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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 tip toes 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.
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