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From Bully to Bimbo

The Magic Book

When I went to high school I was always a target for bullying. In a socially important world which was ruled by the jocks and the cheerleaders somebody like me, a smart, quiet, nerd was at the bottom of the food chain.

Luckily for me the jocks left me alone; they had other fish to fry. However their ignorance didn’t mean that I was completely safe from it because the other faction was happy to pick my bones. I was a slave to the bitchy cheerleaders.

The popular girls, as they liked to be branded in society’s eye,  used me as their little errand boy. I was to go and fetch them this, get them that, wait in line for them so that they could cut in later. Whenever I tried to escape they would swoop in and catch me.

In high school I was weak and I was small, I basically fitted the definition of a nerd like some sort of caricature, it was no wonder I was such easy prey for them to order around.

Sure some people would picture spending all their time surrounded by the hottest girls in the school as some sort of personal heaven. Maybe it would have been if they didn’t have the personalities of devils in human clothing.

My school life was made a living hell by the bitch army who had hunted me down and kept me as their personal errand boy.


By the time I reached university and had reached the grand figure of eighteen I no longer had to worry about being a slave to any demanding women. Now that I had moved schools I could escape the labels and mistakes of my past and make a fresh start.

The passage of time had gifted me with a growth spurt at last which I made sure to make the most of, cutting time away from my nerdy pursuits onto working out to give myself a fitter, stronger body which would no longer be the target of bullying.

I cut my long brown hair down into a short and cool style and I stopped wearing my glasses for contact lenses to remove the stigma from myself. I managed to transform myself from an easy target to a normal looking guy who would blend seamlessly into the masses.

My plan seemed to be going brilliantly, no longer would I be the extra wheel who was just kept around to fetch snacks and do homework, I could pursue a normal and healthy school life.

That was my plan anyway, a plan that slowly shattered as quickly as the thoughts entered my mind as I heard a female voice I recognized far too well calling to me from over the campus.

“Hey isn’t that Derek?”

Slowly I turned my eyes and found that my nightmare scenario was waiting for me. That pack of bitches who had bullied me had all came to the same university as me and even though I changed myself they could still spot me in the crowd. Even though I tried there was no way for me to escape from them.


I may have changed my looks but things went back to the way they had been before. The five bitches claimed me as their property and got to work using me as their slave boy.

They were still the same group of bullies who I had known back in high school.

Tori was the lowest on the group totem pole, obviously still far above me, and was the errand girl when I wasn’t around. That should have given us a better understanding but instead she simply treated me harshly to get rid of her own frustrations and insecurities. She was still a bitch after all.

Piper stood out with her bright red dyed hair. She mixed cheerleading with being a top swimmer, an all around great athlete. It was just a shame her personality didn’t live up.

Tia was a stunning asian girl who spent her time as a part time model. She in fact did have the personality to live up to that. She was bossy, she was rude and she felt herself superior to others, especially me.

Riley was the second in command and the classic yes girl. She brown nosed at all times and kept herself in good favor with the boss making her just as despicable as the head of command.

Finally there was the queen bee, Nicole. She had been the top cheerleader back at school which positioned her as the head bitch. She was everything that was easy to hate. She was hot, she was rich and she was pampered, always getting what she wanted. Nicole even went as far as demanding no of the other girls could have their hair blonde like hers, that was how spoilt she was; and they all followed it too.

Collectively the five had managed to make my school life hell and now they were on the warpath to do the same to me at university. It was just like old times and I hated those old times with a passion. I prayed for a way out, to finally giving them what they all had coming but that was just a dream, right?

Not necessarily.


Me and Tori were both in the library collecting books. Normally I’d be asked to do tasks alone but this was seen as something too big for me to be able to do by myself; how was I going to be able to get all the research material that five girls needed back alone? Naturally the bottom of their pecking order was sent to do it with me and she didn’t have any issues voicing her frustrations.

“Why the hell do I have to spend my lunch in the library with you?” she complained yet again as we skimmed over the books on the shelves to try and find the ones which we needed. We’d already managed to collect a modest pile but we still needed some more to cover all the lessons and research needed.

“Well I don’t want to be here either,” I replied weakly.

“Shut up Derek, nobody cares what you want,” Tori being as harsh as usual, snapping at me with her venomous tongue.

Tori was the one who liked me being around more than any of the others as it relieved her from her position as the errand girl into the pack but she didn’t show that appreciation through any sort of kindness and affection; I was practically her whipping boy.

I found the book we’d been looking for on the shelf and pulled it out, showing the thick hardback to my work colleague.

“Was this the one we wanted?”

“About time you found it, put it on the pile with the others,” she snarled, enjoying the opportunity to boss me around.

I did what I was asked, still chained up on their metaphorical leash, adding the book to the pile like a good servant. Even though my body had gotten much stronger to the point where I could overpower them if desired a school life under their control had left me mentally put in my place.

“So what next?” I asked her as she was in position of the list of books we needed, and their locations.

“The next book we need is…” she began to look over the sections before finally her eyes began to glance up the large bookshelf, “Urgh, it’s gonna be up there somewhere.”

To fit all the books into the library the shelves had been made rather high, it was going to take more than just standing on my tiptoes to be able to reach up there.

“I’ll go fetch a chair for you,” I told Tori before she snapped back at me.

“I ain’t going up there doing all the hard work, besides you’ll probably use the chance to look up my skirt. You do it,” the girl pushing the note into my hands. I could only sigh beneath my breath, what a surprise I’d be the one doing the work.

Grabbing a chair from close by I set it up at the bottom of the bookshelf and stood up, using it to position myself close to the top of the shelf. Still it was tricky to see the books properly, especially when my head was flicking from note to book.

Slowly I was browsing over the books in return, trying to find the right one when little miss impatient called up to me.

“Found it yet!?” she yelled up to me, causing me to turn and shush down to her.

“It’s a library, you can’t raise your voice like that, I can hear you just fine.”

“Just hurry up and find it, I don’t wanna be here all lunch.”

Her complaints weren’t helping me concentrate but in a stroke of good fortune a second later I found the book we were looking for.

“Found it,” I proclaimed happily, pulling on the book which switched the fortune from good to bad. As I pulled it out a second book came tumbling, striking me on the forehead which sent me tumbling down to the ground with a few more books falling down onto me for good measure.

My landing wasn’t as bad as I thought it was going to be as something soft helped to cushion my fall. Unfortunately that softness was a bratty girl who exploded in rage as she pushed herself out from under me and the books which coated us.

“You moron!” she screamed at me, “Look what you did! You aren’t going to get away with this you little shit. You got dust and crap all over my top. Do you know how much this cost!? If I’m lucky I’ll be able to wash it out. Don’t go anywhere and fix this crap up,” the fuming Tori storming off to clean her outfit off. Seriously I had a tumble and the only thing she was concerned about was wiping the white shreds of paper out of her clothing?

I sat up, rubbing my head. Just what had came down and clattered me anyway? The answer was sitting on my lap, a book that looked different to any other book in the library. It looked ancient, a thick brown book with tacky golden trim and some sort of weird symbols burned into the leather covering.

“What is this?” I groaned, still rubbing my temple as I flicked open the thick cover of the heavy book revealing a title far easier for me to read, “Magic book? What’s something like that doing here?”

Despite having an interest in the fantasy worlds I didn’t believe in anything like magic, I was more of a science guy. Despite the book looking impressive I didn’t even begin to suspect that the book could possibly be the real deal. Not until what happened next anyway.

Again I checked my head to make sure the metal corners of the book hadn’t left a gash on my forehead. It hurt but I couldn’t seem to find any cut or blood, still it ached below my rubbing fingertips.

“That bitch,” I groaned to myself, “she didn’t even check to see if I was okay. Do I really have to go through all this again? I just wanna make them pay for what they’ve done.”

As I said those words the book on my lap began to move by itself. The pages began to flick rapidly over my lap, the book swirling like magic until it spilled open on a certain page. What I’d just seen had left me speechless especially when I looked down to see where it had stopped.

The page the book had opened itself onto was a page for body transformations. A small part of me was trying to tell myself what had just happened was a coincidence. However a large part of me, the part that was envisioning payback on all those bully bitches couldn’t help but wonder.


Tori returned from her trip to the bathroom to wash up to find that the floor was still covered in books but I was nowhere to be found. Her face almost turned red with rage as she began to stomp a foot nice and hard into the ground.

“Where the fuck is that brat!?” she hissed to herself. She was lucky we’d been book hunting at the very back of the library or she’d have been thrown out long ago.

Her hands were trembling in frustration as she looked all around for me but couldn’t seem to spot me. It was no wonder why I was hiding behind the bookshelf behind her, peeking through the books to watch her. If I wanted to make sure that the spell book really was the real deal and it hadn’t just been a total coincidence I was going to have to test it.

After a few moments of rage Tori began to gather up the collapsed books which gave me my time to strike. Slowly I began to chant the spell which was in the book, pointing a hand towards Tori, trying all the things I’d seen in movies and television shows.

The transformation spell I was using was one that was directed towards growth and it was the growth of a very specific area I could see well. I was trying to make Tori’s ass swell up in size.

I finished my incantation and quickly drilled my eyes into her backside hoping to watch the magic happen. Boy did it happen. Barely a second had gone by and a purple glow seemed to swirl around her ass as her rear began to notable increase in size.

While Tori didn’t seem to notice anything I noticed her hips getting wider and her skirt being dragged upwards to accommodate the growth in her ass. My heart began to pound in excitement; it was real, it was really really real!

Excited I repeated the same spell again and again. Each time it did just as expected and made her ass get even bigger. The first time I’d used the spell her perky but had grown big. The next time it got huge. Another time and it was absolutely obscene.

Her skirt had ridden all the way up those cheeks, almost completing exposing her fat, magically expanded ass. Her hips were biggest I had ever seen in my whole life!

Still Tori was unaware of what was going on as she balanced awkwardly on the chair I had left, her oversized ass swaying from side to side.

“When did it get so cold?” I heard her complain to herself, her ass completely exposed to the air. I had to try out more.

Looking through the book I found another spell I wanted to try out. Slowly I repeated the inscription on the page, attempting to cast another spell on Tori. This time I couldn’t see my work straight away but I knew it had worked when she squealed out.

“Ah, what’s going o--” before she stumbled backwards off the chair and dropped down onto the floor.

Panicked I rushed around back into view. I may have wanted some payback but I wasn’t a monster, I couldn’t watch a girl hurt herself and do nothing.

When I reached her I was relieved she wasn’t hurt, luckily she’d landed on something big and soft to break her fall too; it was that magically expanded ass of hers.

“Tori, you okay?” I asked her in some concern, feeling slightly guilty that I’d caused her to fall even if a small part of me was pleased the magic had worked.

Sitting on her chest, stretching her top were a huge pair of breasts. She’d either seen them grow and fallen from the shock or she’d grown so big her bosom had pushed into the shelves and knocked her back.

“Do I look okay!? Where did you go I said to… never mind that, something strange is happening to me, look!” Tori directing my attention towards her chest. She was so focused on showing me the strange occurrence with her tits she didn’t seem to notice that her ass was even bigger.

I decided to play the fool, rubbing the back of my head with my free hand, the other holding the magic book into my chest, “What? Is something different?”

“What do you mean is something different!?” she hissed at me, “Look at my breasts! They’re huge.”

“They don’t look much bigger to me.”

“No, no, they’re huge, how can you not see this!?”

It was hard for me to contain my laughter as I moved in, rubbing a hand on her forehead, “Did you hit yourself when you fell? Maybe you’re seeing things.”

She slapped my hand away, “Don’t touch me this is your fault for leaving when I said to stay!”

“Yeah this looks serious,” I said in my best deep concerned voice, “Wait right there, I’ll get you something to drink.”

Quickly I fled the scene so I could finally giggle to myself in glee. It was amazing, she’d really transformed before my very eyes. As I got out of her line of sight I looked back at the magical book, my ticket to my payback on those bitches for all their bullying. Now I could plan my next line of attack; Tori wasn’t off the hook yet.


I returned to the magically enhanced brunette with a plastic cup filled with water but didn’t reveal myself just yet. First I read out a new spell on the page my book had opened too, peeking around the corner to watch the change.

This time the transformation wasn’t to her outfit, it was to her clothing. Her outfit had been modest, save for the way her black dress had ridden so high up her thighs. Her tits were completely covered by the top and the only skin they did show was on her shoulders. My spell changed that.

The length and shape of her black top didn’t change at all but the texture did. Instead of being a thick fabric it changed into nothing more than a net, mesh, coating that exposed everything that was hidden beneath, which included her bra that struggled to contain her huge breasts.

Her modest white bra also began to change, turning a bright pink in colour, the fabric shrinking down into a small, slutty, bikini top that only hid her nipples and left the rest of her tits exposed.

That skirt she’d been wearing also turned into a hot pink, the bottom gaining a white frill. The skirt shrunk smaller and smaller until it exposed almost all her ass and even her pussy which was soon only hidden by a black thong.

Even the parts of her body which didn’t hide anything shifted. Her knee high socks became fishnet stockings and her black boots transformed into white platform heels.

As soon as the transformation ended I turned the corner, just in time to hear and see her squeal out, arms covering her body to try and hide her modesty.

“Hey I’m not that frightening,” I said, once again hiding my knowledge.

“My clothes…” was all she could say, the volume drained from her voice as she stuttered out on quivering breaths.

“What about your clothes?” I asked her, grinning on the inside.

“Don’t play stupid!”

“I’m not playing stupid, is it your head again. Here, drink this.”

She looked at me, unsure, for a few moments before she snatched up the cup and drank it down quickly, looking back down at herself like she expected magic herself, clothes and body poofing back to normal. There was no poof and simply a continuation of affairs.

“It didn’t help at all,” she whined, dressed like some sort of common street walking prostitute, “What am I going to do? I can’t go out like this, I can’t let people see me like this.”

Her and her friends had watched me squirm for years, finally I was seeing one of them getting a taste of their own medicine.

Tori’s eyes finally cast themselves upon me and using the arm that wasn’t draped across her own chest in a desperate attempt to hide her bust she pointed at my chest.

“Your shirt, give it to me.”

I raised an eyebrow at her, “Excuse me?”

“Shirt, give it. I need it, now. And I mean right now.”

She was looking into me with fierce scowling eyes. I sighed, there was only one way to go along with this. I put the magic book down onto the nearby table and stripped off my shirt, exposing my toned abs, throwing the loose fitting top to her.

“Here, put that on then,” the half naked bully quickly complying, wiggling herself into the top which acted like a dress on her body.

Her face was still irritable as the size of her chest was still clearly huge through the fabric and the base didn’t cover quite as much as she desired it to do.

“The coast, check it’s clear,” she ordered of me; handing me another chance to make use of my spell book.

“I’ll take a quick look,” I told her, taking the book and vanishing around the corner. It was time to strike her with a finishing blow, something that would really complete my payback.

I flicked through the pages of the book, trying to find one last spell that would interest me, one last spell which would satisfy my desires. Finally I stumbled upon something that me feel giddy inside. Tori wasn’t going to know what hit her.


When I returned she was looking at me with an impatient stare, tapping her foot into the ground in frustration.

“What took so long?” she scowled at me, still hugging her arms tightly to her body in a show of protection.

“I was making sure it was clear, you wouldn’t wanna be seen, would you?”

She closed her eyes slowly, backing down from her anger before she asked in a low voice, “Well, is it?”

“Yep, the library is totally empty, nobody else inside. So can I have my shirt back yet?”

Tori thought it through, fidgeting on the spot before nodding her head, peeling it off her sexual body, throwing it back over to me, “Fine, I don’t know how you could stand wearing something so hot anyway. Let’s go.”

She began to march on leading the way. There was a reason she was so eager to give up the shirt to me, I’d cast a spell on her body to make her feel excruciatingly hot. I could see the sweat dripping down her body and hear the way her breathing had grown heavier.

It was one of three spells I had cast on her. The second spell was one to assist the first. It inhibited her logic to the level where she’d rather strip down that be too warm, no matter what consequences could logically be waiting.

The third was a spell of hypnosis and the one I’d seen that triggered the grand plan in my mind. The spell helped to cloud her vision and masked every person from her senses. Deep down she’d know where they were, so she wouldn’t clatter into anybody, but as far as she was concerned nobody was there.

That spell was why she could strut through the library with no worries about her skimpy, slutty, sweaty body revealing itself in a far too small stripper outfit despite the fact that in reality the eyes of a full library was watching her as she stepped from the shadows into the main hall.

Tori saw empty tables and chairs, I saw a lone slut walking through a sea of onlookers, ogling her sexy wiggling curves with every strut.

“So hot,” I heard her complain, me keeping far enough behind her to hear but so I didn’t seem like her partner.

In the middle of the packed hall she saw as empty, flapping at her outfit as the heat cooked her body she began to strip more.

She gripped the bottom of her net mesh shirt and pulled it up over her head, stripping the airy yet heavy fabric from her body, flinging it carelessly to the ground.

A few steps later, the heat only growing over time, she did something similar with her incredible short skirt. She unhooked the side and let it fall down her long, thick, legs, stepping out of the material pretty much just flaunting herself in the library in nothing but a bikini.

Still she wafted her hand up and down over her neck as the sweat kept dripping down her soft, exposed, flesh.

“Ah still so warm, need to expose more,” she idly groaned at herself as her fingers reached down to peel up her bikini top. It was my time to strike. I casted a new spell to cancel my three previous.

Suddenly her vision returned to normal and she found the library full, all looking at her as she was stripping herself down, just about to peel herself out of her top.

She stood still in the middle of the room, all eyes on her, her body shaking in the place as her eyes bulged open. While her mind would struggle processing everything that had happened she could at least get so much rather simply; she’d just stripped down and was now in a bikini in the middle of the library.

Her face flushed an explosive shade of red as she released a squeal that this time wouldn’t be hidden by a favourable location, her arms covering over her front as she began to run with all she speed she could handle with platform heels for footwear.

I watched her figure shrink as she dashed away from me a satisfied grin curling over my lips. After years I’d finally managed to get just a small bit of payback on that group of bullies who had made my life miserable for years.

However Tori was just the smallest fry in the group there were still four over bitches who had yet to receive their just deserts. However with the magic book at my disposal finally the ball was in my court and the advantage belonged to me.

Finally it was time for me to have the fun.


The Invisible Trainer

Despite the fact that I had gotten my first slice of conquest over the group of female bullies who had used me as their man slave all the way through school their relationship towards me didn’t change, they still seemed content to order me around.

However that was to be expected. There were rumors about Tori and her revealing herself in the library but all the stories were told on faint whispers and small snippets; it was hard for the girls to get an actual idea about what had happened to her especially as they hadn’t seen her for a full week.

They’d ask me time after time if I knew anything about it seeing as I was supposed to be there in the library that day but I just played innocent and claimed I didn’t know a thing despite the fact it had been me who had orchestrated the whole thing.

Nicole and her minions easily believed me finding me far too harmless to suspect, not that they’d have any reason to suspect the incident was down to me and a magical spell book that I’d discovered. But not only was I the source of Tori’s moment of social collapse I also knew exactly where she was and had been for the last week.

After all she was currently staying with me.


After Tori had fled the scene of the library I abandoned my duties of being a slave to the bitches, fetching all their books, and instead chased down the fleeing female.

Naturally there was only one place a half dressed girl, shaking her oversized slutty assets, was going to go when she wanted to hide herself and that was back to her room in the dorms.

While the dorms were a no go zone for the opposite sex beyond a certain hour it was to enter them during the day which meant I didn’t draw too much attention heading inwards; giving it enough time where the eyes would have peeled off the stage exit of the exhibitionist slut who had came running through.

With the coast clear, once I’d managed to track down which room was hers, I knocked on the door and beckoned her attention.

“Go away!” was the whine I heard hissed at me from the other side of the door.

A closed door and a girl on the other side refusing to open? Nothing that my magic book and me couldn’t overcome! All I had to do was ask for a lockpicking spell and the book began to open itself, flicking through its pages onto the spell I needed. A quick incantation later and I was heading through the door.

“What are you doing here!?” she squealed at me, “How did you get in here!?”

Before opening the door I’d gotten my book to flip to a new page of interest. Quickly I cast the spell and froze her in place. My magic book was simply far too powerful.

With her standing there, covering her body with a large sweatshirt, completely frozen stiff with the magic only her eyes seemingly able to move I casually flicked through the pages on my book until I arrived at the sort of spell I required.

Looking deep into her eyes I drilled a command into her thoughts.

“When I snap my fingers your body will unfreeze and you will follow me back to my dorm room without saying a word.”

I snapped my fingers. Instantly I had an obedient girl following after me. Now I had a way to hide the evidence and a model to further test my magical powers on; it was a perfect combination.


Tori had spent the week as my magical plaything. If I wanted to give a proper dose of revenge to the rest of those bullies I needed to make sure I was fully aware of just what I could perform using the magic of my book and her body and mind were the perfect test subjects.

I returned to my room after another long day of serving their whims; they may have been enjoying themselves using me as their tool but the knowledge that I was going to turn the tables and make them pay for everything kept my spirits up as I lulled them into a false sense of security, the calm before the storm.

As I closed the door I heard the thud of Tori dropping down onto her knees in front of me.

Her body, still overly sexualized with those huge, soft, breasts and that wide, thick, ass looking up at me adoringly, her thick lips curled into a smile as her eyes glowed with a pink glint, a sign she was under my spell.

“Welcome back master,” she said to me, following the hypnotic commands I had used to entwine and enslave her brain, “Do you want me to service you today like usual?”

I grinned as I unbuckled my jeans, unhooking the fabric and letting it tumble down around my ankles before doing the same with my boxers, exposing my shaft with was quickly growing hard from the sight of a deeply hypnotized, completely naked sexy slut in front of me.

“Yes just like always, worship me slave.”

Her hands grasped a hold of my hips as she moved in closer to me, kissing her thick lips against the head of my shaft, lathering my manhood in her slurping, bubbling drool as her mouth parted open and enveloped me in her soft embrace.

Tori had given me the same service every day that I returned from the room, the perfect stress release from a hard day of playing the role of errand boy.

She squeezed her fat lips down around my girth, slurping tightly as her head rolled up and down along the full length of my shaft, her saliva drooling out to gloss me and make it easier for her to stroke my erection in her embrace, tongue lavishing my male pride like I was a sweet tasting lollipop for her to slurp up.

I moaned as my hands rested on her head, back pressed into the door as her head bobbed forwards and back along my cock, my erection nestled tightly between the thick dick sucking pillows she used to wash me in pleasure.

Before finding the magic book and taking Tori back to my room as my slave I was a guy who had never tasted the satisfying feeling of the female form. Now thanks to my eager magic slut I was addicted, my manhood throbbing with thick bulging veins, eager to release a thick, steamy load of hot cum deep into her mouth.

My fingers curled up into her brunette hair, holding her tightly as I pulled her in deeper, dragging those soft lips down along my length until finally they nestled tightly into my lap, my cock being hugged in the vice like confines of her throat.

I threw my head back, a loud smack echoing through the room as I pounded into the wood, gritting my teeth together as I let out a low animalistic growl.

“Here it comes slave, I’m cumming,” I grunted out as my manhood pulsed in place and suddenly erupted.

My body jerked in place, hips bucking against her soft lips, down into the depths of her body as I unleashed spray after spray of hot thick cum into her throat, bathing her stomach in a show of my masculinity, marking her body with my semen.

Hot breaths rolled from my lips as I panted for air, chest pulsing as the energy drained through me, Tori cleaning the last remnants of my orgasm from my manhood, licking up all that she could take.

I curled my fingers around in her hair as she took the last suckles of my cock before slowly peeling her lips back, releasing her hold on my member.

“Good slave,” I told her with a satisfied grin across my face, “and I have more good news as well. Tomorrow my counter attack against your bitch friends begins.”

Her tongue slowly licked over her lips as she looked up to be with those glowing pink eyes, “Huh?”

“It seems your buddy Piper has a big swimming competition tomorrow. Of course I haven’t been invited but I’m going to be there anyway. They just aren’t going to know it.”

My testing had opened a world of options for how I was going to embarrass all of them to pay them back for their crimes against me. Piper was the next one who was going to feel my wrath and I knew exactly how I was going to do it.


The sun was high in the sky for a glorious Saturday afternoon. Today was a big day for the entire swimming team as it was the day they would all compete together for their chance to represent the university in upcoming competitions.

Piper had been the top swimmer back at our school and here in university she was keeping up that trend as one of the stars of the team. She was one of the favorites to come out victorious and earn her place on the competitive team.

There was a good turn out in the stands, the campuses outside pool a perfect venue thanks to the top weather conditions which gave the best spectator seats. Flocks of students from all corners of the university were there to watch and that included the bully bitches who I still needed to get my payback on.

While they always wanted me with them when they needed me to do things for them, to complete their homework or buy them snacks, they didn’t require my presence in any social situations so I was not invited to come. In fact if I’d brought it up I’m sure they would have voiced for me to stay away. However I was there they just didn’t know it.

I walked across the edge of the pool, in front of the crowd, but nobody paid me any attention whatsoever. It wasn’t a surprise really seeing as I’d used the magic book to hide myself under a cloak of invisibility.

I’d tested the spell on myself using Tori as a guinea pig and she hadn’t been able to see a thing; the crowd was the same way. I could wave my hand in front of their eyes and they didn’t react; I was completely invisible.

With my presence hidden from all I looked around the pool. I hadn’t gone to the effort of making myself invisible just so that I could mock the crowd I had more malicious intentions on my mind.

I continued to scan the pool’s perimeter until I found the one I was looking for. It wasn’t hard to notice her with that bright red hair hanging down. It was Piper preparing herself to race, stretching her body out; I made my approach,

Thanks to my spell I could watch her closely, circling her to get a thorough view of her athletic body contained tightly into a skin tight blue swimsuit, the way that it hugged against her small chest and her round ass. However I wasn’t just there to observe.

While Piper was stretching her body out I pressed my hand between her thighs and pushed one of my fingers tightly against her covered pussy, forcing a gasp out of her lips.

Her head flung around sharply but she couldn’t see a thing and I eased on my touching, waiting for her to spin around against. Once she did I pushed my finger back against her slit, making her shudder and turn sharply again.

I may have been invisible but that didn’t make me a ghost, I was still very physically there which meant anything I touched would feel me even if they couldn’t see me. Once Piper turned again I gave her another touch, this time a sharp spank right on the ass which made her almost jump out of her skin.

“That isn’t funny!” she said as she turned around sharply, finding there was nobody there again who was close enough to touch her body.

Confused she slowly turned back to stretch but the moment she did it was another firm slap against her ass.

She growled in frustration as she looked all around for the culprit, a task which was impossible seeing as he was completely hidden from view. Of course an invisible culprit didn’t cross her mind, it wouldn’t cross the mind of anyone logic, so she simply stormed herself to a different position across the pool side, a slightly more isolated position where no other swimmer, or spectator, was behind her. That just positioned her better for me.

I didn’t jump onto her straight away, I left her to get back to stretching out her body so she could lull herself back into a false sense of security. I allowed her to get back into preparing her body and then I struck.

While she was pressed down into the floor, her chest against the tiled ground, her legs spread out wide in a split at either side I firmly pressed a hand down onto her back, pushing her chest nice and flat.

I dropped the rest of my weight down across her back and body, my lap pressing against her behind, my shaft pushing against her ass. My invisibility wasn’t like something from a movie which only worked when I was naked I’d simply undressed myself ahead of time so I didn’t need to waste any later.

“Not fu--eh?” Piper said in confusion, her words starting as a yell but quickly vanishing as she turned her head to find that the source that was pushing her down so forcefully wasn’t actually there.

I’d made sure to carefully memorise the spell I wanted to use in this moment. Now that I’d pinned her in place it was the perfect time to use it. I began to enchant into her ear, casting a hypnotic spell into her mind. I didn’t want to feel like I was forcing myself onto anybody I wanted to hear them begging for me so I cast my magic over her brain and gave my invisible self a new identity as her invisible swimming coach.

“You call that stretching?” I asked her, using my free hand to grasp as the floss of material which covered her pussy, pulling it to the side to expose her slit to the air, “You’ll never be able to win with lousy stretching like that.”

Despite the fact she should have been freaking the spell allowed her to accept the situation without an issue. Before I had my revenge I needed to have my fun too after all.

“Sorry coach,” she whined back to me, “I don’t know what more to do. I’ve done all the stretches I know.”

“Well let me teach you a new one,” I said with a smirk, hardly being able to contain my excitement as I rubbed the head of my shaft across her pussy. A week ago I was a virgin and now thanks to my magic spell book I was going to have my second taste of woman and it would be another of the girls who had bullied me for so long.

Slowly I pushed my weight down into her as she began to moan, her pinkness being spread around my invisible length, my hard cock slowly sinking into her tight body.

She covered her groaning mouth with her lips quickly, slapping her hands across her mouth before she gave away what she was doing, her cheeks starting to burn red as I pushed myself deeper into her pussy, fucking her in front of the whole swim team and all the spectators who came to watch the race.

“C-coach,” she gasped up at me with panting, squealing, breaths, “we can’t do this here, someone will see us.”

“If you keep your voice down we’ll be just fine,” nobody able to see me so as long as she acted normally she wouldn’t give the game away, “so just act casually and I’ll give you the stretching you need to win.”

Both of my hands pushed down onto her upper back as I began to thrust down sharply onto her pussy, my hips bouncing off her round, athletic, ass as I pinned her below me and got faster and harder.

She had to keep her hands sealed shut over her mouth so that she didn’t let out any moans, Piper finding it hard to contain herself as I delivered my hard meaty length deep into her tender teenage body. At least with her legs still spread out wide from side to side, allowing me easy access to her insides, she looked a bit like she was actually doing a stretch but still the only stretch I cared about was stretching out her insides to accommodate my dick.

Her toes curled as I pumped my hips forward and back, her ass starting to glow pink from the force of impact of my abs slapping into her rear. It hadn’t just been magic training I’d been up to with Tori I’d also been able to thoroughly explore and test the female body and it was time to put my experience to use.

I pushed myself in deeper, sealing myself tight against her lap my cock sunk all the way into her soft, wet, silky velvet insides. I stopped thrusting and got to twisting, stirring my hips in large circles, rubbing my length all around her juicy pussy as she quivered in place, spreading her insides even wider, stretching her more and more.

“This is enough right coach?” she slurred to me from around her fingers, her eyes looking heavy, lashes fluttering. I just shook my head and grasped her wrists.

“Of course not, it’ll be over once it’s over.”

I pulled her arms nice and far back, contorting her body in a thorough stretch as I pulled her chest from off the floor but kept her lower body sealed down under my weight as I began to thrust sharply into her again.

Her hands almost grasped back onto her spread legs as her eyes began to roll back in their sockets as I drove my throbbing manhood deep into her pussy with rough thrust after thrust, slapping the full force of my powerful hips into her tender mound, making it glow from the raw fucking which was making her leak so much and tense in place.

She bit down tightly onto her bottom lip, now the only way to contain her squeals. One loud scream and the entire team would look at her held in such a position, her swimsuit pulled to the side with her spread pussy on show. Her face was burned a vivid shade of red as her sweetness was stretched around me again and again.

“Almost there,” I growled into her ear, “Just a few more seconds and I’m going to give you a champion’s protein shake. Here it comes Piper, take my thick cum sport’s drink.”

I had to make sure to keep my own lustful noises down as I bucked up into her body tightly and began to cum, spraying my orgasm deep into her body. I’d laid off using Tori that morning to allow my orgasm to build in size so that I had plenty to unleash within her pussy.

True to form my orgasm just kept on spraying out, her body throbbing and trembling as I filled her insides up with all of my male juices, my thick orgasm coating her insides in molten white cream which clung to her body and stained her with the strong scent of male sex.

Her eyes fluttered in place as she did everything she could to stop her squeals from slipping inside, getting close to drawing a trickle of blood down her lips before I finally released my tight grip on her wrists, letting her fall down flat into the floor.

Slowly I pulled myself out of her pussy my orgasm completed to the end. While I saw my white cum trickling out of her pinkness she could see nothing but feel everything as she groaned and quivered in place.

“Piper!” the voice of her actual coach called over towards her, making her body jerk in place, “Stop messing around, your race is up!”

She was flushed with embarrassment, convinced she’d been caught as she weakly pulled herself off the ground.

“Coming!” she called out, just about to fix the back of her swimsuit before she released a loud squeal, Piper almost jumping out of her skin, catching her coach's attention again.

“Everything alright Piper?” the coach asked in concern.

The redhead nodded as she fixed the back of her swimsuit, unable to pull out what I’d just pressed into her, a thick, long, invisible sex toy that plugged her pussy up.

“Just fine, coming!” she called over again, her voice quivering as she slowly made her way towards the starting position.

Still invisible I picked my magic book back up from the ground and slowly began to make my exit towards somewhere safer for me to observe from. My moment of payback wasn’t over just yet that was but the first act; the finishing piece was still to come.


The bully bitches watched on in concern. Piper was one of the universities top racers, she was a favorite to win the race so why was she performing so badly? Usually she was like a salmon moving from one side to the other but today she was lagging behind.

Under the bleachers I watched. I’d changed back into my clothing and had prepared myself with my magic book in hand, spying on the race safely from the shadows. If me fucking her pussy was act one then her losing the race could be described as act two. However that had nothing on what was to come for act three.

The race was over. First, second and third didn’t matter to me or to the group of bullies I seeked redemption on. The only place which mattered was last place, the place where Piper finished.

They weren’t the only ones shocked with her. The rest of the swim team were also surprised with how poorly their prodigy had performed but the shocks weren’t over yet. After she’d gotten into the pool I’d made use of my magic book again and had made a last second adjustment to her costume.

When it was just her head bobbing in the water, red hair hidden in a skull cap, it was impossible to spot. However when she exited the pool last and had all the eyes of the crowd and swim team on her it became apparent very quickly.

Instead of the normal blue, modest, swimsuit that she went in wearing and that all the other members wore she came out wearing the sluttiest, smallest, blue string sling bikini possible.

If that wasn’t enough to leave them all wide eyed and speechless once I’d cancelled the invisibility spell it had unmasked the sex toy in her pussy, the one which was clearly sticking out and bulging into the base of her slutty, revealing, swimwear.

Piper looked on in confusion as all the eyes looked at her, flabbergasted. It seemed my payback on her was complete but it wasn’t after all I hadn’t removed the hypnosis on her mind just yet which meant while everyone else could see exactly what was wrong, she couldn’t.

Slowly, in no hurry, I flicked the spell book back open and cast the spell to cancel my hypnosis on her mind and then I turned and walked away. The scream I heard afterwards would probably reach all the way back to the dorms.

Sure it could be described as cruel but I had an entire school life work of payback to deliver and I wasn’t done yet. I had embarrassed Piper beyond belief and had ensnared Tori as my magic slave but there were still three more bullies who needed their just deserts.

I recast the invisibility spell on myself and escaped from the scene of the crime. Now what am I going to with the next one?


The Photo Shoot

It was safe to say that the status quo got a bit shaken up after the swimming contest and Piper’s showing. I still had the memory of her sexy body dressed in that sluttily provocative bikini burned into my mind.

Thanks to me and my magical spell book the bitch alliance which had started as a five women strong collection of united bullies had been whittled down to a lowly three.

Tori was still stuck with me while Piper was understandably taking an absence from school, it was going to take a while for the talk about her to die down. I did feel slightly guilty about what I’d done but I just had to take my mind back to her lording over me, laughing at me, mocking me while she bossed me around through school; it was a good way to clear my conscious and to reaffirm my goals, after all I still had three targets to strike.

If Nicole sat atop the pecking order for the bitches as the queen bee and her ever faithful brown nosing minion Riley was beneath her then that left Tia as the straggler in the pack.

Luckily for me I had the perfect information source possible, myself. Even with their numbers fading they saw no reason not use me as their man slave, their pack mule and was happy to oblige as I knew I was just biding my time. Besides they saw me as so harmless they would talk in front of me without any concern for letting me know their plans. That was how I came across a piece of information which was very useful to me, that Tia had a photo shoot scheduled soon as she looked to continue her blossoming model career.

A photo shoot with Tia? How could I pass up the opportunity to attend such an event?


“That’s it Tia,” the photographer said as he took another snap, “that’s what I’m looking for, now turn to the side.”

Another snap popped through the small studio. It wasn’t the first one and certainly wasn’t going to be the last. The sudden burst of light kept on flashing at that familiar clutter noise indicated another picture of the posing beauty had been snapped.

Just looking at Tia normally I could see why she could be a model. She was insanely good looking, had an awesome body with long slender legs and was rather tall, all big pluses going into the modelling profession.

Watching her working in front of the camera I could truly see why she had what it took. She was a natural in the eye of the lens, switching from pose to pose with shocking ease, flowing from one position to another, always giving the photographer exactly what she was after.

I sat at the back of the studio watching, having used my invisibility powers to stay completely hidden so I could observe, my book in tow so that I was ready to enact my next bit of revenge.

“Alright Tia, that’s a wrap. Thanks once again, great as always.”

She let out a big sigh, all the form and posture melting from her body in an instant like a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. Maybe that modelling business was harder than it looked?

“No problem Mitch,” she called over to him, raising a hand to give a parting wave as she left for the changing room for the last time. She’d been in a variety of dresses and outfits but it looked like the fashion shoot was finally over. That meant it was my time to go.

Still hidden from view I waited until the studio was clear and followed after Tia. Just outside her changing room I dispelled the invisibility cloak on myself and knocked on the surface.

“Hey Tia?” I called into the room, through the door.

A couple of seconds later it creaked open, Tia’s head peek through the gap at me, replying back to me with the words, “Sup Mitch?”

I grinned on the inside, it worked just as well at my testing with Tori suggested it would. My new spell allowed me to take the full appearance of anybody I desired and I’d chosen her photographer as my target.

With both his appearance and his voice on my side there was no reason for her to have any doubts about who I was; the normal person would never suspect a magically induced doppleganger after all.

“I’m afraid there were some technical issues with the red dress shots,” I said to her, trying to combine the terms I’d heard them talking about in the studio with any general jargon so I didn’t sound too weird, “We’re gonna need to do a quick retake.”

“Seriously?” she sighed in frustration. However she quickly beamed up again, putting on the best insincere happy grin she could at short notice, “Sure thing Mitch, I’ll be right out.”

A smirk crossed my lips as I turned, waving back to her as I headed back to the studio, “I’ll be waiting.”

I knew she wouldn’t say no, she wouldn’t want to compromise her blossoming career after all. She was just going to have to think of my private shoot as extra practice.


I was back in the studio with Tia, now down to the two of us with me taking up a much more visible form.

She stood in front of me, scanning her eyes across the sparsely populated studio. Even when I was invisible and out of the count there were more than just two people in the room, helping out with the shoot. I may have been able to transform myself into one person but even I didn’t know how to operate multiple people like puppets.

“Where are the other guys? What’s his name…”

“Oh I sent them on ahead,” I lied being taken to an area I had little idea about, “this isn’t going to take long after all. Just need a few more shots from you.”

Not only had I used magic to copy the photographers appearance I’d also used it to copy his camera using another of my books magical spells.

Testing had proved inconsistent when using it with Tori, like some of the other spells. If I tried to push it to grand use like replicating wealth or stealing the body of celebrities it didn’t seem to work but for the schemes of my revenge it seemed to work with no issue. Of course I had backup plans for if my magic didn’t go the way I wanted it to but luckily things were following the script.

I’d managed to set up the scene. It was just the two of us in the studio, me disguised as the photographer with a camera ready to snap pictures. I was going to give her an experience she was very used to, it was going to be a very special modelling session.

“Okay Tia you know what to do,” I told her as I readied up my camera, ready to snap up her likeness, with an extra special twist added into the mix.

Just like I’d been watching all morning she began to move that body of hers around, taking different positions as the shutter on my camera snapped, taking her picture, thrusting my magic onto her.

Another task I’d worked upon was enchantement, being able to implant magic onto objects. Every time that I took a picture with the camera I was unleashing a small wave of magic into Tia which slowly melted away her clothing, the inches slowly being sliced away from the length of her dress.

She didn’t seem to notice, she was too enthralled with posing for the camera, not even noticing her long slender legs coming into view.

Once her dress got nice and short the threading began to tug away at different locations to expose more flesh. It aimed at her stomach, cutting off the material to expose her body, the same happening from the neck down to slowly expose her cleavage.

After I’d gotten a nice collection of her images her clothing had transformed from a long, red, respectably dress into a barely exposing bikini style outfit, her own underwear peeking out from under the silky fabric.

“That’s great Tia,” I said, trying to contain a chuckle as she still hadn’t somehow figured out she was half naked in front of me, “now if you could just lean forward a bit and show off some cleavage for me.”

“What are you talking about?” Tia asked me in confusion, raising a brow towards me, “This outfit doesn’t have any cl--what happened to my outfit!”

So she’d finally noticed but it was already too late for her. I’d given her a command and she had followed it, leaning towards the camera showing off her cleavage. It was only natural for the model to obey the photographer after all so I made sure to cast another spell on her, yes another spell, one that hypnotised her to obey me completely.

I leaned in close to her, aiming the lens of my camera straight into her cleavage, snapping up some tastefully sleazy pictures of her body.

Tia tried to move her arms away to cover her body but she couldn’t seem to hide her body, after all I’d asked her to show off that cleavage and she couldn’t go against the artist.

“What’s going on?” she gasped, unable to move her arms up over her chest, her stomach and sides all she could seem to cover.

“You know I think the dress is a bit restricting,” I sighed, clicking my tongue, “I’ll need you to strip down for me. And I’m not too fond of this attitude you’re showing. I need you to want to strip for me, I need you to want to do everything I say, I need to see you smile for the camera.”

The anger, confusion and frustration all melted from her face in a moment and was replaced with a cheerful smile as she hooked her fingers into the top remains of her destroyed dress and began to peel it off over her head.

“Sure thing Mitch,” she said with a soft giggle, lips curling into a smile, “anything for you.”

I wanted to embarrass her but I also wanted to enjoy myself and it was much easier for me to do so when I looked down at a grinning, saucy little minx over a scowling teen; a saucy minx who stripped down to nothing but her underwear.

With her now down to so little I went back to capturing her image, her black lacy underwear very sexy, a perfect match for the hot Asian girl. Sure she was a bully who had tormented me for years but I could appreciate just how stunning she truly was.

“Down onto your knees,” I commanded her and she followed, dropping down in front of me, her head held upwards, still exposing that cleavage for me to snap my lens down into. She may not have had huge breasts but the dark crevice of those perky mounds was more than just pleasing on the eyes.

“Okay Tia, next up we’re going to do some action shoots. I want you to take off my pants for me, all the way down to the skin.”

She nodded as she nestled her fingers into my waistline, curving her grip in as she started to strip me down from my lower half. Watching her sexy body wiggling around so close to me had already gotten the blood surging into my manhood, a firm bulge pushing into my clothing and once she stripped it all away my firm shaft swung up, thick, meaty and hard.

“Wow,” she gasped out, a hot warm breath flowing from her lips, slapping across my girth, “it’s so big.”

I wasn’t sure if I was to feel slightly inadequate, after all I was still boring Mitch’s appearance and that went down to beneath the clothing as well. Our photographer was very endowed and he’d passed that gift onto me.

“Yes I can see that but I’m sure a slut like you won’t have any problem fitting that big cock into her mouth, will you?”

She sharply shook her head from side to side, long brown locks of hair flicking around with her movements as she spoke up to me softly, “Of course not Mitch, anything for you.”

Her mouth opened nice and wide, more hot rolling breaths flowing from that shaft, stroking over my hard, firm, member. First she caressed me with that hot air and then finally with her soft lips, squeezing down to embrace the tip of my cock.

I may have been borrowing another man’s appearance but all the feelings were mine and mine alone, that surge of pleasure when her mouth suckled on the tip of my fat cock all came to me and satisfied my horny needs.

Trying to make sure I didn’t forget my mission I aimed the camera down at the suckling bitch and began to snap more pictures of her, catching her image while she sucked on my cock.

Her eyes closed as she suckled up more of my length, moving from just a wet kiss right onto the tip to swallowing up my manhood into her mouth, the hot, sloppy, wetness of her mouth embracing me and surrounding me with drool.

She moved her tongue, wrapping it around my shaft, lavishing my girth with her saliva as moans groaned out of her parted, puckered lips.

“Eyes open,” I managed to grunt out from beyond my firmly gritted teeth, hands shaking as they grasped onto the camera, “this is a photo shoot, you can’t close your eyes just yet.”

Just like I asked her to do her eyes opened, long lashes parting so she could stare up to me with her gorgeous brown eyes. They were eyes I’d only ever seen looking at me with contempt. Seeing them looking up at me adoringly, lovingly, it was such a satisfying turn around.

Tia continued to give me a long, wet, sensual blowjob, her eyes no longer closing to hide herself from me. She didn’t back away or shy away from her duty, retaining eye contact with the camera as I snapped more and more dirty pictures of her taking part in such a lewd act.

My pictures were probably sloppy and getting sloppier but that was because her actions were going the same way. Her lips found themselves sinking deeper and deeper, gobbling up the inches until her mouth wrapped down around the base of my dick and her lips embraced my lap in a kiss.

The tightness of her throat was amazing, the way those tight muscles squeezed down and contained me within. I could feel pulses, surges, waves of pleasure coursing through my veins, making my muscles twitch. She was a natural or perhaps simply more experienced than I knew, the point was she was amazing.

I could feel my insides tightening up, a hot warmth flooding through me, surging upwards. An orgasm was close, it was imminent and it was all because of her.

“Stop, get back,” I groaned down at her. Sure I wanted to fire my hot orgasm deep down my throat but I have other things to attend to, to see through.

Slowly she obeyed my orders, her head drawing back across my cock, giving it one last rub on the way down before she released me with a wet suckle, a messy pop as we parted, saliva coating her soft lips.

“Grasp it, with your hands,” I commanded, panting hotly as I was on the very edge, bordering on my limit, “jerk me, do it now, I’m going to cum all over your face.”

Once again my commands were followed and once again she enjoyed it just like I’d told her to. She smiled up to me, giggling softly as both of her silky smooth hands embraced around my length and began to stroke up and down, jerking across my saliva lubed shaft with expert movements.

Under such skill I could contain myself no longer, my back arching and body stiffening as I began to release my cum over her. Hot ropes of semen sprayed out and coated her sexy face, thick cum clinging onto her features, messing her soft skin up with a white, sticky, covering.

I opened my eyes once I came down from an orgasmic high to look down at my masterpiece. She had cum dripping down her face, marking her beauty. I shivered at just how sexy it looked to see a bully who had tormented me now marked with my cum. I instantly began to take more pictures of her, marked in a mask of semen.

“Hmm that was amazing,” I told her, “you were amazing. These pictures are going to be the best yet. I want you to lick your lips, slowly lick up that cum.”

She did just what I asked and slowly began to sensually drag her tongue slowly around her mouth, licking up all the ropes of cum which had fallen over her lips, licking it up with a low, sexy, groan.

I’d planned to stop with just that but her display had gotten me rock hard all over again. It was time to extend our session.


“So how do I look?” Tia asked me with another sweet giggle, the hot Asian girl nibbling her bottom lip erotically as she looked up at me.

My orders had been followed and it was amazing. I’d told her to strip down completely, to get out of that underwear no matter how sexy it may be and get down on the floor, sprawled over her back with her body pushed upwards; she’d done just that.

Her body was so slim and fit, beautifully toned with all the right curves. She had long elegant legs and soft perky breasts and an inviting, hairless, pussy.

Even if I wasn’t a real photographer I couldn’t help but take some more snaps of her body lying down before me in such an enchanting and vulnerable way.

“Oh you look amazing,” I growled out, my head filled with dirty thoughts, “you wouldn’t have gotten me so excited if you didn’t look so damn good. You know what’s coming next, don’t you?”

Her body began to squirm on the floor, her cheeks gaining more color as her words came out all breathy, “Are we going to have sex?”

I nodded as I dropped down to the ground, pressing myself in between her thighs, forcing her to part her legs open to give me an unblocked view of that tender pussy.

Beyond excited I pushed my throbbing manhood against her pussy lips and rocked forwards and back, grinding myself against her sweetness, moans slipping from my lips with every movement I took, making her quiver beneath me.

“You can just let yourself go now, no more posing. I’m going to catch you in your most basic thought, being fucked like the slut you are.”

I pressed a hand down onto her stomach to set her body, to contain herself for me, allowing me to sink forwards and slowly penetrate my throbbing cock into her tight, warm, insides.

A deep grunt sounded from my lips as she released a hot squeal as we joined together as man and woman. All that composure she’d been using when she’d played the role of the model melted away as she went back to basics as a slutty Asian bitch who wanted to be fucked.

“Mitch!” she squealed up to me, pressing her hips back into my lap, grinding herself in circles, stirring her insides around on my large cock, “It feels amazing! I can’t believe we’re doing this!”

“Well believe,” I said with a wide grin on my face as I thrust myself forwards, sinking my engrossed manhood deep into her softness, starting to move my own hips, “you wouldn’t believe how long I’ve wanted to fuck you.”

Despite the fact they were evil bitches I’d always wanted to fuck them, all five of them. With Tia I’d managed to finally fuck three of them, my high school fantasies finally being fulfilled.

The feeling of her tight pussy milking my throbbing erection almost made me forget just what I was supposed to be doing in my grand payback scheme. I clutched the camera back in two hands and began to take pictures of the moaning Asian girl who was rocking so eagerly on my cock.

“So good,” she moaned up to me, panting heavily. The way her body reacted, squirmed, it was a shame I hadn’t made a video camera instead. Simple pictures wouldn’t be able to do her justice.

I snapped scenes all over her body. The way that her glowing red face scrunched up as she moaned out. The way that her perky breasts swayed up and down every time she rocked from my pounding movements. The way her pussy squeezed down on my cock every time I sunk into her tightness and slowly drew back, all so that I could enter her again.

Our lustful sounds filled up the air, the echo formed by two sweat coated bodies slapping together in a sexually display, raw with pulsing energy and emotions. I’d snapped enough pictures, I was too close to my limit for anything warranting art.

I cast the camera to the side and took a firm grip of her hips and really began to hammer my pulsing member deep into her dripping, needy, honey pot. Her juices gushed out and glossed over my manhood, lubing my shaft so that I could keep thrusting like a stallion into her tight slut as she squealed out, body twisting and twitching under me.

Her feet lifted, toes curling as they latched around my back, her cheeks flushed in a vivid shade of burning red as she panted up at me sharply.

“Mitch, I can’t last much longer,” she moaned up to me.

“Nor can I,” I growled back, longing for her to call me by my real name and not as the mask I was wearing. But still I would sate myself as my body throbbed, about to release, “I’m here Tia, I’m cumming!”

I dropped my weight down onto her body, pinning her below me as I began to cum, spraying out my latest orgasm deep into her spasming body as I gripped her tightly and possessively.

She too was kicked over the edge as her insides quivered as she came around me, euphoria spreading through her body as she squealed out, the two of us feeling the heights of true bliss in a shared orgasm.

We panted as we drew apart, her pinkness soaked, leaking my white juices as I was coated in hers.

Looking down at the beautiful sight, her long, slender, legs spread apart, showing off her body and all the cum leaking out, I took the camera once more.

“Lift you hands for me if you can into double peace signs. Smile for the camera.”

She took the pose that I asked and I managed to take one lewd photo of her body, complete with that cream pie dripping out of her. My work here was complete.


It was the next day in school that the notice board was covered in censored images of an anonymous Asian girl stripping down and taking part in some sexual acts.

Many students got to spy their eyes on the sexy snaps. The mysterious girl, a black bar covering her eyes to hide her identity, was stripping into her sexy underwear, giving a man a blowjob and finally getting fucked.

Nobody could be sure who it was but there were of course rumors. After all wasn’t there that Asian girl who did some amatuer modeling on the side? That was the whispers when I and the three bitches leading me around discovered the board.

All three looked up at the images including the star herself, Tia. I’d made sure to suppress her memory of our private shoot, that was until she saw the images again. Being faced with them plastered all over a public place, seeing those pictures again, it brought her memories flooding back.

The squeal which was released was music to my ears.

Three of the bullies had finally gotten their comeuppance, it was only the inner circle left to go. Only one girl left before Nicole was totally isolated. It was time to deal with her lap dog.


The Female Affair

The tides had suffered a big change since I got my hands on the magic book. Just a short time ago there were five bully bitches bossing me around and using me as their servant; now we’re just down to two.

Piper and Tia are still hiding away in shame and embarrassment after their incidents and Tori is still serving as my personal magical test doll. That leaves only the queen bee and her right hand bitch in the pack.

When it was time for my payback Tori was simply in the right place at the right time. Piper and Tia had hobbies and activities I could exploit. Next up on my mental short list of targets was Riley, the second in command of the group. She offered a problem that the ones before her hadn’t, I had no idea what to do with her.

Despite the fact I had unwilling known Riley for years I didn’t know much about her despite the fact she followed Nicole around like an obedient puppy. She simply seemed to imitate the queen bee at every turn.

There was no big swimming focus, no part time model career, Riley was a mystery to me. Before I could target her I had to know just what to target, what could I do to deliver my ultimate slice of payback.

Well with a magic spell book in my possession it wouldn’t be too hard to find out.


The invisibility spell had really been the star performer of my spell book. Ever since I’d discovered it it had been the main weapon in my arsenal, a tool of ultimate freedom and total security.

Once again the power of invisibility was showing its worth as I decided to go with Riley back to her room. Of course she didn’t invite me but seeing as she nor anybody could see me I just followed her straight in.

I wasn’t sure if she was going to show me anything useful, or if it was going to be a dud and I was going to have to scout her room myself while she was absent. I was just going to see how things went and hope I got to see something useful. One thing I didn’t expect to see was what she actually did.

The moment she entered the room the little rich girl let out a large, relaxing, sigh and began to talk to herself.

“Finally, back home,” she said to her softly, words breathy, “It was always hard to endure but with the other three gone I can barely take it anymore.”

Right in front of my eyes she began to strip herself down out of her expensive clothes, the thin, beautiful brunette peeling off her shirt and out of her skirt until she was down to nothing but her underwear.

She climbed forward onto her bed, pulling her laptop with her which she flicked open and began to browse through. The contents of those folders she was scouring were lots and lots of pictures of the boss of their group, Nicole.

One hand dipped down between her legs, fingers crawling their way into those soft, silky, panties as another fished out a sock I actually recognized. It was one of Nicole’s which had gone missing not too long ago, one that I was blamed for stealing. So the one who actually stole it was Riley?

Riley pressed the fabric into her nose and began to inhale, her hand working furiously under her cotton breaches. I couldn’t completely confirm her actions but the way her hand was rocking around, stretching the fabric, it was pretty clear she was masturbating, masturbating to her own best friend!

“It’s still there,” she moaned out lustfully, “I can still smell it, my darling Nicky. How I wish I could smell you more. They’re all gone now, all the others are gone. Please notice me, notice me, notice me.”

I was hoping to find out she liked dancing or some sort of sport but I managed to discover something a lot more interesting instead; Riley had an obsessive love with Nicole.

Her hips kept on jerking in place as she pressed up into her own masturbating fingers, greedily snorting up the scent of her friend from her stolen slice of clothing while her eyes drunk in the images circulating on her computer screen. Was the Riley girl who had bullied me for all those years really such a freak?

“Nicky, oh Nicky,” she moaned to herself, and inadvertently me who was getting a front row seat to her confession, “I want to feel your lips on mine, I want to feel your body grinding into me. I want to kiss your feet and suckle between your legs. Oh Nicky please be mine!”

A squeal hissed from her lips as she twitched upwards, her entire body shaking and spasming in position as an orgasm rocked through the petite brunette as she began to cum hard.

Her eyes fluttered as her hips jerked in the air, knuckles still grinding those touches against her juicy slit and throbbing clit as she released an explosive orgasm into her own underwear and across the covers of her bed.

She fell back in exhaustion once she came down from that orgasmic high, panting heavily, gasping for air as her body rocked in such a prone, helpless position on the bed.

I grinned from ear to ear as I saw her glistened body smirking to herself, overcome with satisfaction. My method of attack had handed itself to me on a silver platter.


A few days later, once I’d managed to properly test my abilities and confirm everything was in order, I could finally hold back no longer and began the next operation in my one man personal vendetta against the bullies who had tormented me.

I’d had the satisfaction of following Riley back to her room every day to see her play with herself, over and over again, while she squealed out in lustful need for Nicole. Now it was time for me to enter stage left.

Things began like any other encounter with me hiding away while she dropped down onto her bed, playing with herself.

Her panties were soaked, juices gushing out and almost turning that fabric see through, letting me see the outline of those fingers rubbing over her own throbbing mound.

By now I could recognize her actions, I could see the moment when she was about to cum and once again I was right. The way she would tense up as her hips bucked up into the air sharply before a toe curling orgasm washed over her from top to bottom. It was incredible sexy every time I’d saw it, I’d had to use Tori to blow off a lot of steam after my scouting sessions but this time I would be staying right here to take care of my lust.

Riley stopped the automatic picture scroll on her laptop, stopping on a big picture of Nicole’s face. She leaned in close to the screen, her hot breaths rolling out.

“Hmm, you were amazing,” she moaned to herself as she pushed in even closer, giving the screen a soft kiss with her lips, right on the corresponding spot on the image. This was an opportune time for me.

“Well it looks like you had a lot of fun,” I said as I stood out from the shadows having brought down by invisibility cloak. However what she was wasn’t me, it wasn’t Derek the man servant.

“Nicky!” she squealed out in shock as her best friend appeared, my magic book giving me the power to duplicate the appearance of women, not just men.

I appeared exactly like Nicole. I looked like her, I was dressed like her and I sounded like her. Tori had even assured me that I smelt like her, perfect for a freak like Riley.

“That’s me,” I lied, leading her down into this unlikely fantasy.

“W-w-what are you doing here?” she eventually managed to stammer out, her voice quivering, quickly shutting her laptop as she tried to cover up her body.

“It’s too late to hide now,” I said to her with a smirk and a chuckle as I brushed my fingers across the long, silky, feminine sock she had forgotten to hidden and still had clutched in her hands, “So it was you who stole this from me? You stole my clothing so you could sniff it and masturbate like a sick pervert? I never knew my best friend was such a freak.”

Poor Riley was shaking. Her eyes were wide in shock and confusion and the red colour that had stained her face was quickly draining away to a solid white.

“But I… you see... I just…,” she said so much but didn’t actually manage to say anything, babbling to herself in confusion. This itself could have served as her payback but unfortunately for her I had something else in mind for my revenge.

However it was also fortunate as I moved in and pressed my lips into hers. For me it was a chance to taste the lips of the sweet, sexy girl who had tormented me for so long. For her it was a chance to taste the lips of her obsession in a deep kiss.

“You could have just told me,” I said softly as I slowly parted our lips, having to push her face back as she tried to chase my mouth down, “because if you did I could have done this to you.”

I pushed her body back down onto the bed, sending her tumbling down onto her back. I may have been disguising myself as a girl but I still possessed all of my masculine strength and could overpower her easily.

With her down, vulnerable, I lifted a leg up and sunk it down onto the bed, pressing my sock coated foot against her face, toes pushing against her nose. There was a reason I had to get the smell just right after all.

Her hands wrapped around my leg as her hot breathing returned, as did the red color in her cheeks as she began to snort up the scent of those wiggling toes.

“It’s the real deal,” she moaned out, fingers caressing over my foot, grinding it against her cute features, “I’ve wanted this for so long!”

All this time she’d masqueraded herself as a prim and proper girl but really she was a complete and utter obsessive pervert.

“Don’t get too carried away yet,” I snarled down to her, watching her with a look of superiority burned into my expression, “we’re only just getting started.”


Usually when I wanted somebody to follow my commands I had to hypnotize them, I had to control their mind and bend their will. While disguised as Nicole I didn’t need to do such a thing to make Riley obey me. She was already hypnotized by her unhealthy obsession, she would give me anything I asked for as long as I took on the proper form.

Her wide, adoring, eyes looked up towards me. I had told her to strip down completely naked, finally letting me see her petite body completely in the nude. Then I asked her to get down onto the floor to worship my feet. It wasn’t particularly a kink of mine but it was something she seemed to be into, plus it wasn’t so bad the feeling of being served.

Riley rubbed her hands over my feet, massaging them softly, finally letting me see why women seemed to enjoy getting their feet rubbed so much.

She wrapped her lips around my toes, suckling on the digits in turn, her tongue sliding out to wrap around my skin, coating me in her drool as her soft moans flowed out. Sure it felt pleasant but it didn’t stop me from thinking of her as being a complete weirdo. I was the one with a magic book at my disposal and still she was the freaky one.

Riley continued to lavish my feet in approval and appreciation. She kissed, licked, sniffed, touched, stroked, she did everything she could to burn the memory, the shape, the smell, the taste into her mind for good. While this was just fun for me this was her dream come true.

“Your feet are so beautiful,” she’d moan up to me, hard for me to really appreciate when it wasn’t actually meant for me, yet it was amusing to see her saying such things.

“What about the rest of me?” I asked trying to egg her on, to entice more embarrassing words from her lips.

“Yes just like the rest of you! You’re so beautiful Nicky, I love you so much! Thank you for becoming mine.”

I gave her head a firm tap with my other foot, big toe slapping her right between the eyes as I growled down, “Oh no no no, I am not becoming yours. You are becoming mine.”

Her body practically shuddered in bliss as she heard me speak, I could feel her hands tighten around me as the words met her ears and a small squeal slipped from her soft lips.

“Yes, make me yours,” she groaned, rubbing her cheek against my foot, peppering the sole with soft, wet, kisses, “make me your lover, make me your wife, make me your girlfriend, please!”

Juices flowed down her soft thighs as her nipples were erect, her cheeks burning a bright red as the hot breaths flowed from her body; she was so turned on it was crazy. Then again her dream woman was standing in front of her.

I sighed as I sharply tugged my foot away from her face until she actually went ahead and married it. Sure having her play around, seeing her in such an embarrassing, subservient position was fun but what I really wanted was pleasure.

“You really are pathetic, desperate, needy; you know that right?” I said to her, scolding her as I pushed my legs upwards and slowly began to peel down the panties I was wearing in this illusionary state. It was all I’d been wearing after undressing to let her worship me but a quick strip later and like her I was completely naked.

With my body nude I laid back down onto the bed and spread my legs apart, showing off the treasure that she’d been waiting to see. Her eyes went wide and her breathing somehow managed to grow even heavier.

“Lick it,” I growled down to her, giving her the chance to finally live out her fantasies in the flesh.

She practically lunged me, clambering quickly between my spread legs, applying her lips against the waiting slit, Riley eager suckling on the mound before her eyes.

Obviously I’d tested it all out to see what sensations this would send surging through me. In my disguised state it felt just like she was sucking on my cock but before my eyes, and hers, she was licking her tongue against a waiting, pink, pussy.

She grunted and groaned noisily, messy sounds snorting out from the greedy pig as she began to eat me out eagerly. Her hands rested around my legs, cupping my thighs as she engulfed the hot feminine scent in the air and worshipped that wet mound.

I bit down on my bottom lip. The sensations, the pleasure, it was wonderful but I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of hearing me moan. I wanted to keep my place atop of her, I wanted the chance to be worshipped.

“Good bitch,” I snarled down at her, finally getting to release my pent up frustrations on her, “this is what you’ve dreamed of right? Being pressed between my legs, eating me out.”

Riley tried to lift her head to reply to me but I grabbed a hold of her brown hair and pushed her tightly back down into my crotch with a low groan.

“No no no, I don’t want to hear you I want to feel your response. There are ways to reply with that mouth other than just speaking.”

She got the picture as she continued to suckle and lick over my body. Sure it felt good but it didn’t feel natural to me. Being disguised as a male photographer as one thing, a woman who I despised was another.

I allowed her to get my fill before I pulled her back by force, tugging her up by those long brunette locks, leaving her panting with juices dripping down from her lips, running down over her chin.

“You did good Riley but this isn’t enough to satisfy me. You’re going to satisfy all my desires, aren’t you?”

The quivering bitch nodded her head up and down sharply, panting like an eager puppy.

“Yes Nicky!” she moaned, “Anything, everything, I’ll do it.”

A smirk crawled across my lips as I chuckled, “Good girl, then let’s get you tied up.”


It took a bit of time but I’d set the stage. I’d already had a thorough enough tour of her room to know that she had quite a collection of sex toys hiding away. It wasn’t just a vibrator or two she had ropes, gags, handcuffs, whips; she really was one freaky girl.

Whipping her ass may have felt satisfying but I didn’t go there. Instead I handcuffed her hands behind her back and covered her eyes with a blindfold, stealing away her vision and her movement.

With her no longer able to see me I was free to return back to my normal body, no need to disguise myself as her girlfriend. All I had to do was set a precautionary spell into the air which would mask my voice into that female allure.

Riley didn’t say a word as she waited for me, bound and blindfolded, panting wildly as he exposed body leaked messy juices, eager for more time with her obsession. I obliged, in a fashion.

Something thick and hard kissed between her legs, up against her slit. It wasn’t like any of those toys she had, it didn’t have the cold touch of rubber. It was hot and it was meaty.

“Nicky?” she said back to me in a panicked tone.

“Hush, I can simply afford a higher quality of toy than you can. Now let’s have some fun together.”

I groaned as I pushed my body in sharply, penetrating her soft slit with my hard cock. I’d been worked up by her kissing and licking so I was hard as a rock and already lubed up with enough saliva, and her dripping juices, to really pound into her from behind.

Her squeals filled the room in an instant as I didn’t ease her into it and instead used her roughly from the start. She was a crazy masochist bitch who loved to be used, who loved to be on the bottom. Being treated roughly with little care was perfect for somebody like her. The way her insides clung to me and gushed showed my logic to be correct.

“Nicky! Nicky!” she continued to squeal out with eager, lustful, moans as her body quivered in bliss from my impactful pounding into her soft, petite, body, “It feels so good! It’s nothing like any of the toys I have! Please Nicky use me more! Faster! Harder!”

Riley was lucky the walls were thick because her cries really echoed around the room and threatened to disturb the entire dorm, not that I would mind when I could escape so easily. The thing which I was focused on was getting off using her tightness as I used all of my strength to slam down into her body, making her ass jiggle and glow red from my form clapping sharply against her bubble butt.

She was so small and thin it left her insides tight, they really clamped around my cock and sent waves of pleasure coursing down my throbbing member. I snarled as my hands latched into the bed beneath us, fingers clutching into those sheets which I pulled up around us as I thrust into her body like a primal caveman.

Her small body rocked from the force of my hips drilling up into her with everything I could give, her long brown locks of hair swaying and bouncing while that bubbly ass jiggled with meaty claps. It was such an utterly irresistible sight, I wouldn’t be able to contain myself for much longer in the face of it.

The familiar force of an orgasm imminent surged through my body. I was right on the edge and could hold back for no longer.

“Want to see a special trick my toys can do?” I moaned down to Riley after all I was going into her raw, what was about to happen was going to come as a shock.

“Yes, yes Nicky, please please please,” she screamed back to me, her toes curling up together tightly as her body quivered beneath my force.

“Here it is, I want you to take it all,” I growled down into her ear as my orgasm hit me like a truck, an eruption of hot, orgasmic juice gushing from my body and down into hers, right into her tight, wet, soft pussy.

My body pushed down onto hers as I released all of my cum into the very depths of her tight, petite body, making her twitch and quiver in place around me, her squeals pouring out as she trembled and gushed out juices around my cock.

“So hot, so hot. How is this possible?” she babbled to herself, her words trailing off with panting slurs as my molten hot warmth bubbled deep in that pussy. She’d just been filled up raw and in her mind it was just another girl filling her with an exotic sex toy; that was just what I was counting on.

“You were amazing,” I told her, blowing my hot breaths into her ear as I slowly pulled my girth out of her packed body, letting the white cum leak from her insides and down onto the bed.

“No no no, you were amazing Nicky, you are amazing!”

I could have transformed back into my disguise but instead I decided to keep the blindfold on her as I began to write down instructions for her to follow. This was just the start of my payback, she was about to walk straight into the revenge.


The following day was the date for the grand finale to my payback scheme. The location was by the female dorm. The time was on the stroke of midday.

Nicole was waiting in the location, having received an anonymous note asking to meet her there at the date, time and place. Happily she’d gone to the meeting place, not that she had anything better to do with all four of her cronies missing, where my last touch of genius against Riley would unfold.

Once again my invisibility spell was doing wonders as I watched on with a front row seat, nobody able to see me or feel my presence, just waiting for the lead actress to appear.

Eventually she arrived. Riley turned the corner, her body covered with a large coat, out of place with the warm weather. Nicole seemed to notice too as well as the general strangeness of the entire scene.

“Riley?” she asked, raising a brow, “You’re the one who--”

“Nicky!” The lead actress interrupted, face burning red and her words already laced with breathy excitement, “I did just what you asked.”

She pulled open her coat to reveal what she had hidden away inside. Just as I knew she would she’d followed my instructions to the letter.

To call her outfit risque would be a disservice to it. She wore nothing on her chest apart from a sexy black bra she’d cut the fronts out with, exposing her own nipples. Downstairs it was the smallest of thongs, which barely managed to hold the biggest vibrator up into her insides.

Around her neck she wore a prominent collar and at her feet she wore huge high heels. My personal favorite was the make up writing across her stomach where she had written the words ‘Nicky’s Sex Slave’ in bright red lipstick. It was quite the show.

She didn’t just dress like I asked, she did the full scene. She pushed out her hips and began to shake them from side to side as she moaned out sluttily.

“Nicky, please make me your sex slave. Please please please. I love you so much, I can’t live without you any longer.”

I swore I could see the moment where something snapped in Nicole’s mind as she was faced with such an unbelievably sudden perverse display.

“Y-you’re a freak!” she hissed out as she turned on her heels and fled sharply, leaving the sluttily dressed Riley rejected and deflated on the spot.

The others I’d unveiled before a grand audience but for Riley I just needed the one person she cared about more than anyone. My revenge was sweet and had been for four bitches in totally but still one bully hadn’t gotten what was coming to them. Nicole may have seen everyone crumble around her but she was still standing herself.

It was time to take down the queen bee.


The Queen Bee

Four down one to go. Her entire cabinet had crumbled away and the queen was left without a court, only Nicole remained free of my payback. There was no use waiting any longer, there was no need to drag it out. She had already been slowly isolated and now the job was complete and the stage was set for me to finish my revenge.

All the other bullies had gotten their just deserts and now it was time for the sweetest of them all as I took down the ringleader herself.

But how was I to get her? How was I going to take her down? Well she must have realized something was wrong. She’d heard rumours about Tori. She’d seen Piper shame herself in the flesh. The pictures were clearly Tia. Riley was something she probably didn’t want to think about. Something strange was going on with her and her friends.

When an anonymous note greeted her, planning to reveal all, there was no way that she’d be able to turn down the chance to unravel the mystery.

All she had to do was go to the library in the dead of night, when the rest of the school was fast asleep and the place would be completely empty. Where it all began she was going to have it all introduced before her and it was all going to come to an end.

The cumulation of my payback was at hand.


She followed the note just as I knew she would, her curiosity, that need to know just what the fuck was happening, it was too powerful to ignore.

The library had already been unlocked for her arrival, the darkened room barely illuminated, candles placed around the room offering up the only light that wasn’t the moon’s glow casting in from the windows.

Nicole wrapped her arms around her body. Her glamorous figure was packed into a tight pair of jeans and a thick sweatshirt. She’d gone against her usual style and instead was ready for anything not yet knowing there was no way she could be ready for the reveal which was coming.

“Hello?” she called out into the seemingly empty room, “I’m here just like you asked now where are you? Tell me what happened to my friends?”

A figure walked out of the shadows towards her. However the one who appeared wasn’t me. It was Tori, the first of her friends to crumble.

Her body may have been so overly sexualized, tits huge and ass swaying, all wrapped up to the most loosely defined of degrees in a tiny, slutty, bikini but Nicole could still recognize her, even in the low light.

“Tori?” she asked in confusion before her attention was captured by another pair of stepping feet.

From the right came Piper, the next girl to have fallen. She was dressed back in the outfit she’d shown off to the whole school, a string thick sling bikini that did very little to hide any of her athletic body.

Before Nicole even had a chance to process the next sighing another arrived, footsteps from the left revealing the next bitch who crumbled, Tia.

Tia’s body had been packed into sexy red underwear that was so sheer it didn’t do anything to hide the parts of her body it was supposed to be covering, freely showing it all off under the fabric.

Nicole’s head spun from side to side as she was surrounded by three of her underlings, all dressed up in such outrageously slutty outfits, revealing themselves sort of like Riley had to her just two days ago.

“What the fuck is going on here!?” she screamed out, her high pitched voice echoing around the darkened room.

It was finally time for the mastermind to reveal himself, it was time for me to take my position on the main stage. From behind Tori I appeared, my magic book held firmly in my hand.

“Hello Nicole,” I said to her, my face curled up into a wide smirk.

“You? You’re the one behind all this?” she asked me in shock. No surprise, I was seen as a harmless little puppy by her and her minions. That I’d ever bite their hand back probably didn’t cross their mind.

“Surprised? Don’t worry I would be too, maybe I should explain what’s going on a little bit.”

“You’re damn right you should! What’s going on here, what did you do to them!?”

I let out a long sigh, “I won’t be able to explain anything if you won’t let me finish. You going to stay shush and let me explain?”

She clicked her tongue harshly before she reluctantly gave a nod, allowing me to continue my tale. She was already being obedient, how enchanting.

“Well then I’ll continue. Do you believe in magic Nicole? Please don’t answer that, once you get talking again I don’t think I’ll be able to shut you up. Just if I said that in my hands I possessed a spellbook that could do anything would you believe me?”

Nicole watched me with her narrow, piecing, condescending eyes before she huffed out, “What can I actually respond now?”

“I’ll give you permission this time.”

“Then no I wouldn’t believe you you little bullshitter. What sort of crap are you trying to talk about. Magic? You expect me to--”

She tried to continue her rant but before she could go much further she found her lips sealing together as her voice vanished away and she was unable to utter another word. I watched her, grinning, as I tapped my fingers along the spread pages of the magic book.

“Sorry you were going to start boring me so I just used a bit of magic to quieten you down. It’s the same magic I used on all of your friends here, well something similar anyway. I didn’t exactly silence them more enslaved them.”

The fact she suddenly couldn’t speak sent panic racing through Nicole who tried to back away from me quickly. It was almost like she was struggling with her math. There had been three of her former minions who had revealed themselves but she had four followers. When she tried to escape she found herself blocked by her lover girl Riley who wrapped her arms around the queen bee to hold her in place.

Nicole squirmed around and let out muffled cries but nothing could escape those lips, no words could leave her. Slowly I took my time to approach being flanked by a collection of hypnotic slaves.

“You know I wouldn’t usually do this,” I told her as I arrived, standing before her, slowly flicking through the pages of the book as I fished for the spell I was going to use to condemn her to her punishment, “but you drove me to it. You and all of your friends, the way you tormented me, bullied me, used me. You all kicked the hornet’s nest, now it’s time for you to get stung.”

I tapped my finger down into the book. Got it, found it. I looked up at her with a satisfied grin across my face as she struggled and squirmed, both Tia and Piper flanking her sides to help pin her in position as I slowly began to enchant the spell.

All the others I had shown off in public, I had given a grand shaming. For Nicole I was going to do the thing she feared most, I was going to upsurge her on her throne. I would become the king and she would become the slave.

Her eyes began to glow pink as my enchantment reached its end and her mind was hypnotized oh so easily to make her yet another of my slaves. However just for her I didn’t simply cast my magic onto her mind I sprinkled it all over her body.

It wasn’t just some hypnotic spell, it was a spell of bimbofication.

Instantly I could see the change in her body, the way that she began to swell up in all the right areas. Even through her loose fitting sweatshirt I could see the bulge of her expanding chest and those jeans were having a hard time containing her expanding hips.

Luckily I didn’t need to wait for her outfit to give away, the fabric on her bottoms quickly starting to rip and tear. My spell didn’t just change her body and hypnotise her mind it also began to place her into a much more suitable outfit for a girl like her, a bimbo girl.

Those jeans began to shorten in length, the fabric fading up away from her legs to turn the outfit from a long pair of tight fitting jeans into a small pair of booty shorts which hugged tightly into her expanded hips and that newly plumped, fat, ass.

Her sweatshirt ripped straight open, like a slice had been driven straight through the front of her top to tear the fabric in two. Like it’d been shrunk in the dryer it quickly began to get smaller and smaller, the now makeshift jacket climbing up her stomach to rest its base just below her cleavage, warping from a blue colour into a lush pink.

With her top now split at the front her bra was on display. It was black, it was kinda sexy and it was struggling. Nicole always had large breasts but it was nothing compared to the tits she was getting thanks to my spell. She quickly grew tits that would make a porn star blush, soft breasts squeezing around her straining bra.

Already she looked so much sluttier, outfit turned from prepared, modest, student into street walking prostitute and it wasn’t done just yet.

The standard white socks she’d been wearing crawled up her legs, the fabric splitting into a black, slutty, fish net which squeezed everything tightly and made her skin bulge out but didn’t actually hide anything.

Her sneakers lost all of their sporty and convenient design as they slowly morphed into a tall, chunky, pair of bright white platform high heels.

Nicole’s makeup got thicker, changing from a light coating to just give herself a natural look to a thick plastering that screamed attention whore.

The light, fake, tan she always carried on her skin was multiplied as she went from a subtle bronzing towards a sunbed obsessed shade of caramel.

Her entire body had changed so rapidly. Her lips got plumper, painted in bright red lipstick. Her lashes had gotten long and dark. Her nails had gotten long and bright. Two large golden hoops had formed in her lobes, the obnoxious piercings dangling down noticeably.

She almost looked like a completely different person. She didn’t look like the kind of girl who was aiming for a degree, she looked like the kind of girl who spent their nights prowling the red light zones.

Finally her transformation was complete. She’d gone from sexy to slutty in almost the blink of an eye. Sure the other girls all looked naughty but none of them could compare to their fallen queen.

“Hmm perfect,” I growled as I looked over my finished masterpiece. I was now safe to release that spell of silence on my latest victim, “So Nicky, what do you think?”

Sure she’d gone through a big transformation on the outside but that wasn’t the full extent of the changes. She’d also gotten quite the redesign on the inside too.

“Like oh my god what did you do?” she asked me in a voice more fitting for her new look. Nicole’s voice was usually prim and proper, laced with false regality. Now it was squeaky, high pitched and oh so dumb.

“Isn’t it obvious? I turned you into a slutty bimbo girl. I don’t think you need to be doubting my powers anymore? Even a little ditzy bimbo brain like yours should be able to see that my magic is the real deal and now you’re nothing more than my bimbo slave.”

“Like no way…” she said softly, seeming to utterly shocked and confused. I couldn’t say I blamed her.

“It’s true, you have to follow every instruction I give, whether you want to or not. Even when I command, Nicky orgasm, now!”

The sight was intoxication as she looked at me in confusion before her pink eyes began to shudder, rolling back into her head as her entire body twitched and a squeal hissed from her body.

She dropped down onto her knees as they quickly gave away below her, a hot gush of orgasmic juices gushing out, staining into those little jean shorts, leaving a wet patch on the front and a drip of juices leaking from the edges.

The ability to make someone orgasm on command, that’s how powerful my hypnosis was.

Nicole was left panting heavily as her body came down from the orgasm rush which I had sent her racing up. All the strength seemed to have washed through her in one sudden explosion.

I clicked my fingers and commanded to my minions, “She looks a bit exhausted at the moment. The rest of you take hold of her, we’re going to head off to somewhere a bit more comfortable.”

A grin crept across my lips as the four girls all grasped hold of her body once more and hoisted her up into the air. I’d done it, I’d turned it all around. They used to be the five bullies who tormented me and ordered me around. Now I was the boss who ordered them.


It took quite some time for those pink glowing eyes of Nicole’s to creep open again, the poor thing having collapsed in exhaustion. Our location had changed as we’d removed ourselves from the library back to a domain where we couldn’t be disturbed and I was truly king, my dorm room. Sure it was a bit cramped with six people in there but when five of them are beautiful, sexy, obedient women it isn’t too bad.

When Nicole came to the sight which met her was me being worshipped by my followers. I was sitting down on the bed with two ladies pressed between my legs, making out with my erect, throbbing, shaft.

Piper and Tia ran their tongues up and down my length, coating me with their drooling saliva as their hot moans circulated outwards and echoed around the room, meeting with my grunts as I stroked my hands through their hair, enjoying that stimulating pleasure that few men would ever get to feel.

“Oh so you finally awoke?” I said down to Nicole as I saw her pink eyes peeking up at me from the floor, “It must have been one hell of an orgasm to make you pass out like that.”

Her eyes weren’t focused up on my face, it was focused down on my lap where my meat towered upwards with two worshipping mouths latching against the girth, suckiling needily and lovingly.

“Like this can’t be real…” she said softly, seemingly to herself, as pants rolled from her mouth, her cheeks starting to glow.

“Still not accepting it? I’ve shown you what I can do, I showed you my other slaves, I demonstrated on you and still that wasn’t enough to convince you?”

I dragged the heads of the girls on my lap away to expose my shaft, dripping in messy saliva, showing my body off to her without anybody blocking the view.

“Come here and suck,” I commanded firmly.

Instantly she began to crawl over to me. She may not have been trapped in a tranced state where she had no thoughts of her own but that didn’t mean she couldn’t deny me. It also couldn’t mean she didn’t want it.

Her hot breaths rolled over my lap as she moved in close, looking up to me with those needy, pink, eyes. Her bimbo instincts were kicking in and kicking in hard. She wasn’t just made into somebody who looked like a slut she was made into a slut as well. She was made into a woman who craved cock.

In closer she pulled herself, wrapping her plump lips around the head of my engrossed meat, kissing onto me softly as a groan slipped free from her mouth, that same mouth which was slowly engulfing my girth.

She suckled on me sweetly, my shaft being eaten up in her mouth as her head slowly rolled up and down, bobbing herself on the girth as she obeyed my commands and gave me a wet, sloppy, blowjob.

I dragged my fingers through her blonde hair, stroking her and giving her a physical showing that she was doing a good job as she swallowed up more and more, the inches that were visible dipping away as it was all being packed away in her soft, plump, lips.

Lower and lower again she maneuvered herself, the sloppy sounds filling up the air as the drool that leaked from her mouth washed down my girth, dripping onto my hefty, hanging orbs, coating me in a glossy, sloppy, layer of spit.

“Come on, even deeper,” I ordered her, “I want to feel myself wrapped up in that tight throat.”

She couldn’t deny me, she didn’t deny me, soon her lips were sealed down to the base of my cock and I was spreading and stretching her throat, the outline of my shaft bulging into her neck as she trembled in place.

My hand held her down firmly, not allowing her to escape as the air was being denied to her lungs, the hot scent of a musky, manly body being all she could inhale as she jerked in place, legs shaking, knees clapping together.

Nicole looked up at me with her bright pink eyes as she was pinned in place, tears streaming down her cheeks as her throat was packed, her face turning into a bright shade of red which was soon bordering on the crimson and risking the wrath of turning purple.

I felt something surging through me. It was no mystery what it was, it was sweet orgasmic relief that was bubbling in my loins, pulsing in the tightness of her gagging throat.

“Hmm,” I moaned out, head rolling back, “that’s good, I can feel it coming. I’m going to cum Nicky, I want you to drink it all down my bimbo slave.”

What choice did she had but to obey? Like I warned, moments later, my girth throbbed and stretched open her tight insides as a rush of hot, white, warmth came spraying out, filling her throat and stomach with my hot male jizz.

Her fingers latched onto me tightly, nails clinging into my thighs as she trembled, eyes rolling back and she drunk up all of my thick cream, neck bulging from the spray.

Finally I released my grip on her head and let her throw herself backwards, peeling her saliva laced throat off my cock, allowing her to breath in the air once again, the bimbo panting heavily as my cum rested deep into her stomach.

“Do you finally believe me?” I said down to her, “I can make you do anything and everything I want. I am the boss now, not you. You are nothing more than my slave.”

Up to me she whimpered, “I-I’m sorry!”

“Don’t you think it’s a bit late for that? I don’t believe you were feeling that sorry for the last few years of bossing me around. Now it’s time for you to give up and take your place as my slave.”

I rose up from my position on the bed and towered above her, my cock still standing hard and firm. Her slutty eyes latched onto the majestic sight of my engrossed, pulsing, firm member that made her pussy start to boil in need and throb in anticipation.

“I’m not going to tell you to do anything this time,” I said to her coldly, “I’m going to simply let you know that if you turn around and wiggle that ass in the air for me and beg me then I’ll give you what you crave most, even more than freedom. My fat cock.”

Her whimpers filled the room. Of course she wanted to be free but her body was yelling for it, begging for it, craving it. That hypnotic need I had pushed onto her was far too strong, she was desperate for my body to fuck her hard into the ground.

Nicole turned her body around, clambering onto all fours with her behind facing me, that wide booty being pushed into the air, the slutty girl wiggling it from side to side as she began to moan out.

“I can’t take it! Please fuck me!” she begged with a loud squeal, “My body wants it so bad, I can’t help it. I don’t wanna be a slutty girl, I don’t wanna be a slave but I need your cock more than anything! Give it to me please I’m begging you!”

Down I reached into the back of her tight shorts pulling them down nice and fast to reveal her body to me, exciting me for what I was going to do next.

Easily I slipped aside her thong to reveal her dripping pussy, just the sight and taste of my cock had already done so much to get her gushing in need.

“You may not want to be my slave,” I growled down to her, “but you no longer have a choice. You’re my bitch now.”

The moment I thrust into her something snapped in her mind. She released high pitched squealing moans that echoed from wall to wall, screeching down the ear of me and all my other slaves in the room.

I pushed my weight down on her body to establish my dominance over my former bully and began to pound into her with all the pent up aggression that had built up within me through years of torment.

My hand squeezed down onto the back of her neck, pushing her head tightly into the ground as I brutalized her ass with violent slaps of my abs and pounded deep into her juicy pussy with my engrossed cock, using all the strength I could to make her body glow raw.

Never before had I found such strength in my body, I was less of a man and more of a machine. The energy didn’t seem to be fading away as I kept her pinned and used her pussy as a personal toy, going as rough and as hard as I could handle, the sound of our bodies slapping together echoing around the room.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” she squealed out as her fluttering eyes rolled up into her skull and hot groaning breaths dripped from her lips, along with a messy saliva coating, “I totally didn’t mean to be such a bitch! I didn’t! Let me pay you back with my body I’m so sorry!”

It was far too late for her to apologize to me but she was right when she said she’d be paying me back with her body. Years of anger and rage being released in one sudden rush, her body being beaten by my vicious poundings.

The other slaves watched in awe at just how rough I was, my hand leaving her neck to wrap up into her hair, pulling her head up roughly to drag her face up nice and high.

“Tell them,” I growled into her ear, “tell them all just how much you love my cock. Tell them all that you are my slave now.”

“Yes! Yes master!” she gargled, drool bubbling from her hanging lips as she slurred with messy moans, “I’m master’s slave now! He’s conquered me with his dick, I love being fucked by master so much! I’m master’s sex slave now! I’m his cock loving bitch!”

Her vulgar porno talk matched the total ecstasy laced expression on her face as it looked like I’d fucked every ounce of intelligence out of her body. It just meant more room for me to release into.

“Good bitch,” I said down with a snarl, feeling so aggressive, “here take your reward, a thick belly full of my seed.”

I pulled her back sharply by the hair, pinning her down tightly around my lap, plugging her juicy twat with my cock as I began to cum, a large, rushing orgasmic surging through my pulsing member.

She squealed, squirting all around me as I began to fill her insides with my cum, her stomach being packed to the brim with my hot molten white seed which made her body tremble in place.

My orgasm didn’t seem to want to end as I came more and more into her body until it had nowhere else to go but back out, spraying out of her tight pussy, her insides overflowing.

Once I was finally finished I dropped her down to the floor with a wet slap, her sweat covered, cum dripping body falling with a thud.

Even though I’d just sprayed out such a powerful orgasm my cock was still hard, firm and veiny. I looked at my other slaves with a new fire in my eyes. I wasn’t going until I released my anger on each and every one of them, again and again. They were in for a long night of fucking.


When I finally came to it was the morning. The sun managed to creep in from around my curtains to illuminate my naked body surrounded by the sleeping remains of five former bullies turned into obedient sluts, all of them leaking cum from every orifice.

The night had been a long one but I managed to give them the payback they all thoroughly deserved, all of them being forced to take my hard cock again and again and again.

I sat up, muscles still aching as I reached over to take the magic book; it wasn’t there.

Sharply I looked to all sides, scouring over the room but I couldn’t find the book anywhere. I knew it was here, I knew exactly where I’d left it but it was gone, it was like it had vanished.

The magic book had been the device that had allowed me to enact my revenge. Without its spells there was no way I ever would have been able to do the things I did, I would never have been able to make my own harem. Without it I was nothing!

As those stressful thoughts filled my head I heard a groan under me as Nicole began to sit up groggily, her body still as slutty as I had left it the day before.

“Hmm morning master,” she said up to me in a sensual voice, “you were amazing last night.”

She wasn’t the only one who was coming to, slowly but surely all the other girls were starting to wake up too and greeting me the same way.

Even if the magic book was gone, had vanished, I wasn’t nothing anymore. It had delivered me a harem and given me the payback I had desired. Together we had completed our mission. It had allowed me to become the king.

“If you thought I was amazing last night wait until you see what I do today,” I growled down to her, pulling her up by her hair to plant a dominating kiss onto her plump lips.

My payback was complete, now it was time to live the good life.


From Brat to Bimbo

The Professor’s Payback

University, a place of higher education. A place where the brilliant minds of the future gather together to learn and shape themselves into the next batch of doctors, lawyers, bankers, scientists, politicians and more.

The young and bright all come together in once place with the collective goal of learning and advancing themselves. That was the romantic notion anyway. The reality was a bit different.

Sure a lot came to university for the education but that wasn’t everything. A lot of people simply wanted to live the university lifestyle. They wanted to carry on their stress free school lives for another four years. They wanted to indulge in parties with other youngsters just like them.

If everyone came to university with a will to learn it would be a wonderful place. Sadly not everyone was like that. Some people really didn’t care about their futures, they were just focused on enjoying the present.

I’m professor Hugo Kelly, a brilliantly qualified professor and young star in the world of science. I’m a renowned expert in my field and my capture here was seen as a major coup for the university to have my expertise on board.

In the science community I’ve always been well respected by my peers. Sadly this did not cross over to my teaching career. My fellow staff had no issue with me and showed me plenty of respect. My issue was with the students; certain students in particular.

The school had a serious bitch problem.

I dreamt that I’d be teaching halls filled with students eager to learn but reality did not synch up perfectly with fantasy. While most of my lessons were fine there was one class which always gather me bother. There was one class in which I was always interrupted and undermined and it always came from the same group of cackling bitches who positioned themselves right at the back of the room but still managed to make enough noise to disturb everyone.

This wasn’t the first year this had happened. Nor was it the second. Or the third. No they were actually entering into their fourth year, those girls had now entered their senior year and through some poor slice of fortune they had been put into my class each and every year, driving me completely crazy.

Of course I hadn’t sat on my hands and done nothing about their abuse. I’d spoken to the dean to try and do something about those brats but there was an issue. Money.

At the center of that bitch group was the certified school queen bee, Karen, the head troublemaker. Sadly she just happened to be the daughter of a very wealthy man, a very wealthy man who made lots of big donations to the university. What that meant was she was practically untouchable which was why she could get away with doing whatever she wanted. The higher ups would do nothing to stop her or her followers and she knew it.

“Hey Professor Virgin, I heard somebody was complaining about me,” Karen made sure to say to me one day with her flock of minions flanking her from either side, “If I was them I’d make sure to watch their mouth. My daddy doesn’t take kindly to people spreading lies about his little girl. My daddy is a very powerful man you know. It’d be a shame if he had to use that power.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said between grinding teeth. She and her followers seriously made my skin crawl. It was sickening how they ran roughshod over the college.

“You better Professor. It’d be such a shame if you had to go ahead and lose your job.”

Once again I’d be humiliated by a girl barely out of her teenage years while all of her faithful hounds looked on giggling. They thought they were completely untouchable and they pretty much were as far as the upper management was concerned. However I knew there was still one people who could stop them; me!

It’d been four years, four years of terror and my patience had finally snapped. I’d kept telling myself they’d be different the next year but this was it now, there were no more chances. It was time for me to act.

They may have looked down on me but that would just prove to be their mistake. After all I wasn’t just a university professor, I was also a brilliant scientist, one of the greatest minds on the planet. If anybody could invent something to correct their behavior it was me.

I was going to brew up a potion that would bring that group of witches to their knees. I was going to get sweet payback on each and every one of them.


The chemical exploded in my face. I’d been working on the formula all week but it had just been failure after failure after failure. Sure I was a scientific genius, a chemistry wizard, but did I really expect to be able to just come up with some sort of revenge potion at the drop of a hat? What an idiot I had been.

I slouched my head down in frustration and ruffled my hands through my messy brown hair. Why had I talked himself into thinking it was going to be so easy? Was I secretly some sort of moron?

My spirits were low, I was on the verge of quitting before I looked back up and saw the picture of my targets again, those damn swines who had run riot in college for far too long. That got my fire going again, once again I felt determined.

The concoction bubbling away on the table was a bust, I needed to come up with a new plan. In need of fresh inspiration, a new approach, I began digging through my notes looking for something that could help me and that was when I discovered it sitting under a pile of paperwork; a strange, thick, book.

It really stood out when it was surrounded on all sides by scribbled up pieces of paper. It was a thick, brown, leather book with a solid gold trim and some strange looking characters I didn’t recognize burned into the cover.

“I don’t remember having something like this,” I mused to myself, flicking open the front cover. While the outside was in symbols the inside was in English and titled the piece simply as ‘Magic Book’.

Of course as a man of science I didn’t believe in such things as magic. However it was the end of a week of failures and I was exhausted and had just stumbled across some strange book, I was at least willing to give it a look over.

However not then. My eyes were heavy, I’d finally hit my limit, I’d have to leave the book for another day.

Throwing the paperwork back over the book I instead headed off to bed. I had classes to teach tomorrow, I couldn’t be late.


The following day I felt completely exhausted but I was at least at my job on time but still no closer to taking care of the problem which was plaguing me. It was about to be that class too, time for me to be undermined by those brats heckling me from the back of the room and talking over me as I tried to lecture the class.

Seriously my first class of the day. Great, just the start I needed.

I sighed to myself as I took a big sip of my coffee to try and wake myself up before reaching into my bag to take out my notes. That was when I felt my fingers tap against something thick, hard and bulky. Dragging it out I found it was that magic book.

“What the hell is this doing here?” I said to myself. I must have been really sleepy when I’d decided to pack that into my bag, I didn’t remember doing it at all.

Yawning I threw the book down onto my desk, the pages flapping open when it landed. I wouldn’t have thought anything of it if I didn’t see the title at the top of that double page; body transformations.

Body transformations was just the kind of thing which could help give me some revenge on those brats, the kind of thing which could teach them a lesson. It was one of the things I’d been trying to create in my lab without any success. This almost seemed too convenient to be a coincidence but I was still a man of science, I didn’t buy into anything like magic.

“Hey Professor Virgin, you look awful,” Karen heckled at me as her and her bitches filed into the lab, “up all night jerking off again? You’re a real piece of shit you know that. Try not to fall asleep, some of us are here to learn.”

She and her minions snickered as they headed off to their chosen spot right at the back of the class, leaving my blood boiling.

I was a man of science but I was also a man on a warpath. I didn’t believe in this magic book for one second but at this point I was willing to try even the realms of the impossible just to take the bitchy unit down.

Even if I was firmly a man of science today even I would give magic its turn.


I knew I was being an idiot by even trying out the book but I wasn’t going to be a total idiot and just aim straight from the mother ship. If I was going to attempt to use an untested method I was going to aim for the weak link in the group.

Maria was the girl at the bottom of the group’s food chain. She was the one who was made to run any group errands for the rest and to do anything the other members didn’t really feel like. It was obvious to everyone that in a group filled with bitches she was their bitch.

If I was going to test the book on anybody it was going to be her. Step one, isolating her from the rest of the group.

Step one was actually rather easy, after all even if they didn’t respect me I was still a professor, I still had clout and I had the necessary knowledge to manipulate the group to my liking.

The only issue with my plan is it did mean I had to approach those witches, just before they managed to escape my clutches.

“Hey girls,” I began, cutting them off just before they left the room.

“What are you going to try and blame us for now?” Karen complained with a huff.

“Nothing, I just need you girls to fill out some study forms for me.”

“What? No way, I don’t want to be hanging around here with you.”

“Sorry these forms are mandatory. Really though you don’t all need to do it. Just one of you should be enough to fill them all in.”

I baited them towards the result I wanted and Karen bit as planned, “Maria, you take care of this.”

“Huh?”

“We’ll make sure to save you a seat. Now be a doll and take one for the team. Thanks,” Karen finished, leading the rest of her followers out of my lab, leaving my target alone with me.

She sighed out, unable to disobey her leader. She slumped forward against my desk and looked up at me, “Fine. What do I need to do?”

Down I dropped a big stack of paper which made her grunt in annoyance.

“I need you to do a feedback form for you and each of your friends, otherwise you won’t get your credit for this semester.”

She snatched at the sheets and gave me a dirty look, complaining, “This better not take long,” before trudging over to the nearest desk to get to work. Without wasting anymore time I opened up the magic book to the point I had bookmarked, the section on body transformations.

There were so many different transformations to try out, the book seemed to have an endless amount of ways to screw around with somebody but I needed to do something obvious, something to make sure it worked.

Maria had brunette hair. The book happened to have a spell for changing hair to blonde. That seemed like a perfect test for me.

Like some sort of fool I peeked slyly towards Maria and began to chant the spell to myself. I knew I was being completely ridiculous but I whispered the entire thing under my breath and then observed Maria on the tiny, impossible, chance that it may have worked.

Instantly I was disappointed. Nothing. Why did I even allow my hopes to get up even a smidgen? Then something truly remarkable happened.

A faint, purple, glow seemed to radiate around her head as she was peering down at that paperwork and then her brunette locks began to shift quickly in color, like the brown shade was being drained away and replaced with a blonde dye. I almost jumped up from my chair in surprise; it was completely unbelievable. The magic had actually worked!

I considered the possibility I was seeing things but that was pushed to the back of my mind by excitement. I couldn’t stop there, I had to test more, I had to be completely sure.

My initial plan was to make those witches look more like the private nickname I’d given them, to ruin their looks but when I was alone with the cute Maria I had another idea. Rather than casting a spell to make her ugly I went in another direction and began to chant.

Once I’d finished casting the spell began to show. Maria’s already quite large chest suddenly began to expand, her tits being inflated by the magic.

It was easy for a girl not to notice that her hair had changed color but you’d be hard pushed to find somebody who wouldn’t notice the fact their top was suddenly straining trying to contain their suddenly swollen breasts. When Maria’s tits began sinking around the desk she jumped up in place.

“Ah, what the fuck was that?” she squealed out in surprise, her hands going down to fondle her own chest, “Did my tits get bigger?”

“Is everything alright?” I asked her, flashing her a wide, knowing, smile. By the way she sharply dragged her hands back down away from herself and glared daggers at me it was clear she was not best pleased.

“Don’t stare at me like that you pervert virgin,” she complained, slamming her palms down on the desk. All that did, other than demonstrating her frustration, was send her pen rolling down to the floor below.

As she went to pick it up she decided not to simply lower her whole body down in a squat. Instead she decided to bend herself at the hips, her ass peeking at me from behind the desk. How could I pass up an opportunity like that?

A quick incantation later and the air around her was faintly illuminated with a small glow, her hips spreading outwards as her booty began to grow thicker and fatter, bulging out against her small shorts, making her outfit strain against another suddenly larger asset.

The bulge of her behind into her tight bottoms didn’t go unnoticed by Maria who suddenly jumped up sharply, squealing, “Ah, what’s going on!?”

She was squirming around in place, tugging at her bottoms when another light glow captured her chest and her breasts began to inflate another couple of cup sizes. She witnessed this one happening in person.

“Oh shit they’re really… what the fuck’s happening!?” she screamed, trying to cover her cleavage as those breasts got dangerously close to popping free while trying to relieve some of the tightness on her backside.

Watching her squirm sure was fun but I couldn’t have her screaming everywhere and I didn’t want her running off. I really needed a way to calm her down.

Suddenly the magic book began to flick through its pages, without me doing a thing. I watched in amazement as the book demonstrated to me that science wasn’t always the answer, coming to a stop on a page dedicated to hypnosis. The book knew exactly what I needed and what I wanted.

From this new page I read out another spell, one aimed at Maria that would put her into a trance. Once I finished she quickly went quiet, her squirming and squealing coming to a stop, replaced with a still quietness.

It’d been so easy to warp her body and it appeared her mind wasn’t going to be any harder. A trance spell was just one of the many listed in the book’s pages, there were lots of other ways for me to fool around with her.

One that immediately captured my attention was a bimbofication spell. With that blonde hair and those huge tits she already looked a lot like a bimbo. Surely it wouldn’t hurt for me to take my games one step further.

It wasn’t what I was planning from the start but with a sexy, busty, blonde looking at me dully I really couldn’t resist.

Operation bimbo was a go.


“Hey wake up,” I said to Maria, helping her out of her trance like state.

“Huh, what?” she mumbled, rubbing up a glistening line of drool which was trickling over her bottom lip.

“Wake up Maria, you can’t be falling asleep here.”

The girl looked in a total daze. I couldn’t exactly blame her though, I had used hypnotic magic to put her into a trance and while she was out I’d had another play around with her mind. She had every right to be feeling weird.

“Like what? My head feels all fuzzy and stuff,” she groaned as she rubbed her temple.

“Don’t fall asleep on me, I need you to finish these forms,” my hand tapping away at the sheets coating the desk.

“But that’s like so boring,” she complained, “I don’t wanna do work, writing is hard and stuff. Can’t someone else do it?”

“Afraid not Maria. You have to finish them but if you do I’ll give you a prize. I’ll let you come to my desk and ride on my cock.”

She stared up at me with her big blue eyes for a couple of seconds in surprise, like her brain was working hard to process that information but once it finally went through she released a nice high pitched squeal.

“OMG like really? Oh boy!”

That got her working. The freshly bimbofied Maria put her head down and began to scribble furiously at those sheets. Along with the bimbo spell I’d cast another spell on her which made her a lot more appreciative and loving of me. Now she loved cocks in general but thanks to my influence she loved my cock the most.

Maria managed to get through the forms very quickly before she came skipping over in a cute pink, tit squeezing tank top, a tiny fluttering white mini skirt and large candy pink platform heels. Yeah I’d cast a spell to bimbofy her outfit as well as her mind. Her old outfit was nice but this was a big improvement.

“Like like I’m done,” she panted at me eagerly, “can I like ride it now?”

“Of course,” I said grinning from ear to ear, leaning back to reveal I’d undressed my lower half under the desk, “feel free to hop right on.”

I was acting surprisingly composed. One thing I’d made sure to never reveal to that bitch group was the fact I actually was a virgin just like their nickname called me. I was about to have my first time with a magically transformed student of mine.

My cock was rock hard from the thrill of the magic and the look of her curvy, young, body which made it easy for her to clamber up onto my lap and kiss the tip of my cock with her juicy pussy lips.

She wrapped her soft arms around my back and shoulders and moaned into my face as she lowered her hips down, sinking the weight of her sexy body down around my throbbing erection.

“It’s in!” she hissed out in a blissful thrill, her pussy being packed to the brim with my dick. That was it, my virginity had just been taken.

I gripped hold of my armrests firmly, fingers digging down as I gritted my teeth, trying not to be overwhelmed by the feeling of that hot, tight, young twat squeezing around my eager hardness. Sex was even better than I imagined, her body felt amazing clinging around my cock.

Maria didn’t give me much time to get used to the tightness of her post-teen folds. She began to bounce her hips in place, sending her large ass swinging up and then slapping back down around my lap, my hard dick being pumped in her tight love tunnel.

She wasn’t shy about telling me what she felt, moaning out slutty cries of, “So good, so good!” It was just making me more and more eager to slam her needy mound myself.

While she was busy taking command and riding me like a sex toy I sent my hands slapping down into her soft flesh, my fingers gripping and sinking into that fat behind, taking a firm hold of her curvy body.

“You mocked me for so long,” I growled at her, “harassed me, called me a virgin and now I’m here fucking you. How does that make you feel you slutty bimbo!?”

My own body began to shift, my hips drilling upwards, my strength being slammed hard into her juicy underside and her dripping mound. I was fucking her with all the rough intensity I could and it was milking more cries of bliss from her bimbo body.

“So good! The best! I’m sorry for bullying you! I didn’t know your cock was so amazing! Please punish me for being such a bad girl!”

Her cries were truly irresistible, as was the way her huge, soft, tits jiggled up and down, bursting from her top and wiggling around freely. As was the way her fat ass wobbled around and slapped down against my lap.

“Oh I’m going to punish you alright, I’m gonna punish you by filling your pussy up with my hot cum.”

I was almost there, I was almost at my limit. The tight folds of her velvet pink insides were driving me completely crazy but not on the same level my throbbing erection was doing to her.

“Yes punish me! I’m a bad girl, I’m a bad girl! Please make me good by filling me up with your jizz!”

Her vulgar squeals finally sent me over the line. I could contain myself no longer. I gripped my hands down onto her fat ass with all the force I could muster, my knuckles turning white as my fingers sunk deep into her ripe softness as my hips went into one final thrusting overdrive.

“Here it comes! Here comes your punishment! I’m cumming!”

When the surge began I dragged her ass down, I dragged her hips down to the base of my cock, firmly against my lap as I began to unload within.

There was no escape for her, there was nowhere she could go. I was forcing that bimbofied student to take in rope after rope of my hot unloading cum, the thick batter steaming and marking her young pink insides with my pent up, furious, orgasm.

That sensation, the feeling of having her pussy and womb painted in my white cream, acted as the catalyst for her own climax. Her inner muscles spasmed around me and she tensed up on my lap, sending her lustful juices gushing all over me.

It was like nothing I’d ever done or felt before. Sex was seriously the best.

Once she was done squirting her remaining brains out Maria collapsed onto my front, her breathing heavily as she gurgled bubbles of messy drool over my body. She was absolutely spent. I pretty much was as well, I’d just fired out the biggest load of my life after all; my lower half felt completely numb.

Luckily I didn’t have another class for quite some time. I had no other choice but to remain there with Maria on my lap, the two of us recovering from our lusty sex session. The rest was definitely well deserved.


“Like I’m sorry Hugo,” she said to me with a thick pout, “I didn’t mean to bully you or notin. I just wanted to be popular and stuff.”

Once we were done with our rest and back on our feet Maria made sure to give me a full apology for the way she’d treated me. However as far as I was concerned I was already done with her. Besides she was always the one who offended me the least.

“Don’t worry about it, I’ve already punished you,” I told her, giving her head a pat, “Just make sure you never do it again, to me or to anyone else.”

“Like don’t worry I won’t never do it again, I swear!” she giggled, giving me a wave as she skipped out of the room, “Like bye Hugo! Let’s totally do this again some time.”

I admired her wide hips bouncing as she wobbled out of the room. Then when she was gone I remembered that the only reason she looked like that was because of my magic. I really should have changed her back.

“Wait…” I tried to call out but by that point she was already gone. Oh well, she sure seemed happy enough and if she wanted to be popular she’d be a big hit with the guys looking and acting like that.

“Hey I wonder what she put on those forms,” I mused to myself, giving the paperwork Maria had completed a final look over.

‘Professor is the best I wanna fuck him so bad.’

‘I bet professor has the biggest cock.’

‘Professor is like so dreamy.’

Was it really going to be okay leaving her like that?

Nevermind, it was too late to worry about that, instead I had more important things to think about. I’d discovered the magic book was truly magic and now I had the power to get payback on all of those tormenting bitches. Maria was just the first step, there was an entire flock of witches just waiting to be taken down. It was time for me to get my revenge.


The Running Woman

My payback had gotten off to a bright start. I was already feeling fortune smiling down at me but still there was a lot more for me to do. Karen had a lot of soldiers in her bitch army, I’d only managed to take down the first sacrificial pawn. If I really wanted to damage the mothership I was going to have to up my game.

Luckily I just happened to have the most powerful ally possible on hand, the magic book.

Ever since I transformed Maria into a bimbo I’d been testing the book just to see what it was truly capable of, putting its spells to the test to see just what I can do, what would work and what wouldn’t get me in hot water. I didn’t want to be going into battle unprepared.

Once I felt like I was starting to get to grips with the books powers I began to formulate my next plan, my next way to make those bitches pay for all the abuse they had given me and all the other professors and students on campus.

I was going to be aiming for one of the main members of the group and I was going to make it a very public spectacle.

There was a sports meet coming up and one of those devilish witches just happened to be a big player in the athletics team. There was no way she wouldn’t be competing in the event, competing in front of row after row of spectators.

If I wanted to make a statement, if I wanted to have some fun, then there was no place or time finer.


My assessment, unsurprisingly, had been quite correct. The athletics star was going to be competing at the meet.

Unlike the majority of Karen’s bitch collective who were cheerleaders, Hannah was a member of the track team. She was one of the university’s ace runners but that didn’t excuse her horrible, toxic, personality.

She was competing at the meet and all of her buddies were there to watch her and cheer her on. I just happened to be there as well, not that any of them would be able to spot me thanks to a very convenient spell I had managed to discover; the power of invisibility.

I was there at the meet just like all of them but none of them could see me because I was completely hidden from view. I’d made sure to test out the invisibility thoroughly and it was concrete. As long as the spell was up nobody could see me. Hear me yes but see me no.

With my protection in place I strolled around the track and paid very close attention to the warming up Hannah.

Her slender, toned, body was packed up tightly into a sports bra and a tight pair of shorts, just the kind of thing you’d expect to see from a runner, in both outfit and body. If she had the huge busts of some of her friends she’d probably find running very difficult, a theory I felt like putting to the test.

I’d already used a similar spell on Maria but there was no reason I couldn’t go back to the same tricks again. Making sure I was secluded enough and quiet enough not to draw any attention I opened up my magic book and cast a spell on her chest.

Unlike my previous conquest her tits didn’t simply swell up in size like two huge water balloons. I wasn’t looking to make her breasts suddenly inflate, I was going to make it a very gradual process.

After casting the spell I just decided to wait and watch to see when she would start to notice something happening. It didn’t take long.

While she was attempting to warm up Hannah began to tug and play around with her top, tugging on the material like she was trying to make herself feel a bit more comfortable. It only got more and more noticeable as time passed and her top began to get tighter as that ironing board blossomed into two growing mosquito bites.

The more her chest slowly increased in size the more uncomfortable she became, squirming around more as she tugged and snapped the underside of her sports bra. It looked to be getting really tight on her and her chest hadn’t even grown that much, possible only up to a B cup at most.

I wanted to get some payback but I wasn’t planning on suffocating her which was why I decided to show her a small bit of mercy. No I didn’t decide to stop her breast growth, instead I aimed for her top and cast a spell I’d been testing out which made everything a bit more stretchy.

There was a noticeable bounce, noticeable to me at least, when that sports bra developed a bit more give to it and suddenly stopped trying to forcefully confine her breasts down. Instead it gave room for those tits to grow and develop.

Hannah seemed a bit calmer once her breasts were no longer being compressed down, she obviously had yet to notice what was happening to her chest department. Her breasts had gotten slightly perkier, they were really starting to show.

“Okay racers for the third heat, line up.”

The organizer called out to the racers, finally it was Hannah’s turn to compete. Finally it was time to put my theory to the test.

Despite the fact that Hannah’s breasts would still be classified as small when compared to her bitch collective when compared to the other women lined up on the starting line she seemed to be the biggest, not that she’d noticed. However she was about to.

I watched on from the front row as the race began. It was a short sprint which meant I didn’t get to watch for very long but I still managed to see the unmistakable jiggle of Hannah’s chest wobbling and bouncing around. It wasn’t the kind of thing you’d see from a distance, or if you wasn’t focused on her, but to me it was as clear as day.

Even with her soft breasts jiggling up and down she still managed to win her heat. Perhaps I’d overestimated my theory or perhaps I’d underestimated her. Luckily I still had other races to make sure.

Usually when somebody wins they stay around to celebrate but not Hannah. As soon as the race was over she quickly fled towards the bathroom and I had an idea why. Not wanting to let her out of my sight I gave chase.


Hannah was looking herself over in the mirror with her breasts in her hands when I walked in. Luckily with invisibility on my side there was no downside to entering the women’s bathroom.

“When did this happen?” she asked herself, cupping her small, soft, mounds in her palms, “Was this to do with my top?”

She took a small look from side to side to make sure that nobody else was around. When she noticed the coast was apparently clear she pulled her top up from the bottom, freeing her tits.

Perky breasts on a chest that was usually flat were a very obvious change. Hannah couldn’t help that surprised look which was prominent on her face as she rubbed and fondled her new found breasts.

“No way,” she said to herself softly, “How? What’s going on?”

I was only supposed to be observing but I really couldn’t help myself, especially when I saw her fingers all over those lil soft mounds. I pulled my spell book open again, the page I arrived at conveniently being just the one I was after once again, and began to cast a brand new spell.

That purple glow that only I seemed to be able to notice radiated around her chest before Hannah suddenly moaned as she grazed a finger against one of her own pink nipples. It was loud, it was hot and it was sexually charged. After all I’d just cast a sensitive spell on her which made those breasts, and those nipples especially, a lot more vulnerable to touch.

Slowly Hannah brought a finger back to her chest. She shivered in place when her touch brushed across those soft tits. When she reached the nipple she whined out another lustful cry, her body tensing in place.

While she was busy practically fondling herself there was a noise of incoming voices, just before the bathroom door creaked open.

In a flash Hannah had to grasp at her top and pull it down, just about managing to squeeze the material over her soon to be D cup breast. The fabric was so tight that her hard nipples were hugged close, bulged out, making her unable to escape their sensitivity.

Luckily, for her, she just about managed to cover herself up before any of her competitors saw what she was doing. She was unable to hide that hot blush on her cheeks though; they were completely illuminated in redness.

Before her fellow athletes got a good look at her she quickly fled from the bathroom, her nipples throbbing into her sports bra.

“Hey did she look alright to you?” one of them asked after she’d departed.

“I don’t know. She looked ill. Did you see how red her face was?”

Oh things were going magnificently and I was enjoying every second but it was time to depart again. I couldn’t allow Hannah to get away. I had to watch four years of medicine being digested.


Fair credit to Hannah. Even though her chest was so sensitive that those nipples were constantly being stimulated by nothing more than the tightness of her clothing she was still there at the meet, waiting to take part.

She was doing her best to warm up for her semi final contest but she wasn’t exactly going at it with the same vigor as the other athletes. She was spending most of her time squirming around and tugging on her clothing.

Not only were her nipples incredible sensitive her breasts were just getting bigger and bigger. Forget about the C cup she was deep into the D cup territory, perhaps even into the double and she’d noticed, she just had no idea what was happening.

“Come on Hannah you can do this,” she said to herself, trying to psyche herself up as she sat in place, gripping her hands down tight on the edge of her seat, “Pull yourself together and don’t let… whatever’s happening beat you. You worked for this.”

That strong sensitivity of her nipples wasn’t just having an effect on her upper half. Those sensations which were tingling through her body was making her pussy bubble in heat. The way her nipples rubbed into her sports bra was making her feel horny.

The more time that passed the bigger those tits got and the more her nipples were caressed and rubbed by the tight binding of her small outfit. The more those nipples were trapped the hotter and hornier her body became.

Naturally the hornier she became the more she wanted to touch herself.

Hannah rubbed her toned thighs together as she tried to fight against the hotness but it was hard. It was hard for her to stop herself from sliding her fingers down, down across her inner thighs, down towards that dripping wetness.

“Racers for semi final number two please line up.”

She suddenly jerked in place and swiftly dragged her hand away from her pussy, almost like she’d been caught in the act. What poor luck for her. She was desperate to touch herself yet it was time for her to race again and her tits were bigger than ever.

I watched from the safety of my invisible bubble as Hannah slowly took her place on the starting line. Earlier it’d been obvious to me that her tits were bigger than her opponents but now it was obvious even to the fans. She wasn’t busty for a runner she was busty, full stop.

While everyone else was ready to go looking steady and composed Hannah couldn’t stop squirming around in the starting blocks. Her face was still red and her breathing was already heavy; the race hadn’t even started and she was already panting.

It was time to put my theory to the test once again.

Bang, the pistol blew and the race was on. Again it was just a small sprint but that was plenty of time to see Hannah’s large breasts vigorously jiggling around, swinging up and down, smacking against her own body as she ran.

Honestly I expected her to fall, I expected those wobbling weights on her chest and the heat of her body to take her down but she kept on running until the finish and actually managed to finish in a decent position. Fourth out of eight. Good enough to make it into the final. Still one more race for me to test out my theories.

Once again Hannah wasn’t hanging around. I couldn’t even tell if she knew what position she’d finished, she was straight back off towards the bathroom. It was time for me to follow my test subject once more.


This time when I entered the bathroom I didn’t see Hannah, she wasn’t looking in the mirror like previously but I knew she was hiding somewhere.

When I listened I could hear the faint sound of whining and moaning coming from one of the stalls, that had to be her. Luckily I just happened to have a spell that could help me make sure. The magic book opened up for me, like magic, and landed on the page I needed, the power to look through solid objects.

I cast the spell on myself and thanks to it I could look straight through the stall door which was cutting me off from Hannah. It was her in there after all and she was giving me quite the viewing spectacle.

That tight top of hers had been pulled upwards and those giants breasts were free as a result. She had one hand roughly kneading at that softness while another had slipped down her front and invaded those tight shorts; she was masturbating.

“I just need to cum once,” I heard her softly pant to herself, “Just once, just once. Just once to calm me down.”

Yep the heat had gotten to her, the lust had boiled over and now she was forced into masturbation to try and sate her strong desires.

Hannah leant back in place as she slowly wiggled her way out of those tight shorts and out of her panties so that she could touch herself directly without having to worry about any fabric getting in the way, her other hand rubbing and grinding against one of her hard, pink, nipples.

It was quite the hot sight watching Hannah trying to get her lust in check but it wasn’t something I could allow. If she orgasmed it’d go ahead and throw off my entire experiment. Luckily I just happened to have a spell which could help me with that as well.

While Hannah tried desperately to cum I cast a spell to make that an impossibility, I put her on a magical orgasm denial course.

She rubbed her juicy pussy vigorously, she rubbed her fingers over her throbbing clit and fondled those huge, soft, breasts thoroughly but still she couldn’t cum, her climax simply wasn’t coming no matter how hard she tried.

“Come on, come on please,” I heard her moan to herself as she kept on touching her body, her fingers and her inner thighs being coated with a thick layer of pussy juices. She wanted to come ever so badly but it wasn’t happening for her.

The more she touched the hornier and hotter she became. Her entire body was glowing red, sweat was dripping down her and her pussy was like a stream. However there was still no relief.

As the scent of sex began to invade the bathroom the entrance way suddenly slammed open as one of those bitches who hung around with Karen, Sofia, came storming in.

“Hey Hannah are you in here!?” she yelled out, making Hannah jump in place, shorts still dangling down around her ankles.

“Erm… yeah!”

“Hurry it up. They’re calling for you.”

That wasn’t what she wanted to hear. It was race time, it was time for the final yet she still hadn’t managed to cum. She was feeling even hornier than before!

“I’ll… be there in a moment. Just let me finish up in here… please.”

“See you out there. Go get that win!”

Hannah wanted to finish her masturbation but she had no choice but to go if she actually wanted to race. Sure she was hot and bothered but she couldn’t just miss the final.

First she dragged her top back down over those giant jugs. Her tits had gotten so unbelievably big, she’d gotten bustier than all of her friends; Maria aside she may have been the bustiest girl in the entire university. If it wasn’t for that stretching spell of mine she wouldn’t have even been able to put them away but that wasn’t doing anything to stop her nipples from showing through the fabric.

Next up came those bottoms but as she pulled them up she hissed out with a large squeal. It felt like something had just gone inside of her, like something had just violated her hot, wet, needy pussy.

Of course that was my doing. While she was talking with Sofia I used another spell and conjured up a magic dildo within those small bottoms and now her pussy was stuffed to the brim with an invisible, enchanted, sex toy.

She dragged her panties back down and took a look but she couldn’t see a thing. Yet when she pulled her shorts back up in it went again, making her squeal out a loud, shuddering, moan.

It felt even better the second time, her face made that clear. She had no idea what was going on, she hadn’t had a clue what was going on throughout the entire day yet she just went with it. Her pussy was aching in need, that fat sex toy was just the kind of thing she needed.

With her pussy stuffed, her shorts bulged down below and her tits practically showing through the thin material of her top, the red faced Hannah made her way off towards the starting line.

She had a race to win, I had a show to watch.


The starting line was quite the scene. Lining up there were seven, well toned, flat chested, composed girls looking thoroughly determined to come out on top. Then, at the end, there was a huge breasted, red faced, heavy breathing Hannah.

She looked positively obscene with those giant udders and thick nipples bulging outwards, wrapped up in a straining piece of clinging fabric which wasn’t giving her oversensitivity much of a relief and I wasn’t the only one who thought so.

I could hear the mumblings from the crowd about her and the way she was radiating such a strong, sexual, aura. It wasn’t surprising, the scent of sex was still radiating around her.

Still, even though one of the racers looked to be on the verge of an orgasm, the race was still scheduled to go.

“On your marks,” the referee began, “Get set. Go!”

Off they went, the finest athletes at the meet all sprinted forwards in a burst of energy, setting out for the line at a lighting fast pace, except for Hannah.

Hannah still set off like all the other girls, she was still heading towards the line but she didn’t have the same speed or power that any of them was showing. She instead was running on awkwardly shaky legs as her huge bust swung and jiggled around, stimulation being added to her upper portions.

All the other girls finished the race in decent times but Hannah couldn’t quite make it. That sensation of running with a dildo in her pussy, the feeling of her tits grinding and shaking around against her skin tight top, it was too much for her to take.

After only around fifty meters Hannah dropped down onto her knees and moaned, her hands returning to her chest. She began to rub and squeeze at her engrossed nipples as she bounced up and down, trying to ride the toy inside of her.

“I can’t take it anymore,” she moaned out hotly, her lips hanging open as drool dripped down her chin, “Need to cum, need to cum.”

She didn’t care where she was or who could see her, Hannah was desperate. She was too hot, too horny, she needed to cum there and then.

If I wanted to I could have kept the spell up, I could have even kept it up indefinitely to really make her suffer but I felt like I’d done enough to her. She’d been a real sport allowing me to ruin her sports day so it was time for me to reward her. Taking a front row seat I undid the orgasm denial spell.

As soon my magic released her she began to cum, she was pushed over the edge and she released a squeal that nobody would be able to miss.

Her back arched as she tensed in place, her hips bucking upwards as a hot gush of lustful pussy juices came gushing out, soaking those tight shorts with her built up lust, managing to completely douse the fabric in wetness.

That pent up orgasm just seemed to keep coming and coming. Her face had been warped by the oversaturation of pleasure and she wouldn’t stop shaking, even when her orgasm finally, eventually, trickled to an end and left her floating on clouds of total euphoria.

Never before had I seen such a sexy sight. I was blown away by just how erotic the scene was. I was throbbing hard, I seriously needed to take care of things but Hannah looked a bit spent.

I was gonna have to deal with it myself, unless I could find Maria around. Wherever I needed to be it definitely wasn’t there.

With Hannah still moaning and thrusting her hips I cancelled the rest of my spells upon her and departed before the cavalry could arrive. Her breasts were big enough now, big enough to put even strippers and porn stars to shame.


After making quite a scene at the running track Hannah’s personality changed quite noticeably. Before she had been a truly vile bully, she was one of the worst in Karen’s pack and nobody outside that group was upset to see something so embarrassing happen to her. However afterwards she turned over a new leaf.

“Hi everyone,” she would cheer happily as she entered the room. Suddenly she was friendly to everyone and had a much warmer personality. It was no surprise that she’d started to fade away from Karen’s group.

I wasn’t exactly sure why she’d changed so much. Perhaps the medicine had gotten to her, maybe the karma scared her or maybe she simply enjoyed how popular her new, huge, breasts made her with the boys but the case remained she’d became a much better person, to me as well.

“Hi Hugo,” she said to me in passing. It was a definite change from Mr. Virgin.

While I was very happy, Hannah was happy and the other students were happy about her new look and new style, Karen and her bitch pack were not.

At losing Hannah and seeing her getting along with others instead of her, the head bitch was positively scathing. In the past I would have been terrified to see her in such a horrible mood but for once I felt completely relaxed. Whatever she had in store I was ready to hit back.

I hadn’t had the magic book for long and had already managed to thin their ranks by two. They’d already lost their errand girl and now one of their big hitters and I definitely wasn’t done. I was going to pick the group apart until there was only the queen bee left to go.

Then I was going to take her down as well.


The Forbidden Crush

Thanks to my hard work the kingdom that Karen had created over four years was slowly being dismantled. Already key pieces of her bitch army were being removed; I was eroding her human shield.

Despite the fact that slowly I was picking away at her minions the atmosphere she brought hadn’t gotten any better. There was still a toxic feeling in the air whenever she was about.

Karen, personally, was staying rather quiet after the exit of both Maria and Hannah, however the same thing couldn’t be said for her remaining servants. They’d reacted to the thinning of their ranks by going on the attack.

While usually I was the main target for their abuse, as well as the other professors, recently they’d developed a new number one target and it was somebody both they and I knew very well, their former servant girl turned bimbo, Maria.

Now when they entered the lab they, for the most part, completely blanked me and instead ganged up on her instead.

With Karen sitting out of actually doing the dirty work the position of head troublemaker was instead passed onto the capable loud mouth Sofia.

“Hey traitor,” Sofia said to Maria as she and the other bitches flocked around the bimbo, “having fun flirting with the guys again you damn slut? Having fun serving as the college bike?”

Maria was always the least spiteful of the group and ever since I’d used the magic book to turn her into a bimbo she didn’t seem to have a bad bone left in her body. She didn’t have any venom to spit back at those spiteful witches.

“But like I’m not a bike,” she responded back, “I like don’t even have wheels or anything.”

“Oh my god you’re such a fucking moron,” Sofia scoffed, “Moron. Moron. Moron. Moron.”

It was bad enough when I was the one getting the abuse but it was worse seeing others getting bullied because of me. I couldn’t allow that to happen but if I spoke up and said anything to protect Maria it would just make everything worse for her.

Of course I wasn’t going to simply allow their bullying of her to continue. I did happen to have a magic spell book at my disposal, one that I was using to bring Karen’s reign of terror crumbling down and somebody had just nominated herself as my next victim.

With the lesson starting that bitch pack flocked away from Maria to return to their spots at the back of the room but that didn’t change the fact I had my next target in my sights. That loud mouth, Sofia, was going to be next.


By the time the lesson was over I’d already managed to formulate my plan. It was one which was going to help Maria, satisfy me and take down another of Karen’s bratty friends; the perfect trifecta.

As soon as the lesson was over Sofia and her backup made their move, heading back down towards the straggling Maria. It was time to execute my plot.

Just as Sofia was arriving I whispered out the spell from the magic book and aimed it expertly at my target. It was time to see if it worked.

“Hey Maria,” Sofia began, ready to dish out a whole serving of abuse.

“Like hi Sofia! What’s up?” the bimbofied girl responded innocently.

Sofia opened up. She meant to dish out that abuse but when she looked down at the smiley face of Maria she froze in place. Instead she started to grumble, mumble and stumble all over her words.

“I… I just wanna… wanna say that… you… you are… I gotta go!”

She twisted sharply and pushed back through the pack of girls who were flanking her from behind, Sofia trying to make a quick escape from the room. However she still had me to contend with.

As she dashed I managed to get in her way to cut her off, forcing her to crash into me and stumble backwards.

“Is everything okay?” I asked her, reaching down to give her a hand.

Sofia glared up at me and began her abuse, “No it’s not! Watch where you’re going you fucking… ah… erm…” before dramatically fading off the same way she did when confronting Maria, her face starting to glow a bright shade of red.

Quickly she dragged herself up off the floor and dashed past, averting her gaze from me. It was working just as I expected it would. It was a spell I’d be working on and planning to unleash upon Karen but it seemed very appropriate to use it on Sofia with how she was acting.

The spell was a rather unique and complicated one. It was something of a love spell however the target was not singular or specific. Instead Cupid’s arrow would strike Sofia whenever she tried to bully or abuse somebody.

Thanks to her attempted verbal assault on Maria and me she now had some complex feelings for the both of us.

Sofia was now in love with both me and Maria.

As expected it protected Maria from the abuse, the other girls all dispersing once Sofia fled, but I still wasn’t entirely sure what it meant for the long term. After all one of those bully bitches was now completely smitten by me and one of her former sisters and I wasn’t interested in dispersing the spell. I wanted to see how the university crush would unravel.


Sofia continued to attend my lectures but she didn’t abuse me or Maria. In fact she didn’t abuse anybody. She was, instead, being rather quiet, a bit withdrawn from the rest of her group for reasons only me and her knew.

I noted where her eyes tended to end up aiming towards as well. Often she would spend long portions dreamily watching me until she figured out I’d caught on, in which case she’d quickly look away in embarrassment, otherwise she was staring holes into the back of Maria’s head.

It wasn’t just a one lesson thing either. She continued a similar pattern for a number of lectures, watching over the two us, completely smitten only to be dragged away by her friends once I was finished with class.

She was in love with us, I knew it and could even see it yet she wasn’t going to do anything about it or if she was it wasn’t going to for quite some time. That was why I decided to stir the pot a little.

“Alright,” I announced at the start of just another lecturer, “today I will be assigning you into pairs for this lesson.”

There were protests, most of them coming from a certain spot at the back of the room, but still I pushed on with my choices.

I pretty much just put everybody who was sitting together in pairs, putting all the friends together, that was until I got to Karen’s group. I paired each and every one of them until there was only one remaining; Sofia.

“Okay Sofia you can be with… you can come down to the front and pair up with Maria here.”

“Hey she doesn’t need to go something just because you tell her to Professor Virgin,” one of those vile girls began to complain but Sofia still jumped up to her feet.

“No it’s fine, I’ll do it, don’t worry about it,” she said sheepishly as she slowly made her way down to the bottom of the hall, her face glowing red, completely burning up. Her embarrassment was overwhelming, not that Maria noticed.

“Oh hi!” she said cheerfully, not noticing the way Sofia was squirming and struggling to get her words out.

The lesson itself was pretty much just a bunch of crap, some basic stuff I’d managed to cobble together. I was just using it all as a chance to watch Sofia sweat, to watch her lose her breath being stuck so close to her cheerful, bimbo, crush. She pretty much spent the entire lesson watching her lovingly from the corner of her eye.

Once the lesson had moved into lab work it was time for me to move onto the next stage of my plan by utilizing another spell from the magic book. This time it was a spell of control.

When I cast the spell on Maria I took almost instant control of her body. I could use her as a puppet to do and say anything I wanted.

“Hey Sofia?” I asked her through Maria.

“Erm… yeah?”

“You wanna come to my room later?”

Her mouth almost dropped to the floor, “W-w-w-what?”

“Do you want to come to my room later on. I thought me and you could spend some time together.”

I executed the deal breaker by brushing Maria’s hand down along Sofia’s leg, making that loud mouth tense up in place.

“Ah… yeah… sure…”

“Great, come about midnight, I’ll be expecting you.”

And that was that, I broke the spell and gave Maria control again, having made a date between the two of them. Sofia was looking even redder and Maria pretty much had no idea what was going on, I was going to have to tell her about it later.

All of the pieces were now there, it was time to put them all into place.


Just as expected Sofia accepted the invitation, right on time as well, right in the middle of the night when nobody would be around to see her sneaking about.

She was trembling in a whole raft of emotions. After all she was about to make a late night visit to the dorm room of the girl she was suddenly madly in love with. It was understandable for her to be excited, nervous, scared, lustful; everything and more.

After taking the time to compose herself she finally knocked on the door.

“Who is it?” Maria called from within.

“It’s me… I came…” Sofia said, words almost being caught in her throat.

“Like really? Like come in!”

Maria opened the door up for Sofia and invited her into her small, girly, room, Sofia accepting and making her way inside. That was when she discovered that Maria wasn’t completely alone, there was somebody already there with her.

It was me, I was there.

Sofia was completely caught off guard by my presence. She’d been bracing herself for the girl she had the hots for and suddenly the guy she had a crush on was there too. Her emotions almost completely blew up.

“W-w-what is he doing here?” she managed to finally stutter out, pointing at me in shock.

“Like he’s here to have sex with us silly,” Maria giggled as she skipped back over to me and dove into my front, wrapping her arms around my shoulders as we joined together in a tight, wet, kiss.

We weren’t just going for a quick peck, our arms wrapped around the other and we began to make out while Sofia watched on. Our tongues slipped from our lips and began to lick and caress together, the air being filled with the soft echo of radiating moans as the two of us exchanged saliva in place.

Slowly we eventually drew apart, the two of us taking a look over towards a completely awestruck Sofia.

“While you’re here, want to join us?” I asked that brat as she watched on with her cheeks burning.

“Ah, yes!” she gasped, finally confessing her desires to us and herself.

“Sorry,” I said cruelly, slapping her back down verbally, “not yet. Just stay there and watch for a bit until we feel like including you.”

She was stunned to see me, she was stunned to see me and Maria kiss but nothing made her more stunned than hearing me say those words before joining back together with my bimbo doll. She had just been firmly rejected by the man she had developed such a strong affection for.

Despite the fact she felt heartbroken she was unable to move. I’d already put a fail-safe in place before she arrived, a spell of total obedience which meant she had to obey me. She had to stay and watch me and Maria in action.

The two of us enjoyed another hot make out session before we decided to move onto more passionate affairs.

I slipped my hands down and unbuckled my pants, allowing my jeans to tumble down around my ankles, my boxers soon following, exposing my full length of throbbing cock.

Everything I seemed to do shocked Sofia to a further degree. When my dick sprung out of my bottoms she couldn’t keep her eyes off the erect tower, she was eyeing it up with an obsessive wonder. However I still wasn’t going to be giving it to her.

Once my bottoms were gone I went to take care of Maria’s but when my fingers slipped up under her miniskirt I discovered she didn’t even have any on.

“You little slut, not wearing panties,” I teased her.

“Like sorry, I forget sometimes but it’s ‘kay I guess,” she giggled at me, grinding against me with those big, juicy, titties, “it means we don’t need to waste anymore time.”

Maria shifted her wide hips up and pressed them back down with her wet, pink, mound aimed at the tip of my cock, slowly sinking herself down around my bulbous head, lowering herself down around my shaft.

The natural excitement of her bimbo body was all the lubricant we needed as her soft tightness managed to gobble me up inside of those young folds, a moany squeal pouring from her thick, full, lips as she impaled her wetness on my lab.

With a one woman crowd watching on the two of us began to have sex, Maria holding onto my shoulders as I gripped her sides and doughy ass, bouncing her up and down in place with a jiggle and a clap, pumping her insides with hard cock.

Again I had the girl who had taken my first time riding on top of me, pumping my firm dick in her tight velvet folds, the two of us moaning out in pleasure.

“You’re right, we didn’t need to waste time,” I groaned from my throat, “now why don’t you tell me how it feels?”

“Like--” she began but as soon as she did I brought up a finger and pushed it against her lips, silencing her.

“Actually you don’t need to tell me, tell your friend instead.”

I was enjoying those huge jugs of her grinding against my chest but I still had more teasing to do. That was why I shifted her chunky body around, that was why I twisted her curvy form on my lap so her back was pushed to my chest instead and her jiggly front was exposed to the watching Sofia.

From the new position she could see everything, especially the way that the two of us were joined together, my cock pumping into her pussy.

As Sofia watched on, trembly, red faced, Maria began to spill all the beans with a loud moan.

“Like Hugo’s cock is the bestest,” she squealed out in her own rosy cheeked pleasure, “Only he can make me feel this good. No other man can make my pussy feel so hot and my mind feel so crazy. Hugo harder, harder, I want to cum for you! I want you to cum in me!”

With that endorsement still ringing in my ears I hooked my hands under her meaty thighs and gripped on tight, fingers sinking down to give me a better grip on her body, my hips hammering upwards into her wet folds, making her squeals louder and louder. I’d already made sure to soundproof the room with magic, we could be as loud as we wanted.

My cock kept stirring around the depths of Maria’s pussy, pushing and smothering all of her buttons, making her putty in my hands. What she had begged me for was quickly coming true, her body was trembling my grip and her insides were spasming around me. She was on the verge of orgasm.

Just before she passed her limit I quickly called out to Sofia who had just been watching everything with wide eyes.

“Hey you, Sofia. Why don’t you come here, get on your knees and take a closer look at this?”

She didn’t need telling twice. She scrambled over quickly and sat like a good puppy between my spread legs, head at the right level to stare into that pink slit being spread apart by my hard cock. It was also just the right level for her to take that climax head on.

“Here it is,” Maria moaned in joy, “I’m cumming!”

As soon as the words left her mouth her body tensed up and her orgasm squirted out, those messy juices spraying right over Sofia’s face, painting her features in a messy layer of hot, steamy, female climax.

Surprise turned to sensation, sensations of bliss as Sofia let out a girly moan to rival Maria’s, her face twisting in emotion as the hot scent of lust burned up into her nostrils, her pussy gushing itself on the spot.

“Please,” she begged up to me, her voice raspy.

“Please what?” I responded, looking down at her in triumph.

“Please let me join in, please fuck me too, please don’t just make me watch,” she cried out, riding and rolling on her own fingers.

“And why would we do that?” I asked, pushing her into a corner, making her truly confess all.

“Because… because…”

“If you don’t say it then we won’t allow you to join in.”

She squealed lightly and finally buckled, “Because I love you both! Please don’t leave me out, I love both of you!”

Sofia had confessed all to the both of us, she had opened her heart to us. It was my victory. All I had to do was hammer home the final terms of her surrender.

“So if we let you join us there will be no more bullying?”

“Yes!”

“No more abuse?”

“Yes!”

“No more hanging around with Karen and acting like her lapdog?”

“Yes!”
 

“You’re going to turn over a new leaf and be a good girl?”

“Yes, anything!” she cried out again, drool dripping over her quivering lips, “Just please, please let me be with you both, please.”

It wasn’t just my victory it was my total victory. I grinned down at her as she looked up with those watering eyes, “Fine then, you can join us.”

Her face which had been scrunched up in agony suddenly cut loose and captured a look of joy as she jumped to her feet and squealed happily, “Oh thank you, thank you!”

Despite the fact that both me and Maria were present to witness Sofia’s confession one of us hadn’t felt the full force of it after being knocked groggy by her own orgasm. I had to give the ditzy bimbo a spank on her huge tits to try and wake her up.

“Hey Maria, wake up, I’m afraid we’ll need to put me cumming inside you on hold. Sofia wants a turn too.”

“What? But why?” she whined, drooling down over herself.

“Didn’t you hear? She’s totally in love with me and you. Watching us made her feel completely horny and now she needs to cum too, so hop up.”

Slowly that wet pussy peeled itself off my lap, my throbbing erection popping free with a wet slurp, her juices leaving my shaft drenched in lubricating lust.

“Like she loves us?” Maria asked just as her body left my lap.

“That’s right. As in loves loves u--”

Before I finished my lap was occupied by a new girl, Sofia springing into life, jumping up onto me and into me, her arms wrapping around my shoulders as she pulled me down into a deep, make out, kiss.

Our tongues rubbed together, saliva being exchanged in the passionate embrace as I began to rip the clothes from her body. She’d dressed up so nice in a small, tight, dress but she wouldn’t be needing it any longer for what I was going to do with her, and that included her panties as well.

“Wow that’s pretty hot,” Maria said as she watched on. That was when Sofia released me and twisted around on my lap and suddenly grabbed a hold of Maria and claimed her lips instead.

Maria quickly submitted to the kiss, the two girls, barely out of their teens, making out passionately in front of me. I almost came just from watching them go at it.

The two spent some time rolling their tongues together before Sofia finally let her captive go and said with a hot, slurry, moan, “I love you. I can’t help myself, you’re just too hot.”

“Like wow,” Maria moaned back, face flushed, “I’ve like never been with a girl before.”

“Well you’re about to be,” I informed her as I rose from my seat, pushing Sofia up with me, “Maria get to the bed and spread your legs open. Sofia here is going to give you a licking treat, aren’t you?”

She nodded her head eagerly. She was ready and excited to please and Maria was happy to help. She quickly skipped the short distance to her bed where she flopped onto her back, her legs spreading as she pulled her miniskirt up to show off her bare, dripping, pussy.

Sofia chased after and got straight to work, diving between her thighs and against her pussy lips, her mouth eagerly kissing and slurping on that succulent mound.

Many men loved to watch girls go at it and I was one of them but I was in a position to do more than just watch on, I was in a position to join in.

While Sofia was busy eating out the pussy of her university friend I pushed in from behind her, my hands gripping her hips as I thrust my hard cock into her pussy.

She squealed in delight at getting her wet folds stuffed by my erect shaft but those cries were quickly muffled as Maria dragged her back down between those legs and forced her back into her role as an eager pussy eater. It must have been heaven for Sofia, sandwiched between the two people she’d developed such an infatuation for.

I was also enjoying myself, being squeezed tight in those folds, my cock still yet to cum after being built up towards climax by Maria. She had already came but that just made her body more sensitive which made her shudder from every lick along her wetness.

With my orgasm building inside of me, wanting to release, I kept on thrusting myself into that wide ass and that juicy mound, trying to milk out my lust using the tight confines of her wonderful body.

The sensation of her clinging folds, the sight of Maria writhing in bliss with Sofia buried between her legs and that sound of moan and slurps echoing through the room was a wonderful combination which was leading me towards my climax.

“Hmm I don’t think I can last any longer,” I groaned, keeping a firm grip of Sofia’s sides as I thrust my hardness into her mound.

“Me too,” she moaned, lips glistening with pussy juices as she looked up at me, “I’m gonna--”

“Hey less talking more licking I’m like almost there,” a lust drunk Maria giggled out, forcing Sofia back down between her thighs as the three of us approached the heights of pleasure as a unit.

A few more thrusts was all I had left in the tank before my orgasm erupted through me, that climax spraying its hot, cum, helping into the depths of Sofia’s vice tight, velvety, insides.

As I came inside of her she tensed around me, her body shuddering as she too arrived at her orgasm and sent her slutty juices spraying out down below. Not wanting to feel left out Maria squealed in joy as she began to send her lust unloading into the mouth and over the face of her pussy eating lover.

Together we all felt the blissful sensation of climax. Together the three of us arrived at pleasure.

My body continued to shudder in place until every drop of seed had been drained from me and unloaded into Sofia’s hot, curvy, frame. I, and the both of them, were completely spent.

Once I was done I slowly drew my hips back and parted ways with Sofia’s pussy, a white trickle of cum following me, dribbling down her inner thigh, as she collapsed onto the floor with a heavy thud of her ass colliding with the ground.

As she sat there, panting heavily, I brushed my fingers through her hair and down along her jaw.

“So you’re going to keep your word aren’t you?” I asked her, my own breathing deep, “You’re gonna turn over a new leaf, be a good girl from now on and get away from Karen, right?”

She nodded as she leaned into my touch, suckling my fingers in her adoring lips.

“Yes, I’d do anything for you two. I’ll be a good girl from now on, I promise.”

Oh I couldn’t help but grin. The magic book had done it again, it had handed me another victory over that venomous witch Karen and as a prize I had taken away one of her best soldiers. Slowly her ranks were thinning away, I was exposing the princess.

It was only a matter of time until she was completely isolated and then payback would be complete.

Three girls had been liberated from her icy grip by me but there were still a lot to go. Sofia was just my newest conquest but I still had a lot of work to do until my college was safe.

Maybe it’s time I upped the pace a little then.


The Cheer Squad

I was making good progress thinning Karen’s ranks. Thanks to my hard work and thanks to the power of the magic book I had managed to remove three vital cogs from the bitch machine; I was starting to expose the mastermind waiting in the middle.

However I was still taking too long. With every day that passed Karen and her minions got closer to graduation. If I took forever giving each woman a taste of her own medicine there was a danger that the ringleader would escape punishment free.

That was why I decided to up the tempo, to take down her army in one, effective, swoop.

The idea was actually gifted to me by Karen when I heard her address her minions at the back of the lab.

“Yeah I won’t be able to come to practice tonight,” she explained, speaking loud enough so everyone could hear her talking, “Daddy is taking me out to that new posh place over on third.”

“Isn’t that place really expensive?”

“Of course it is but it’s nothing that Daddy can’t afford.”

I didn’t give a shit about where she was going out to eat, the thing which caught my attention was the fact that she wouldn’t be attending cheer practice which meant the rest of the team, also known as her followers, would be away from the queen.

If ever an opportunity to strike a decisive blow against her troops was going to present itself then this was that. This was a golden chance.

As soon as I heard the news I clutched at the magic book and began to formulate my plan. This would be a decisive battle that would turn the war completely in my favor.


The scene for this battle would be, quite obviously, the cheerleading practice area. Each and every one of Karen’s remaining followers was there and in fact it was only them there.

Our university actually had two cheerleading sides. The larger one, populated with mostly younger students, and the one ruled by Karen, in which she aggressively pushed out anybody who didn’t follow her whims and didn’t fall in line behind her.

At its fullest size the Karen led cheerleading group had a dozen members but without Karen present, and with both Maria and Sofia freed by me, there were only nine members remaining at the practice.

The girls were all waiting to start, dressed up in the green and white cheerleading outfits that the university used, waiting for their coach to arrive. However she wouldn’t be the one taking the practice, she’d come down with a nasty case of being hypnotised by a magic book and told to take the night off. Instead there would be a temporary replacement coach.

“Hello ladies,” I said as I arrived on the field with magic book in hand, “I’m afraid Coach Hines is unable to make it today so instead I’ll be taking over the class.”

Of course the replacement was me and there should have been outrage over my arrival from the cheerleaders, after all these were the brats who tormented me for years. However there wasn’t anything dramatic as far as they were concerned.

“Coach Virgin seriously?” one of them groaned out.

“Oh, why couldn’t it be anyone else?”

“I can’t believe we’re stuck with Coach Virgin.”

Their names were cruel but there was no mass walkout or rage as there should have been. After all how weird was it for me, a science professor, who they despised, to suddenly take over cheerleading practice? The answer of course came in the form of the magic book.

The explanation, and perhaps most important part of my entire plan, was something which I liked to call a normality perception field. It was a weird name as well as a weird effect. In the area of effect everybody inside would perceive everything that was happening as normal, apart from the spell user of course.

Sure they were still giving me my usual nicknames but none of them saw it as weird that I was taking over practice. It was completely normal and nothing for them to worry about or go against.

That also meant that I could do anything I wanted to the girls and they wouldn’t notice a thing was wrong. I could use the magic book however I liked.

“Alright ladies,” I said to the group as the magic book scrolled for me to land on the page I required, “before we get started we’re going to have a quick wardrobe change. Now if you’ll excuse me for a moment.”

I chanted out the spell from the pages and aimed it at that large group of girls, casting the magic wave over them, aiming for their outfits.

Those pretty white and green cheerleading outfits began to warp. There wasn’t one matching template they were all receiving it was just a collective change of a lot more skin and minimal cover.

All of their skirts got a lot shorter, some of them so short that I could clearly see their panties below.

Covered midriffs quickly became a thing of the past as each of them had their stomachs exposed, their tops warping into bikinis offering up various amounts of cover but not enough to be anything but indecent.

To me it was a lot easier on the eye seeing all their sexy, young, bodies dressed in such deliciously skimpy outfits. Being cheerleaders each of them was in fantastic shape with flat stomachs and strong legs, why would they want to hide those features?

Despite the fact they should have been shocked at what had happened, or at least mortified by how they were showing off so much skin, none of them seemed to mind. After all as long as they were in my target area this was all normal to them.

“Wow these outfits are so nice,” one of them cheered.

“They’re so easy to move around in.”

“Plus it feels really cool. It’s so breezy now.”

“Tell me about it. That old outfit was so stuffy.”

I was so glad that my costume changes had gone down a storm because it wasn’t the only thing I had planned for those wicked girls.

“Alright girls, alright, settle down please,” I said as I injected my way into their conversation, “I know you like the outfits but we have practice to do. First we’ll warm up with some simply cheers. Now I want you to all repeat after me. Gimme an A!”

There was a collective roar of, “A!” from the girls, their hands being thrown up into the air.

“Now you know where we go from here, Shelley you take over the lead please. Keep going,” I told them as I navigated through the magic book, casting quite a complex spell on the cheerleaders.

“Gimme a B!”

“B!”

I just about finished casting my spell, just in time before its effects needed to become apparent.

“Gimme a C!”

“C!”

Still there no magic to be seen. After all the group I was dealing with were all pretty gifted in the chest department.

“Gimme a D!”

“D!”

Finally I saw the first signs of my spell working. About half of the girls, four in total, suddenly began to bulge at the front, their breasts suddenly inflating under their skimpy uniform.

The spell I had cast was one that dealt with breast expansion yet I’d put an extra twist onto it. Shelley was just the catalyst leading the cheer, leading the girls in asking for their breasts to get bigger.

Perhaps it’d be easier to visualize the cheer as gimme a D-cup.

Four of the girls were changed once the cheer hit D, how would they handle going up one higher?

“Gimme an E!”

“E!”

This time it was almost the full house. Eight of the nine girls had a faint purple glow around them as their tits ballooned up to the appropriate cup size, their tops struggling to contain their new assets. Only Shelley at the front had yet to be effected. She was even bustier than I thought.

“Gimme an F!”

“F!”

Now even she couldn’t escape. Each of the girls had their breasts affected. Each of them were made bustier by my magic and still it wasn’t done.

“Gimme a G!”

“G!”

The enthusiasm from the cheer was starting to fade away a bit as those breasts got dramatically big and began to strain into those tops, making their owners squirm around in place.

“Gimme a H!”

“H.”

Some girls slowly began to drop out of the cheer as their outfits got a bit too tight and threw them off of the rhythm.

“Gimme an I!”

“I…”

Those tits which were still growing were incredible big. It was rare to ever see such huge tits in the flesh. Before I’d used my magic I’d never seen them that big, except on the internet of course. They looked more like adult movie stars than students.

“Gimme a J!”

Even the most dedicated of girls had stopped responding to the cheer. After all they’d all gone up a handful of bra sizes. They were all busty beyond belief.

“Gimme a K!” Shelley continued before she noticed that again there was no response from the rest of the group, “Hey what gives? Why did everybody give up?”

“Don’t worry about it, that was a great warmup girls,” I informed them. I certainly felt warmed up.

Before we could go any further one of the girls at the back of the room raised her hand up, “Coach! Can we please go and change? My top feels too tight.”

“Yeah mine too.”

“Mine as well!”

Their complaints weren’t really that surprising. Their oversized tits were being indented around their chest hugging tops, the fabric being stretched, struggling to hold in those mega sized melons.

“Sorry girls no time to head back to the locker room now but if it’ll make you feel better you can always take those tops off.”

Why would they want to do that? Because my magic was a wonderful thing. The strong majority of the girls reached down and grasped at the underside of their tight tops, peeling them upwards, letting their freshly inflated, huge, soft, breasts flop down. In the end it was just the bustiest of them all, Shelley, who was still clothed.

Even though her top was still in check the fabric was stretched so thin by her new size I could clearly see her nipples bulging through the outfit. It was a wonderful sight.

The girls all looked a lot happier as well to have their breasts freed, bouncing around without any sort of constraint.

“Alright is everybody feeling comfortable now?” I queried to the group.

“Yep, much better!” one of the girls cheered, stretching her arms over her head, making her chest jiggle around. I was so fortunate to witness such a scene.

The blood had rushed to my lap. Those deeply scandalous thoughts were running through my mind again; how would I be able to get payback on them all while enjoying myself? Luckily the magic book was there again to answer my worries as it flicked through its pages and presented to me a very unique spell, one that got my brain working.

“Alright Shelley I’ll need you to lead again. I want you to join me up here at the front.”

“Okay coach!” she said warmly as she skipped over, her breasts nearly popping from her outfit as she shifted to join me.

With her by my side I wrapped an arm around her shoulders and read the spell from my book, casting in on her then extending it to the rest of the squad.

The spell I’d casted was a shared senses spell. What it meant was that all those affected had their sensations linked together. Whatever one felt they’d all feel. That was why once the spell was cast they all twisted their heads to their sides to check out their shoulders, being able to suddenly feel my touch despite the fact they couldn’t see anything there.

“Alright ladies,” I said to the class as I moved my hand around to shamelessly grope at Shelley’s chest, making her and the girls squirm around, “we’re gonna start practicing now. I’m gonna tell Shelley here some cheers and then you’re gonna repeat after her. Got it?”

A lot of faces were starting to get very red as the area was filled with the sound of deep, heavy, breathing as those cheerleaders began to pant, their stiff nipples being rubbed.

“Y-yes coach!” was the rumbling I got back, enthusiastic but not quite all nicely gelled together. However this was as easy as it was going to get for them.

I pulled Shelley closer to me as I unhooked my pants and released my hard, throbbing, cock. I pushed my hand under her skirt and pulled her panties to the side and with a thrust filled her up with my erection.

She moaned like a slut and it was a sound echoed by the rest of the squad. Each of them felt the sensation of getting fucked by me. Nine girls were feeling my cock at the same time.

“Alright,” I said to them, holding Shelley in place on my lap as I watched them all squirm, “you know the moves now let’s do this. Shelley repeat after me.”

I began to whisper into her ear as her insides twitched around me, my fingers moving down to tease across her sensitive clit, coaxing her into action.

“O-okay everybody, repeat after me,” the rosy cheeked Shelley began, pumping her arms with surprising vigor, “Two, four, six, eight. Hugo’s cock is really great!”

Just like her the rest of the squad were red faced, leg shaking and releasing squealy moans but still, also just like her, they felt compelled to keep on cheering.

After their leader they repeated, “Two, four, six, eight. Hugo’s cock is really great!”

Into her ear I whispered the next cheer, Shelley repeating each like some trained parrot.

“Two, four, six, eight. His desires we will sate!”

“Two, four, six, eight. His desires we will sate!”

“Two, four, six, eight. To his touch we masturbate!”

“Two, four, six, eight. To his touch we masturbate!”

After they said those words they began to do exactly what I wanted. They began to touch themselves. They began to rub at their tits, they began to knead at their huge jugs and rub their sensitive nipples. Some of them even went and rubbed their clits, adding an extra stimulation to those tingling buttons.

That was not the end of the cheer however. With their breathing growing deeper and the moaning getting louder they pushed onwards.

“Two, four, six, eight. Being bimbos is our fate!”

“Two, four, six, eight. Being bimbos is our fate!”

“Two, four, six, eight. That bitch Karen we all hate!”

“Two, four, six, eight. That bitch Karen we all hate!”

“Two, four, six, eight. Please please Hugo be our mate!”

“Two, four, six, eight. Please please Hugo be our mate!”

They seriously could have hired me to write those things for a living. Who knew so many things rhymed with eight? I really enjoyed the cheer I managed to come up with and as they got to the final cheer I gave Shelley’s ass a spank, an impact which resonated around the field.

“No stopping now. I want you to keep at it. I want you to carry on this cheer until you can’t get it out of your heads,” I ordered the girls as I stamped my authority on them all.

“Two, four, six, eight. Hugo’s cock is really great!”

“Two, four, six, eight…”

With their pussies still filled up by my shape and size they continued to cheer, going through the words again and again, cementing them into their minds.

Just before they began the cycle a third time I pulled out another spell from my book of tricks and cast it on the group. It was just a light trance spell to make the mind a bit more susceptible to new thoughts without putting the girls into any hypnotic state.

It was perfect for subtly reinforcing points. Points like love for their professor and his cock, turning into bimbos and a hatred for the evil bitch who sat on the top of the food chain.

The more they cheered the more they observed, the more those words strongly resonated in their minds; they soaked them up like sponges.

Something wonderful began to happen after the girls indulged themselves in my magic. Shelley, who was the girl actively seated on my cock, began to roll her hips in place, bouncing her body up and down on my shaft. I could see similar movements all across the field, they were riding me by choice.

Their cheers got hotter and sluttier as time passed, moans filling the air as they began to slur their words, roughly kneading their huge tits as they bounced up and down, masturbating their needy pussies on the shape of my cock. Only Shelley really needed to do it in actual fact as the rest would feel her work anyway but they didn’t know that and I really appreciated the effort.

“Two… four… s-six…” the girls could hardly continue as their emotions, their lust, was bubbling over. I could see bodies shuddering, legs trembling and feel muscles twitching around me. There was about to be a messy show.

“Like I can’t take it anymore!” one of the girls suddenly squealed, her face burning bright as she hissed out a loud squeal, “I’m cumming!”

“Me too!” another cried just after.

“Like me three!”

One by one they were falling. The sensation of one being pushed over the edge pushed over another then another. Almost in unison they were arriving at climax, the air being filled with the sound of high pitched squealing as orgasmic pleasure coursed through their veins.

Panties were soaked as juices gushed, hot sprays of bliss squirted through the air and melting lust flowed down to the ground staining thighs in their wake. Each of them was lifted to the heights of ecstasy with me serving as their guide, my hardness making them go crazy.

Once again I had been victorious.

However there was still one thing wrong, even with a field of nine, panting, quivering, broken cheerleaders in front of me. They’d all managed to cum but I had not.

They looked like they wanted to rest, they needed to rest, but I didn’t release Shelley. Instead I held her wrists tightly and kept her in place, pulling her body down as I thrust upwards, sinking my hardness back into her sensitive insides.

All of those cheerleaders jerked together as they felt that collective pleasure. I only felt one pussy. They felt one cock but it felt like being filled with nine at the same time.

“You girls, you didn’t think we were finished?” I asked them with a grunt, my body still working, swinging my hips into Shelley’s tight passage, “I’ve still not came yet. We’re not going to finish until I’ve managed to blow my load. Just think of these as stretches. You gotta be flexible to be a top cheerleader.”

I kept on rutting up into that sensitive body, my firmness slapping into her fat behind, making those juicy jugs jiggle up and down in place. I didn’t know shit about stretches or flexibility or even cheerleading, I just knew I was as hard as a rock and needed to be sated.

Luckily Shelley’s body was top quality and quickly rubbing my hardness within her folds was making me throb, it was taking me towards my limit.

I fucked Shelley as deep and as rough as I needed to to drive myself towards orgasm, the squeals of all of those cheerleaders loud and clear as they writhed around, juices gushing from their shaking bodies. It was quite a sight to fuck to and it was only getting me there faster. I was right at my limit, I was about to blow.

“Alright here it comes. Practice is now over,” I growled as I dragged Shelley down as tightly as I could against my lap, my cock pushed up into her pussy, sealing within airtight as my orgasm began to flow.

Hot ropes of cum erupted from my loins, a rush of thick, virile, juices unloading from me directly into the waiting insides of my acting head cheerleader, her overly busty body being packed to the brim with seed.

While none of the other girls were being filled they could all feel it, they could feel that almost phantom sensation of cumming gushing into their wombs despite the fact not a drop was trickling inside. It was pushing them over the limit, staring another orgasm chain among the club.

In turn each of them dropped again, juices spraying as Shelley tightened up around me like a vice and allowed her fountain to squirt out, just as I was milking out the last of my jizz into her sexually charged body.

Once I’d finally drained myself dry I let Shelley go, her legs buckling as she dropped down. There was a similar sight all over the field, each of the cheerleaders sitting in a puddle of her own juices as she quivered in place. It was quite a scene.

It was pretty clear that there wouldn’t be any more cheerleading practice, not of my specialized variety or of an actual variety. Those girls were completely spent and in a way so was I.

“Alright ladies, class dismissed,” I told them, even if none of them seemed to be in a rush to go anywhere. They probably just needed a few minutes, or around ten, to recover.

Seeing how none of them rushed off that’d mean it was me who would be leaving the scene first. I took my magic book in hand and strolled away from the scene of the crime, leaving all of Karen’s former allies on the verge of passing out all over the practice field, bodies soaked.

I made sure to make it pretty far away before opening my book again and bringing that normality perception spell to an end. Even being so far away the sudden squeals I heard were almost deafening.

The winner, once again, was me.


The effects of my cheerleading session were immediately apparent the next time class took place.

Despite being good looking girls, who liked to show it, none of Karen’s minions used to dress in an overly provocative way. They dressed good but they dressed respectable. However the next day those outfit choices had taken a big hit.

Hot pink, tacky gold hoops, tight mini skirts, fishnet stockings, platform heels; the cheerleaders I had tended to had all gone through a big, group, makeover. Suddenly their outfits of choice were tacky and trashy, like cheap bimbos.

Not only did they look very different they acted different too. They were cheerful and greeted everyone with a smile and a wave, especially me.

“Like hi Hugo,” Shelley said pleasantly, pushing her huge tits down against my desk.

“Like what are we gonna be learning about today?” another asked, also pushing out her cleavage.

“I bet it’s gonna be smart. Ooo you’re so smart.”

Suddenly I was their favorite person ever, my cheer session had really stuck with them and that included my added section about Karen.

Just like Maria, Hannah and Sofia before them, the fresh pack of bimbos didn’t go and gather up with Karen at the back of the room like a bunch of lap dogs. Instead, for once, they steered clear and left her alone. I had used my spells to break her spell of influence over them. The queen had been left isolated.

That was the moment I’d been waiting for. After years of torment suddenly there was nobody else around Karen, she was all on her own.

She didn’t look happy about it in her throne, looking down over everybody else, but I sure did. After all with each of her minions tended to there was naturally only one target left for me to take care of.

The small fries had been defeated. Only the final boss remained. It was time for the final battle.


The Head Brat

I had not had the magic book for long but already I had drastically changed the landscape of my university. The large gang of brats who had been terrorizing both the students and the professors alike had been dismantled by my hands and my magical spells.

Not a lot of time had passed but a dozen bullies had been given their just deserts and disciplined by me. That only left one to go but it was the biggie. It was the queen bee. It was the head troublemaker. It was Karen, the main bitch.

With her isolated, all of her minions having abandoned her, I began to devise my final attack. What was I going to do to give her a taste of her own medicine? What was I going to do to pay her back for years of abuse?

I thought I’d have all the time in the world to come up with something. What I definitely did not expect was for Karen to be the one to make the first move. I was so preoccupied in thought I didn’t even notice that after class she remained behind so that she could approach me personally.

“Hey,” she yelled out, slapping a hand on my desk, taking me off guard.

Her sudden appearance almost made me stumble off my chair. I had to try and compose myself quickly as she glared at me, those dagger shooting eyes meaning serious business.

“Oh Karen,” I said back to her, trying to escape her gaze, “did you need something?”

“I just wanted to ask you some questions. Some questions about some weird things that have been happening recently.”

She didn’t back away once she began questioning. In fact she got closer and closer, leaning over my desk to make that death stare even more intense.

“Recently my friends have decided they no longer want to hang around with me, me of all people,” she continued, almost right on top of me.

“And?”

“Well while they suddenly all hate me they all seem to absolutely adore you, for some reason. I don’t know why anybody would adore you.”

“There’s nothing wrong with--”

Karen slammed her hands down on the desktop again, “Shut up! That’s not even the weirdest part! That would be the fact that suddenly they’re all big breasted, slutty, whores, or are you going to act like you didn’t notice that?”

“I can’t say I didn’t notice…”

It was pretty obvious. Maybe I’d gotten too carried away? After all when a dozen girls suddenly go through a chest focused growth spurt and as a result start dressing as cheap bimbo hookers you kinda notice.

“So we’ve got all my friends becoming these things who suddenly hate me but love you. So my question to you is would you happen to know anything about that?”

Her eyes were piercing. She knew I had something to do with it, she just knew. Luckily there was no way she could know the full details. There was no way she could foresee the existence of the magic book.

With her questioning backing me into a corner I slowly began to drag the magic book from up out of my bag.

“I don’t know a thing,” I lied, “I don’t even know what I could know. If your friends start acting different and dressed differently it’s got nothing to do with me. Perhaps it’s some sort of trend right now? Maybe--”

“Hannah’s breasts inflating like balloons is not some fashion trend you moron virgin creep! Now tell me what you know before I get Daddy involved in this matter!”

With her pressuring me I dropped my head down, joined hands resting against my nasal, thinking about what I could possible do. Finally I came to a decision.

“Fine, fine,” I sighed, rubbing the back of my neck. “I’ll tell you everything I know, but not now, it’s too dangerous. Meet me back here tonight at midnight. Just make sure don’t tell anyone a word about this.”

Finally getting her way Karen pushed herself back from my desk, her lips curled into a grin. “Excellent, see you tonight then.”

With her victory secured she strutted off, filled with her usual swagger and confidence. However her feeling of superiority was quite misplaced as on my lap the magic book was open to a page contain a spell of obedience, one I had mumbled quietly to myself while covering my mouth.

She’d agreed to my terms because she had to agree to them. That night she would return to my lab for our final encounter, ready to hear my explanation but I had no intention of telling her. I was going to show her instead.


Usually the university was locked up tight in the middle of the night but I had unlocked the building just for Karen, so that she could return to my lab and fall into my trap.

Just like I’d told her to she came to my lab in the dead of night, looking for answers and I was there to greet her, sitting at my desk like always.

“Alright I’m here,” Karen said, folding her arms tight over her chest as she glared at me, “now tell me what’s been happening around here.”

“I guess there’s no need to hide anything anymore. The answer is this,” I replied as I tapped my finger down onto my desk and more precisely on the thick, open, book which was adorned on the surface.

“That? What the hell is that? Is that a book?”

“Indeed it is, but this isn’t just any sort of book. This is a magic book.”

She looked at me with that serious expression of hers before she slowly hissed out a small chuckle, Karen bursting into laughter.

“A magic book? Do you seriously expect me to believe all this is because of some magic book?” she giggled, wiping away a tear of laughter, “Do you think I’m some sort of idiot?”

“Well I do now,” I chuckled back at her, “after all, a smart girl would have run away and not allowed me to do this.”

I quickly read the spell from the page in front of me and cast it at her, her entire body being surrounded by a faint purple glow. The spell I was using was the one I had used to polish off my first dose of payback against Karen’s bitch army. It was a bimbofication spell.

A small gasp poured from her lips as her body began to shift.

The first thing to change was her hair. Karen had always had long, flowing, locks of dark brunette hair that the other girls had tried to imitate. However thanks to my magic she was going a couple hundred shades lighter. Her brunette color was fading and being replaced with a bright, bleach blonde color.

As her hair became platinum the rest of her body also began to feel the bimbo touch. Her blouse began to strain, the buttons popping off as her breasts expanded rapidly, her clothing struggling to contain the sudden growth.

Growth was a theme as her ass was also affected by the bimbofication spell, her backside growing thicker and fatter, hips having to stretch out wider to accomodate, making her jeans slowly rip at the seams.

Someplace where the growth was less destructive to her attire was her face. Her lips were also modified by the magic, growing plumper by the second, thick and full and positively impossible to miss.

While growth seemed to be the thing defining her changes it was actually more the state of being emphasized. Every feature of hers was turning into that of a caricature bimbo. Even her nails began to grow to a length that made them look fake and tacky, her eyelashes doing the same.

As time passed those platinum locks even began to grow longer, flowing down her back towards her newly expanded rear.

The only piece of her which didn’t seem to be growing was her waist which narrowed down slightly and helped to give her body a strong, hourglass, figure, further emphasized by the increased size of her bust and hips.

When the magic came to an end Karen looked just like a living Barbie doll.

“Like what just happened?” Karen groaned as she staggered back, having to use the desks for support. “Why does my head feel all fuzzy? Why do my clothes feel so tight?”

“Please, allow me.”

This time I cast a spell on her clothing. She had the body of a bimbo but didn’t have the clothing to match.

Her smart casual clothing began to warp towards something completely cheap and nasty under my influence, her blouse shrinking around her body, its texture shifting to fluff as it slowly turned into a tiny, pink, fur coat.

The black bra she had below shifted in design towards a tight fitting tube top which gave her the room she needed to breath just for the trade off of doing very little to cover those expanded assets.

Those jeans of hers split in two. The bottom half completely changed, shifting into fishnet stockings, leading into a pair of white platform heels. The upper half became a pair of itty bitty booty squeezing mini shorts.

Karen watched in shock as her outfit shifted to match her new body. In addition her face was coated with a thick layer of makeup, those nails glistened with a glitter paint and the piercings in her ears turning into large golden hoops. She’d been given the full bimbo makeover.

“Like… huh… what… how,” Karen began to babble. She’d just seen the entire thing but still she couldn’t comprehend it.

“What did I tell you?” I said, standing with a grin adorning my face, “Magic.”

“Magic. It’s real. Like… how could it be real? How.”

“Oh it’s real and with this magic I have managed to take down each of your minions one by one and now there is only one bully remaining. You.”

She whimpered as I pointed directly at her. She looked like she attempted an escape but with those ludicrously high heels and with those new, swinging, tits, her balance was completely thrown off. Instead of managing to escape she just wobbled and dropped down onto her knees.

Her escape was a complete bust and I was still standing over her with the book in hand, looking triumphant while she squirmed.

“Ah, what are you going to do to me?” she whined, “Whatever I’ve done to you, everything I’ve done to you, I’m sorry!”

“It’s too late for that Karen but don’t worry, I’m not going to do anything drastic.”

“R-really?”

“Oh yes. I’m just going to completely your transformation.”

I cast the next spell on her. Already I had bimbofied her body. I had bimbofied her outfit. The only part of her which needed to be given the bimbo treatment was her mind.

Karen gasped as the magic burrowed into her brain and began to rewire her mind. It was changing her personality, it was changing her desires, it was was changing her intellect. It was removing that egotistical, snobby, bully brat mindset and replacing it with something a lot dumber, ditzier and downright gigglier.

She already had the body of a bimbo, my magic was giving her a brain to go with it.

It didn’t take long for the spell to have its way with her brain. The purple glow faded away after only a couple of moments, leaving her sat there looking completely absent minded. I had to clap my hands just to get her attention. The loud slap snapped her back to reality.

“Like, what, huh?” she grumbled, rubbing her head.

“Rise and shine Karen. Hmm, Karen, not really what I’d call a bimbo name. Maybe you need a new one for a new you, something like Kandy, with a K.”

“Like, Kandy, what?” she continued, looking at me in confusion before looking down to herself, “Like did you do something to me? I feel weird.”

She couldn’t help but giggle as she finished her words. She had no idea what was going on but she couldn’t help but feel giddy about it.

“I just gave you a little improvement is all. Nothing big. I just got rid of a little pest problem.”

Thanks to my hard work it was complete. Every one of Karen’s brats, including her herself, had been taken care of. The university was now free of her iron grip of terror. The queen bee who made college living hell for so many had been turned into a bimbo. The only question left was what to do with her.

Once I’d transformed her friends and taken them off the path of evil I’d pretty much left them to their own devices however Karen was different, she’d been the mastermind behind their terror all along. She needed special attention.

“Hey so like what do I do now?” she asked me as she sat there, giggling as her huge breasts hung down, “Like do I gotta get a magic book for myself and stuff?”

“No Kandy, I’m afraid not. I have other things in store for you, things I’m going to enjoy very much.”

The book searched for me and came across the spells which I required. I was going to make her forget all about the magic book and the fact I had turned her into a bimbo and in the process I was going to make her mine.

Just her being a bimbo wasn’t enough to pay me back for the years of torment. She was going to be my personal bimbo.


My lab was far too impersonal. Plus I didn’t really want to mess the place up. Plus I didn’t want to risk getting caught in the act in anyway. I didn’t want any of those things. That was why I instead decided to relocate, with my prize, to my office.

The room was small, there were no windows for anybody to peek through and it felt just like home. It was the perfect place to tend to my new bimbo.

“OMG like why is this room so messy?” Kandy complained as she looked around from behind me.

“Hey be nice, this is my office.”

“Like OMG I’m sorry I like didn’t mean to be rude and stuff it’s just like not my style and stuff. Like it’s all cold and grey and stuff.”

A few weeks ago just the thought of Karen sincerely apologizing to me would have had me in fits of laughter but now that she was a bimbo she was ever so sweet and thanks to some spells she had a completely different opinion about me than she used to. She no longer absolutely hated me, she now positively loved me.

“Don’t think about the colors, don’t even think at all,” I told her as I twisted around and unbuckled my pants, freeing my shaft which had been trapped within, “instead tend to this for me.”

She gasped as my cock came into sight. It was the cock of the man she loved and she just happened to be a cock loving busty bimbo.

“Like right away!” she squealed in joy as she dropped down onto her knees, settling between my legs as I took a seat and allowed her to do all the work.

My cock had felt the touch of a few of those brats who had been tormented me but at last it was getting to feel the main prize, it was getting to ravish the body of the queen bee herself.

The eager bimbofied Kandy snuggled up close to my lap and opened those plush lips up, strands of saliva dripping down as she began to kiss and make out with the head of my cock with a sloppy desire to please. Her hips rocked from side to side as she rolled her tongue out and began to spread that spit, lathering my erect manhood into a drool coating.

What began as a makeout session between bimbo and cock soon turned into a more convention suckle as she wrapped those dick sucking pillows around the head of my rod and began to suck.

Kandy dragged the front of her tube top down and hoisted her soft jugs up, spreading them across my lap. The juiciness of those heavy mounds engulfed the base of my erection as she began to combine two actions; a titfuck and a blowjob.

I groaned out in pleasure and gripped tightly to my arm rest, the surges of pleasure coursing through me as she bobbed up and down, her lips engulfing more of my shaft as she rolled her head down to almost kiss against her own bosom, dragging herself back up with a wet slurp when she couldn’t go any lower.

Developing a bimbo mindset meant that Kandy also developed the instincts and talents of a bimbo slut. I had no idea what her past experience was like but thanks to my magic she had become a very skilled cock sucker.

Those newly developed abilities of her were driving my body wild. I could feel the pulsing, the bubbling, the butterflies surging deep in my loins as she brought my emotions up to the surface. She was making me cum.

Once she pushed me over the edge I clamped my hand down onto her head and held her there, my fingers burying into her platinum blonde locks.

“Here it comes,” I groaned out, my breathing deep, “Here comes your medicine Kandy. Drink up.”

My orgasm shuddered through me and unleashed into her waiting mouth, the hot ropes of climax spraying from my throbbing bulbous cock down into the confines of her draining throat.

Thanks to her desires and the grip of my hand she didn’t remove herself from my lap, from around my cock, until she had drained every single drop of my orgasm. Only then did I release her, only then was she allowed to drag her head back up, strands of glistening spit hanging between her panting lips and my manhood.

“Like wow you cum is so delish,” she giggled, not at all unhappy with her treatment. She swirled the cum around her mouth, lathering the flavor over her tongue, before swallowing it all down. She even rolled out her tongue to show off the fact every drop had gone.

“Impressive, very impressive,” I mused, commending both her oral talents and her cum gobbling eagerness, “But you aren’t off the hook yet. I won’t be letting you off the hook for a long time.”

She pouted her plump lips and wobbled her titties around my lap, whining, “Well what do I gotta do then?”

“Well, for a start, it wouldn’t hurt if you climbed onto my lap and rode my hard cock with that small, juicy, pussy.”

Kandy’s face lit up from my suggestion, “Like really? OMG thank you! I thought you were like mad at me or something!”

“I was mad. I was very mad. But it’s hard to stay mad at somebody as dumb as you,” I chuckled, caressing my fingers along her cheeks and her jaw before guiding her upwards so that she could mount me and straddle across my lap.

The feeling of her delectable breasts wobbling had gotten me warmed up for round two and the sweet scent of that bimbo body being packed up ever so close to me had finished the job. My cock was hard and ready to go again.

Kandy rolled her hips forward and back, the wetness of her pussy rubbing across my exposed hardness, her body preparing itself for me.

With my shaft glistening in her juices and her pussy aching for my size she hoisted herself upwards before pressing back down, her wet cunny kissing the bulbous head of my meat length, my cock sinking into her once again, joining us together as man and woman.

A quivering moan slipped from her as my hardness claimed her soft insides as its property, her eyes fluttering as her body shuddered and I spread her tightness open around my girth.

“So good,” she groaned as she rested her head onto my shoulder, her arms wrapped up around my back, fingers clinging into my body, “Your cock feels like so good!”

“And to think you spent so long abusing me, calling me Professor Virgin and now here you are moaning about how my cock feels.”

“Like I said I was sorry and stuff. I didn’t mean to be bad.”

I delivered a hard slap onto her fat ass, making her sizeable mass of juicy booty meat wobble.

“Don’t lie to me. You did mean to be bad, you knew you were being a bitch, you just didn’t care.”

“Like yeah!” she squealed as I continued to slap her ass around, my stinging spanks making her bottom glow a harsh shade of red, “But now I’m sorry! I’ve changed! I don’t wanna be bad anymore!”

“Then what to do you wanna do?” I growled, gripping a hold of that sore backside.

“Like-like, I wanna fuck!”

Such a honest answer. To reward her for her honesty I took a firm hold of her hips and I dragged them downwards, pushing my throbbing cock into her with a sudden rush, one that left her howling out.

I began to rock and buck my hips upwards, using my hands to keep her body in place. She couldn’t escape from me, she had to remain sitting, feeling my hardness pummeling up through her wet folds, grinding across her sensitive spots, slowly driving her crazy.

The look on her face was that of a bitch in heat. It was certainly an upgrade from the usual bitch demeanor she had. Now she was my bimbo bitch.

Her hot, wet, eager, squeezing folds were driving me crazy as well. Ever since getting possession of the magic book I’d managed to fuck a whole variety of tight bimbo girls but still the succulent feeling of Kandy’s cum craving body was driving me towards a climax.

“You devious little minx,” I snarled as my fingers dug deep into her curves, fingers gripping onto her exposed flesh, “This slutty body of yours is driving me wild, I’m about to cum, I’m about to flood your twat with my hot cream.”

“Like do it! Do it do it!” she begged me, panting in her red hot lust, “Fill me, fill me with your cum please!”

Karen had completely fallen, the queen had gotten her comeuppance. In her place was Kandy, the slutty bimbo ready to be bred by me.

Everything about her, everything about what we were doing, drove me past my limit. My orgasm was coming and there was no way that I could prevent it, I just had to go with the flow. I dragged her hips down as tight as I could, my cock sealing itself deep in her loins as I cried out for a final time.

“I’m cumming!” before everything went white.

Out it came, my explosive, virile, filling orgasm, being pumped with rope after rope of hot batter into her young womb. She was barely out of her teens and she was getting her loins flooded with seed, a raw orgasm marking her perverted insides.

If one needed further proof about what a sexual deviant Kandy had became then the fact she joined me in orgasm was sure to confirm it, her back arching as she hissed out, her pussy juices gushing in a vivid squirt, both of our ascents to the heights of pleasure quite clear.

We seemed to spend forever up in the clouds of bliss, the last drops of my cum dripping out into her semen stuffed body, claiming her as mine. I just remained lying there as my former nemesis curled up against my chest.

“I love you Hugo,” she moaned with a small, breathy, pant, completely transformed from head bully to my personal toy.

The payback was finally complete. The college was purged. The brat pack was gone. Finally university could go back to being a place of learning.

It was my complete victory.


Without Karen around, and all of her followers, lessons suddenly became a much more cheerful place. Every step of my payback had made the environment warmer but there was still that chilling elephant in the room at the back of everyone’s minds. However once even the queen bee felt my bimbo sting that cold front was gone for good and everything was looking rosy.

“Good morning Hugo,” a cheerful Kandy giggled as she made her way into the lecture. Of course there were lots of rumors about what had happened to Karen and her allies to turn them from the university’s worst bullies into the friendliest bimbos around but nobody had any idea what the answer could be, or that I had anything to do with it.

There was no way that anybody would be able to stumble across the magic book either because even I had no idea where it was. It seemed to had vanished completely. I’d tried to find it after I was done with Kandy but it was nowhere in sight. Just as suddenly as it had appeared it had vanished.

However I no longer needed the book. The book had solely been a tool I was using to take down Karen and her minions. I had won, the battle was over and I was the victor. I didn’t need the book anymore.

Perhaps it would turn up somewhere else where trouble was afoot? It didn’t matter to me, all that was important was my university was a great place once again, not to mention in the process I’d managed to pick up a few personal prizes for myself as well, some spoils of war.

Karen used to be the evil witch who tormented me. Now she was the eager bimbo who was paying me back in whatever way I desired.
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NEW ~ From Farmhand To Hucow: The Complete Series

Fertile Final Frontier

Seed From Outer Space: Saving the Alien Race

Seed From Outer Space: Seeding in the City

Seed From Outer Space: Cloning the Alien

Bimbo Pets

Collaring the Bimbo Pet: Her Man’s Best Friend

Collaring the Bimbo Pet: Taming the Brat

Collaring the Bimbo Pet: His Hucow Other Half

Digital Bimbos

The Bimbo’s of Extra Life: From Bland to Blonde

The Bimbo’s of Extra Life: Transformation to a Trophy Wife

Crown of Control

The King’s Crown: Ruling the Partner

The King’s Crown: Ruling the Hostess

The King’s Crown: Ruling the Princess

Win or Bimbo

The Bimbo Games: Must Not Lose

The Bimbo Games: Must Not Moo

The Bimbo Games: Must Not Drop

Camera Warp

Bimbos in Focus: Capturing the Bimbo Best Friend

Bimbos in Focus: Capturing the Bimbo Next Door

Bimbos in Focus: Capturing the Bimbo in Need

Harem Warp

Harem Builder: Recruiting the Crush

Harem Builder: Recruiting the Brat

Harem Builder: Recruiting the Housewife

Harem Builder: Recruiting the Group

Harem Builder: Recruiting the Rival

Voice Warp

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Mother Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Sister Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Classmate Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned My Teacher Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned A Clerk Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned A Popstar Into A Bimbo

Oops! I Accidentally Turned The Agent Into A Bimbo

And be sure to check out my full catalogue for more of my work.
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