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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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