the command.

		She wasted no time, tearing off her clothes and leaving them in a pile on the floor. Once she was naked, save her shoes, she climbed onto the bed and spread her legs, ready to get fucked.

		Sean had his own fun, getting undressed and stroking his erection as he watched the gorgeous blonde spread herself out for him. He had no idea how long he was going to last, but he was determined to take full advantage of the situation.

		"Fuck, this is so hot."

		"I'm, like, really wet," Fleur told him. She reached her finger down between her legs and rubbed herself, holding her folds open.

		Sean was mesmerized by what he saw. Fleur's pussy was bright pink, wet and ready. He had never seen a woman as hot as this before and his cock was truly hard and ready.

		Sean could not wait any longer. He was ready to sink his thick cock inside that tiny, wet slit. He climbed up onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. He rested the tip of his cock against her wet opening and then shoved into her, making her gasp as her tight walls were stretched wide.

		"Oh, fuck," Sean grunted. "You're so tight. Fuck, this is good. I've never had pussy like this before."

		Fleur moaned, turning into a squeal of delight as she received her first ever cock. Sparks went off in front of her eyes as the pleasurable sensations consumed her.

		"Yes, yes, yes," Fleur cried out, struggling to handle the incredible combination of emotions that she was experiencing. This was the fulfillment of her deepest desires and they were a thousand times better than she could have imagined. And if this was just the beginning, she could not wait for what was to come.

		Sean's hands grabbed onto Fleur's hips as he fucked her, driving his cock in and out of her. Her tightness was a struggle to pull out, but it was so worth it every time. Her pussy fit him like a glove.

		"Harder," Fleur moaned. "Do me harder."

		Sean was not about to deny her.

		"I'll pound your fucking pussy."

		Sean's grip on her waist tightened as he increased his pace. It was a struggle to keep his thrusts consistent, but he did not want to let her down. He might have been able to blow his load within seconds of penetrating her, but he was determined to ride his wave of pleasure for as long as possible. And that meant actually fucking her.

		And Fleur's eagerness to take his cock did not hurt either. She bucked her hips up to meet him. If it was not for his tight grip, her entire body would have been bouncing in time with his thrusts. As it was, her tits were moving, wiggling and bouncing, as her body moved in response to the fucking.

		"I'm going to flip you over," Sean called out. "I want to fuck you from behind. I want to do you doggystyle."

		"You can totally do me, like, however you want," Fleur said, her words punctuated with the slap of his hips hitting hers.

		Sean pulled out, causing Fleur to gasp at the sudden feeling of emptiness, but he used his strong arms to flip her over, guiding her onto her hands and knees. Fleur's face hit the mattress and she wiggled her ass from side to side, tempting him with her bubble butt and causing her cheeks to jiggle.

		"Oh, fuck, I'm going to nut so hard," Sean said, his eyes bulging at the sight.

		"Then, like, get going."

		Fleur looked over her shoulder, watching him approach, his hard shaft pointing right at her, ready to be thrust inside of her. It was an almost magical experience, her body shaking in anticipation, her arousal growing and yet she had not cum yet.

		Sean slid his cock back into her, grinding his hips against her ass. She moaned, loving how her tits hung down below her, swinging with each thrust. Sean's hands gripped her hips again, maintaining control and balance.

		"Oh, that's it," Fleur called out. "Yeah, it's so good. Oooh. I don't think I can take much more."

		Her hands wrapped around a handful of blanket. Her eyes closed. She could not think. She could not see. She could only focus on the way his cock felt sliding in and out of her, stretching her tight, wet pussy.

		Sean grunted and groaned, doing his best to hold back. "Almost. Almost. Almost," he repeated over and over. But then his climax could be held back no longer.

		He grunted and growled, hammering his cock into Fleur's tight little body, filling her up.

		But for Fleur, it felt as if an explosion had gone off inside of her body. Her orgasm was more intense than she ever could have imagined. Not even the recent changes to her body could have prepared her for something this amazing. Her limbs turned to jelly. Her body shook, her tits heaving and jiggling. And most importantly, the pleasure radiated through her, blinding her to everything that was going on.

		For Sean, seeing the hot, blonde bimbo practically melt beneath his attention was incredible. It was the type of image that would live forever in his memory. Of all the times he had fucked a woman, Fleur was the hottest. And she was a true slut, acting as if she was addicted to his cock.

		"Fuck, that was amazing," Sean commented as he sat back, looking at his latest conquest.

		However, as Fleur laid there on the bed, her ass still sticking up, there was only one thing on her mind. She was not done yet. One orgasm was not enough.

		"More," she moaned. "Fuck me more."

		"What?"

		"I need, like, more cock. Please, I need more."

		Sean looked down at his spent dick and then he looked at the gorgeous blonde bimbo begging him for more of his cock. There was no way he could possibly give her what she wanted. He was only human and his cock could only rise so many times. But he did have an idea.

		"Don't worry," he said with a smirk. "I know just what you need."

		With that, Sean stepped back and headed out of the room, grabbing his pants and shirt on the way out, as Fleur continued to beg for more, her excitement increasing tenfold.

		However, Fleur's wait was short lived. Sean returned a moment later with all the men who had first played with her. He had taken first dibs, but now he was sharing. They were all part of the same fraternity. It only made sense for them to share.

		"Go to town, boys," Sean said. "Fuck the slut until she begs you to stop. When you're ready to fill her cunt with your cum, switch places. I'll keep an eye out."

		"Don't worry. We'll take good care of her."

		"Like, who's first?" Fleur asked, eager to continue.

		Her question was answered as a hard cock was shoved into her pussy and a second one was forced between her lips. Sean had not been prepared to go another round. However, these other men did not care. Fleur had offered herself up and they were more than happy to take her up on it.

		Fleur moaned as she was fucked from both ends. Her holes were filled. It was what she wanted. It was what she needed. And these men were all up to the task of giving it to her. None of them would have guessed that only hours earlier she had been a nerdy foreign exchange student from France, barely able to be understood through her heavy accent.

		Now Fleur was a bimbo, a classic American stereotype. Her knowledge of French was gone, never to return. She struggled with English enough as it was, but she did not care about that. Fleur was happy. She had not planned for this life, but she embraced it. School was an afterthought, but she was assured to get the maximum social value out of it. As a bimbo, that was all she wanted and all she could hope for.

		The only question that remained for Fleur was when she would return to her dorm room. Her demon roommate's magic might have been accidentally activated, but she wanted to thank Xaz in every way possible. Fleur just loved everything about her new life and never wanted the bimbo fun to end.
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