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Enslaved

I stood outside the doorway, preparing myself to enter. I wasn’t... well, I wasn’t entirely ready to face him, to tell the truth.

You see, Dr. Matthews was my thesis advisor. I was taking my PhD in advanced psychology, and my work aligned perfectly with his. My acceptance to the program had been nothing but the best news of my life, and the first year I worked with him had been a joy. But... well, things changed over this past week. You see, in all the time we’d been together, I guess he had... I dunno, he thought I was coming on to him or something. Last week, in one of our sessions, he had tried to kiss me. I rebuffed him, and I left his office in a panic.

We hadn’t talked since, but we both knew we had to. The thing is- well, it’s not like he’s a bad guy. He’s handsome, he’s funny, he’s smart, but- well, he’s almost twice my age, and he’s married! I don’t do that sort of thing, I’m not that sort of girl. His voicemail was just a terse “Kate, we need to talk. Today. 3 PM.” And so that’s how I found myself here, in front of his office, steeling myself to go in. Finally, taking a deep breath, I knocked.

“Come in.” he said, his low voice echoing beneath the door. I entered, and the moment he saw me I saw his jaw tighten. Clearly he was as embarrassed as I was.

“Ah, Kate.” He said, taking off his glasses. “Please, sit down.”

“Thank you.” I said cordially, cool but polite. I sat down in the high-back leather chair, unconsciously smoothing my skirt as I did so.

“Look, Kate, I...” he said. He put his hands on his face, rubbing it. “I’ll get to the point. I was wrong. You’re not to blame here. I was completely, utterly in the wrong for what I did. I should not have assumed you felt the way I did, and I should never, ever have been as forward as I was or initiated any sort of romantic contact between us.”

“I...” I said. He held up his hand.

“Please, let me finish.” He said. “You don’t have to say anything, if you don’t want to. And if you’d like to change advisors, I’d understand. However, I want to put this past us, and I’d like to continue working together. Your work really is amazing, and I’m not just saying that. Do you think we can put this incident behind us and get back to work, in a professional setting, and do the amazing work we know we can do?”

“I...” I said. I smiled with relief, the first time this whole week. I was grateful how he had approached it, how sympathetic he was. “Thank you. And yes, I’m ready to get back to work if you are.”

“Fantastic!” he said. “I was actually just working on something before you came in that I’d like your opinion on.”

“Be happy to lend it. What were you working on?” I said. He swiveled his monitor around so I could see it.

“Well... that’s the thing. I’m not sure, exactly.” He said. “It’s a new type of image-based mind therapy from a colleague of mine at the University of Rotterdam. It’s supposed to elicit strong feelings and thoughts in the viewer if it’s calibrated to the specific viewer, but I’m not feeling anything. Do you have any experience in this?”

“Dr. Von Helfing’s experiments?” I said. I furrowed my brow. “A little. It was promising, but there was something about it being too specialized to have any useful therapeutic purpose. I do remember the basic way the images were supposed to work, however.”

“Can you take a look at this one and see if maybe you can retool it a bit?” he said. “I’d love for it to work before I bring it to a departmental meeting.”

“Sure, I’d be happy to.” I said. The monitor was a little far away, so I stood up and leaned over the desk to get a closer look. I was grateful to see that Dr. Matthews didn’t even look down my shirt- he was definitely taking this professionalism really seriously. I put my attention towards the image on the screen. It was your standard Von Helfing mind therapy image, but there was definitely something off about it.

“Hmm, there’s definitely something weird about this.” I said, furrowing my brow again. It had a very strange property I had never noticed before in a Von Helfing, some kind of shimmering, undulating glow to it. It made it very hard to see what the problem was.

“What is it?” Dr. Matthews said.

“I... hrm, I...” I said. I shook my head. It was like grasping at straws, looking at this image. It seemed to shimmer, blink, warp in and out. I could’ve sworn that it was somehow growing bigger, escaping the computer screen and taking over my vision. Still, it was very pleasant to look at. You could have put it in an art installation, the way it shimmered and moved, organically spiraling before my very eyes.

“Kate? Are you alright?” he said, looking over at me. I shook my head.

“I... uh... mmhmm...” I said. The image was rapidly all I could see, all I wanted to see. How could anything be so beautiful, so wonderful, so all-encompassing? I had never seen anything like it, not in any museum, not in any painting. Somebody should really tell Von Helfing that he had missed his true calling, that he was an artist and not a scientist.

“You seem a little distracted.” He said. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed that his eyes were now bolted on my breasts, staring straight down my cleavage. There was a small corner of my mind that knew I should be bothered by this, but the image was too important. It was so complex, so wonderful, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it.

“I... uh... yes...” I said, watching the shapes unfold and coalesce in front of me. It was a happy, peaceful feeling; I felt like I was sinking into a warm, relaxing bath, my thoughts submerged below the surface. It felt like I had been watching the screen forever, it felt like nothing else existed.

“Have you figured out the problem yet, Katie?” Dr. Matthews said. He got up, moving around to my side of the desk. He placed his hand on the small of my back, though I felt the pressure only dimly as I continued to look at the computer screen.

“Nuh... no...” I said, barely managing to get the words out as I shook my head.

“Oh Katie, darling, that’s alright. I’ll tell you.” He said. “That’s a real Von Helfing, alright. The problem, however, is that it wasn’t calibrated for me, my love. It was calibrated for you.”

“Muh...me...?” I said. I struggled to comprehend his words through the thick fog that had come down upon me.

“Yes, my dear.” He said. His hand slid down slowly, deliberately, to cup my bottom. “You rebuffed my advances last week, as I imagined you might. But that wouldn’t do- I just had to have you. So I spent the rest of the week programming this delightful little image for you.”

I tried to reply, but it was so much effort; I couldn’t. I realized, dimly through the fog of my brain, that he was hypnotizing me; he was using those beautiful, wonderful shapes to alter my brain, to change my very thoughts and feelings. A small part of me said it was wrong, that I should go, that this wasn’t right, that he shouldn’t be firmly cupping my bottom, but I didn’t care; all I wanted to do was watch the shapes, watch them go around and around.

“You see, you’re very beautiful, Katie.” He said, rubbing me, almost nonchalantly. “That firm, tight ass, those long, shapely legs... I want them wrapped around me. And that’s what this program is designed to do. Turn you into my obedient, hapless little slut. Don’t you want that?”

I nodded before catching myself- did I want that? I was so confused. On the one hand I knew this was wrong, so wrong, but I wanted it so badly- the shapes, the shimmering shapes were telling me that it was ok, that it was right, and somehow I knew they were telling me a truth, an indelible truth that I could not deny. Time seemed to melt away as I stared at those shapes, and the minutes stretched into hours, stretched into eons as I stared at the squares. Somewhere, faintly, I heard a small ding come from the computer.

“Ah, the program has run its course.” Dr. Matthews said. “Wonderful. How are you feeling, Katie?”

“I... don’t... know...” I said. It was so hard to think. The words jumbled in my head, bouncing around, but there was something else now: the squares, those images, not leaving me, never leaving me, soothing voices that told me everything was ok, everything was right.

“You’re feeling good, I suspect.” Dr. Matthews said. “You’re feeling very good, aren’t you?”

“Yes... good...” I said thickly. And all of a sudden, I realized he was right. I felt really good; I loved those squares, loved the voices.

“You’re a wonderful test subject, Katie.” He said. “It worked even without the second set of images. I’d have thought I’d have to use them, you know.”

“Now, let’s begin.” He said. “Be a good girl and take off your panties, won’t you?”

I did so, obeying his command. It seemed... right, somehow , to do so, and I had no reason to complain. Slowly, thickly, as in a dream, I slid my panties to the floor, still bent over the desk, exposing my naked sex to him. His hands ran along my butt, sliding slower and slower to my sex.

“Let’s see just how well Von Helfing’s little program worked, hmm?” Dr. Matthews said. “Katie, begin to finger yourself.”

It felt like my body obeyed even before my mind had a chance to process the command. I slid my hand beneath my skirt, and began to thrust my fingers in and out of my pussy mechanically.

“Hmm, no, that won’t do at all.” Dr. Matthews said. “It seems the programming has been overlaid too strongly. Katie, can you hear me? Can you understand me?”

“Yes.” I said, dully, robotically, as I continued to finger myself. It seemed as though it was someone else fingering me; the fog had settled down on me so thick that I was almost removed from myself. I continued to thrust my fingers in and out of my pussy as I was told.

“Very good.” Dr. Matthews said. “Katie, my sweet, listen to me carefully. When I snap my fingers, you’re going to become incredibly aroused. You’ll revert to your old personality, but you’ll follow all my commands unquestioningly and find nothing strange about this situation. Do you understand?”

“I understand.” I said thickly, my fingers still thrusting in and out.

“Wonderful.” He said. And then he snapped his fingers and... the fog lifted. Oh GOD, but did it lift. I gasped as the snap reverberated through the air. It seemed to leave his fingers and go straight into me, an electric shock straight to my pussy. I had never felt this wave of arousal before. It was incredible, intense, above and beyond anything I had ever experienced before.

“Unnh!” I said, the force of the new feelings, the new sensations hitting me with a force I was unprepared for. Dr. Matthews laughed behind me.

“That worked better than I thought.” He said. “How are you feeling now, my dear?”

“ogod...” I said. Before, I had been fingering myself only because he had told me to. Now, though... I couldn’t even describe it. It was like my pussy had lit up, jolts of electricity firing through it. I wasn’t just going in and out now- I was exploring, sliding, making myself feel good, rubbing my fingers on my slit, inside my pussy, and snaking out again to hit my clit.

“Sounds like you’re enjoying yourself, Katie, dear.” He said, chuckling.

“Mmm... yes...”  I said, furiously fingering myself as I bent over my desk. With the return of my personality came that little voice in my head- that something was off about this whole situation. I didn’t care, though- it was pushed down by my lust, by the raw, unadulterated arousal flowing through my body.

“That’s good.” He said. “That’s very good, Katie. But you know what you’re forgetting?”

“Uh... what?” I said. I wish he’d stop talking. He was distracting me from my clit, from my wonderful, beautiful clit that was thrumming and humming and sending me waves of crashing pleasure like I had not ever known before.

“You’re forgetting how good it makes you feel when you please other people, too!” he said. “You know how much you love to suck my dick.”

“Oh, right!” I said. I turned around from the table, and there his hard, pulsating cock was, right in front of me. How could I have been so stupid? I loved sucking his cock. It must have been the fingering, how aroused I was.

“Kneel and suck my cock, Kate.” He said, wagging his cock at me playfully. I knelt in front of him, and I grabbed his cock in my hands.

“Isn’t it the biggest cock you’ve ever seen, Katie?” he said.

It was. I started to run one hand along it, the other hand still deeply buried in my pussy, and I marveled at just how big it really was. I don’t think I’d ever seen a cock that big before, actually. I started to run my hand up and down his shaft, kissing the tip slowly, luxuriously, every now and then. I heard him groan, and I smiled. I loved it when he groaned, and his pleasure sent another wave of my own deep into my eager, anxious body.

I looked up at him with a wicked grin, and started to slide my mouth over his cock, slowly, teasingly, never breaking eye contact with him. He moaned again in ecstasy as my mouth started to slide down onto his cock. I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to take his whole cock into my mouth, but I was able to do it, and he seemed to love it as his entire shaft slid deeply into my mouth. His eyes shut as he groaned, a deep sound coming from deep within him. His head started to move rhythmically, side by side, as his breath started coming faster and faster.

“Oh god, yes, Katie...” he said, whispering it gently as I cupped his balls, rubbing them gently as I took his cock in and out of my mouth. He groaned again as I rubbed his balls gently while his cock disappeared into my mouth over and over again; he thrust his head back and began to buck towards me instinctively, curling his fingers in my short blonde hair. And oh god, was it making me hot.

I loved his cock thrusting deep into my mouth. Every thrust of his mouth sent another jolt of shock down to my pussy, where my fingers were flitting in and out furiously in my wet, dripping pussy. I rubbed my clit furiously, spurred onward by his thrusting in and out of my mouth, and I realized I wasn’t going to last much longer. The pleasure was intense, too intense, threatening to overwhelm me at any moment. I could feel him reaching the brink as well, his thrusts becoming more and more manic, his hips bucking wildly into my mouth, plunging his cock deeper and deeper down my throat.

“Katie, listen to me carefully.” He said. “When I come, you’re going to come at the same time. You’re going to swallow all my come like the greedy cocksucking slut you are. Do you understand?”

I could not reply, but instead continued pumping his cock in and out of my mouth with renewed vigor. It was then that I felt it- I felt that tensing in his hips that signaled that he was about to come. And he did- with a grunt, he came in my mouth, his warm seed shooting into my mouth. I swallowed it hungrily, greedy, desperate for all of it- and then my own orgasm came.

It wracked me like a tidal wave. I had never, ever felt an orgasm like that before, an intensity that refused to let up. It was irresistible, and I could do nothing but let it happen and struggle to keep Dr. Matthews cock in my mouth, eagerly swallowing the rest of him as my orgasm continued to hit me in wave upon endless wave of sensation. My world almost melted away for a moment, and nothing existed except him, his cock, and my own uncontrollable pleasure.

I don’t know how long my orgasm lasted, deep in the throes of pleasure as I was, but for a moment I forgot everything existed, all of it gone. As I came back to reality, however, I realized, dreamily, that I was still kneeling in front of Dr. Matthews. He had my hair in his hands, and he was stroking my head gently, like a pet.

“That’s a good girl, Katie.” He said sweetly, rubbing my head. I beamed up at him happily. “You’re a wonderful test subject, and you’re an amazing cock sucker.”

“Thanks!” I said. “It’s easy when you love doing it.”

“It sure is.” He said, and he laughed. But then my mind wandered for a moment, and I realized that I had never enjoyed sucking cock before. In fact, I had always refused to swallow, every time. I thought it was disgusting. I wonder why I had thought that?

“That’s weird, though.” I said, furrowing my brow.

“What’s weird?” he said. “Oh, get up and lean over the desk, would you? I liked that view of your tits.”

“Oh, sure.” I said. I got up quickly, bending over the desk and pressing my breasts together. “It’s just...”

“Just what, dear?” he said. He moved over to the computer, turning the computer screen back to him. I heard him fiddling with some keys, every now and then glancing down my shirt. I jiggled my tits for him when he did, smiling when he couldn’t take his eyes off them.

“I don’t remember liking that before, and something feels... off.” I said. “I can’t explain it, it’s like... I dunno. Like a dream.”

“How so?” he said.

“Well, I remember coming in and...” I said. I stopped. I remembered the shapes, the images. He had... he had done something! Something that made me want this. The realization hit me like a thunderbolt.

“It... you did something.” I said. He nodded. He turned the computer screen back to me, and I saw the shapes again.

“No, don’t- oh, no... nuh.... No....” I said, helpless, looking at the squares and shapes again. I had forgotten what I was saying, staring at the shapes.

“I thought that might happen.” Dr. Matthews said, moving back behind me. I could feel his rapidly re-hardening cock pressed against my thigh, but I didn’t care- those shapes, those wonderful shapes were back. “The decoupling of the original programming combined with the sudden orgasm shook the core reprogramming technique. No matter, this will be permanent.”

“Uh... perma...nent...” I said, looking at the screen. Dr. Matthews positioned himself behind me, his cock pressed against the entrance to my sex.

“Yes, combining the sexual component with the programmatic component should fix things.” He said. “Katie, darling, listen to me. You need my cock. You want my cock. You want it desperately inside you. You would do anything for it.

“I... yes.” I said. And all of a sudden, a deep longing filled me- oh god, but I needed it! That big, hard cock at my thighs was wiping away all of my thoughts, all of my feelings. There screamed still a little voice in my head that said this wasn’t right, but I swept it away; all I wanted was his cock, was that big, rock-hard cock filling me completely. I bucked at him, whimpering, trying to get it in me, but he held me firm. I never took my eyes off the shapes.

“Now now, Katie. You’ll get fucked, don’t worry.” He said. “All you have to do is repeat after me, alright?”

“y...yes...” I said. I would do anything for that cock.

“I love Dr. Matthews.” He said. “Unquestioningly. He is my master, and I will do anything for him.”

“I...” I said, hesitating. I wanted that cock so bad, but something felt wrong about this. “I love...”

He pushed his cock a little deeper, so just the tip was entering my pussy. I gasped. Then he stopped. I needed that, needed more of that

“Oh god, please...” I whimpered.

“Say it, Katie.” He said firmly.

“I... I love Dr. Matthews.” I said. “Unquestioningly. He is my master, and I will do anything for him.”

“Good girl.” He said. He rewarded me with a little more of his cock, pushing in a little deeper. I gasped, my arms trembling, almost giving way.

“I am a slave.” Dr. Matthews said. “I am my master’s sex slave, and I will do anything for him. I have no thoughts of my own, no will of my own. I will obey him forever.

“I...” I said, hesitating again. A small part of me was screaming that this was wrong, not to do this, that this was a cliff I could never return from, never come back from. But that cock... oh god, I needed it so badly, needed it deep inside me, filling me. He again said nothing, simply pushing deeper into me, and I broke, whatever vestiges of resistance I had disappearing. I jumped over the cliff.

“I am a slave.” I said. “I am my master’s sex slave, and I will do anything for him. I have no thoughts of my own, no will of my own. I will obey him forever.”

“Good slave.” Dr. Matthews said, and at that moment everything changed. I felt myself wash away, replaced with a new core: I knew, without a doubt, I was his. His forever. My master owned me, owned me completely, and would forever more.

“Very good.” He said. He began to thrust, and his hips bucked against mine rhythmically, slowly, almost detached. “Now your programming is complete. What are you?”

“I’m your slave, Master.” I said happily. “Yours forever. I live to serve.”

“Good slave.” He said. “That programming worked very well, indeed. It pleases me to fuck you from behind.”

“Oh, good, Master!” I squealed in delight. I loved pleasing my master so much. I didn’t even remember why I felt any differently, before. This was much better. I didn’t even feel that lust for cock like I did- I lusted after something different now. I lusted after his pleasure. I loved when Master’s cock entered me because he loved when his cock entered me.

“Now that you’re my sex slave, Katie, I was thinking of adding more girls to the harem.” He said idly, thrusting into me. “That friend of yours, Andrea, I think should be our next. What do you think?”

“Oh yes, master.”I said, happily bucking my ass against him. “She’s very hot. She would make an excellent slave.”

“I agree.” He said. He slid out of me. “Has anyone ever fucked you in the ass, before?”

“No, Master.” I said.

“I’m going to.” He said. “Prepare your ass for me, will you?”

“Oh yes, Master. Of course!” I said happily, spreading my asshole for him. As his cock pressed on it and slid in, I realized how good it felt to please my master, how good it felt to have my master do whatever he wanted with me. As my master pressed his cock into my virgin asshole, I gasped with delight for him as he groaned, the tightness of my ass good on his cock. I was so happy that Master was going to enslave Andrea like he enslaved me. It was the best feeling in the world, and I was so glad I had a virgin asshole to please my master as he pumped in and out of me, excited for the days to come together...


Suspicions of Sin

December 10th, 1872

Liza,

I thank you most kindly for your recent letter, and please send your parents the best. Everything at the convent has been wonderful since last we spoke, and the sisters here are nothing but kind to me. Giving myself up for God has been one of the most wonderful things I have ever chosen to do, and I have felt nothing but the most contented peace in my bosom since taking up the habit here at Our Lady of Virginity.

And yet... even as I penned those words I knew them not to be completely true. Something has happened, something strange, something I cannot believe and yet cannot ignore. I would keep this to myself, dear Liza, but I know that you can be trusted, that you shall not dismiss me out of hand. I know that you of all people will allow me to tell my story and reserve judgment until later. So please, read these words now, and tell me if I am simply being hysterical, as I think I very well may be.

I shall afford you some context for the unbelievable tale I am going to tell you. The convent is well placed here, and many of our fellow brothers and sisters come from around the world to stay in our beautiful halls and enjoy the lush, vibrant countryside that God has seen fit to give us. One such visitor arrived a few days ago, a man named Abbot Lucifer. A strange name, I know, for one of the cloth- I was taken aback by it, that such a pious man could have such an evil name. I asked him about it when he arrived, and he laughed, a deep, sonorous laugh.

“My sister,” he said, “how could I do otherwise? My parents, godless as they were, gifted me with the name of the Morningstar. How better to combat the devil than to wear his name as I take the cloth to serve the Almighty?”

His words made sense then, and I admired him for it: he was right in that there could be no better way to mock the devil himself than to use his name in the worship of God. His voice was deep, booming, and pleasant: I reflected that he must be a gifted orator, and I thought that his addition to the choir during that night would add a welcome, harmonious bass to our small but vibrant set of singers.

He came to dinner that night and was welcomed gladly. Mother Superior had had his acquaintance for some time, it seems, and they laughed and joked as old friends. Several of the other sisters joined them who seemed also to know him, and it was wonderful to see these old friends reunited beneath God’s house. Or... well, so I thought at the time. I am not sure what to believe now.

Before I continue, let me say that I would never have cast any aspersions on a man of the cloth. Abbot Lucifer seemed wonderful, and the few moments I spoke to him he was nothing but godly, kind, and courteous. He seemed... a bit too friendly with Mother Superior, if you take my meaning. Goodness, but I am blushing to recount this! A few moments during the dinner, his hand seemed to brush over her bosom once or twice. They were talking and laughing, and I assumed it to be accidental, and I dismissed the sly glint of their eyes as a product of my over active imagination.

But then it happened, the event that I have been building towards, the event that I hope that you will be able to explain away to me. I pray to the Lord, Liza, that you will be able to- for I cannot, though I have tried.

After dinner we had retired to our cells to prepare for the morning devotions. I myself was extremely tired- I was not usually up so late, and I had fallen asleep a few times as the dinner ended, much to my shame. My room, owing to my status as one of the newest sisters, was on the far side of the convent, in the newer construction that had been finished a few years ago. To approach it meant to walk down a large stone hallway that echoed your every step. I had more than once been mortified at how loud my steps were sometimes in the silence of the night, and I wondered why anyone would have designed it in such a way that it might wake a sister who had gone to bed before the others.

This night, however, its strange acoustics worked in a different way entirely. As I walked down the hall to my room, I heard voices talking. I am not normally one to eavesdrop, you understand, but the voice I heard was not a woman’s. It was a man’s, deep and powerful, and I recognized it at once. It was Abbot Lucifer! I stopped for a moment- I enjoyed the sound of his voice, I am not ashamed to say- and would hear a few words of his wisdom before I went to my bed, as tired as I was.

“I cannot believe the Mother Superior lets you pray in such a fashion, sister!” he said, laughing. “This is hardly the way to pray in our new civilized times. Come, let me teach you the new ways, the ways that have come from the continent.”

“Y... yes... teach me...” a voice responded. I recognized that voice! It was the voice of Sister Christine. She was one of the new arrivals, same as me, but she had quickly made a name for herself as one of the most pious of the sisters. In fact, we used to joke with her that she had to be virtuous; she was one of the most beautiful among us, and many men would have wanted her in their bed.  I wondered too at what new method of praying the Abbot wished to teach her, but I dared not interrupt them. Heavens, Liza, I am not so boorish as that! I think now, however, it is a good thing that I did not interrupt them, as I shall tell you.

I moved slowly towards the chamber where the voices were coming from, careful for my footsteps not to resound in the stone hallway, and I was able to slide the door a bit to the side to see through. I saw the two of them through the crack of the door. They were in one of the small side chapels off to the side, and they were at the altar together. I smiled. The Abbot was good to Sister Christine, to take the time to show her how to pray.

“Now, then, sister.” The Abbot said, patiently. “Down on your knees, in devotion to your God.”

“Down... knees...” she responded, thickly. Her voice sounded strange- as though she was tired, or just awoken from sleep, or had a few too many cups of wine. I do not wish to impugn her, of course, but I say this only for the comparison. Sister Christine got down on her knees and faced the altar. I expected the Abbot to do the same, and for them to pray together. He did not, however- instead he moved in front of her, placing his hand on her head. I supposed it was some sort of benediction. He adjusted his habit for a moment, rearranging it. He looked to be getting something out of it.

“Now then, my dear sister.” He said. “Bring your hands up, clasp your hands in prayer, and begin to slide them back and forth.”

He put his hand on her head at this moment, gently moving it where it should be, even as her hands started to slide back and forth. I did not understand this devotion, but it seemed to me something that could only have come from the continent. They were entirely too close together for any sort of proper worship for me, I will tell you that!

This continued for a moment, and I realized that Sister Christine had started to bob her head in a rhythmic motion. She was moving closer to the Abbot and then farther away in a rhythm, his hand still on top of her head. It must have been some sort of benediction or chant that I could not hear, because it seemed to me that his body seemed to move in time as well. His hand kept with her head, the two of them in perfect sync, seemingly as one in God.

The Abbot seemed to be pleased with Sister Christine’s grasp of the new prayer style. Occasionally he would sigh deeply, as if in devotion, or let out little whispers of “Yes, sister” or “you’re so good, sister, keep going”. I assumed they were exhortations of devotion, and I must admit I was a little jealous that Sister Christine had taken to her devotions so well in front of Abbot Lucifer. Boldly, I edged a little closer to see if I could hear the chant, and then... then I saw it.

I apologize for what I am about to describe to you, Liza. I do not wish to shock you, or disgust you in any way, shape, or form. Know that what follows I only describe for the sake of completeness, that you may know the entirety of what I saw and then decide for yourself whether it truly could have come to pass or whether I am myself simply dreaming the entire thing. I fervently pray that I was, Liza- Lord knows this to be true!

For when I edged forward, Liza, I saw what had truly transpired. What I had taken to be the devout ministry of Abbot Lucifer to Sister Christine was something else entirely. I thought Abbot Lucifer had readjusted his robes, and he had- but not for any godly purpose. He had taken out his... I shudder to say it, Liza, but I must- his male member, and Sister Christine, far from praying, had taken it fully and deeply into her mouth. She bobbed her head not to the rhythm of some chant, but in the sinful act of pleasuring the Abbot with her mouth!

What I had taken for her hands clasped in prayer was something else entirely. Her hands were firmly on his member, stroking back and forth even as she enclosed her ruby red lips, making it disappear deep into her mouth with every thrust. Her hands moved back and forth quickly, smoothly- she had evidently taken the Abbot’s lessons to heart. God only knows how many of these there had been, judging from how good she was. I had never seen anything like it, of course, but there was no hesitation in her motion, none at all.

She would take it deep in her mouth, and then bring it back out again- Liza, it was so big! I don’t know how she got that big, throbbing member into her mouth over and over again. But she did- she would take it in her hand, rub the tip with her palm, stroke her hands up and down along his member, then move along to his balls and cup them, rub them gently before taking his member again into her mouth, the entire length of it simply disappearing into her mouth as she bobbed back and forth on his member.

And those sighs, Liza! Those sighs I took for devotions? Those soft exhortations of encouragement to Sister Christine? They were nothing more than guttural, sinful cries of passion, sighs of pleasure as Sister Christine stimulated him with her mouth. He kept sighing, kept grunting and groaning as she continued to take it deep inside her mouth without fail, her tongue darting in and around it, sliding up and down it, moving up to the tip and then back again as it disappeared yet again into her mouth.

But that wasn’t the worst, Liza, oh no... not by far. For just as her head began to bob faster, Abbot Lucifer grabbed her by the back of the hair, arresting her movement. He brought her off him, and her mouth made a wet pop as it came off his member. She looked up at him, unblinking, the most placid of expressions on her face. I thought it strange that she should show so little emotion, but then perhaps she was choosing not to dwell on this perversion of God’s love that she was choosing to commit with the Abbot.

“Now then, sister.” He said, looking into her eyes. “It’s time for the final part of the devotion. Prostrate yourself on the altar there.”

“Prostrate... altar...” Sister Christine said, in that same thick voice she used before, and moved towards the altar. She bent over, placing her front on the altar, and waited there patiently. He moved behind her slowly, lasciviously, and reached down to the hem of her habit. Slowly, ever so slowly, he started to pull it up. He was enjoying the scene, enjoying Sister Christine laying there, waiting for him. Finally, he finished pulling up her habit, exposing her naked, bare bottom for him. He ran his hand along it slowly, smoothly, sinfully. Sister Christine did not move.

And then he... he moved his hand down towards her opening, the opening of her sex. He slid one finger in, and it went in easily, with no resistance, disappearing inside her sex. He pushed in and out of her for a moment, slowly, leisurely... she made no move, not a one, not even to resist the evil thing he was doing to her. He took out his finger from her sex with a wet sound, and I saw it was slick with her own juices from inside her sex. He laughed, his deep, booming laugh- but it was pleasant no longer. It was deep, evil, foreboding.

“So wet, sister.” He said, leaning over her. “You want it, don’t you? You’re ready for the final devotion, to have the sacrament.”

“Yes... want it... ready...” Sister Christine said tonelessly. Abbot Lucifer positioned himself behind her, his member pressing up against her sex, and... he penetrated her, Liza! I cannot even believe I am writing these words, but he penetrated her! He slid his member deep inside her sex, and she took it all in easily, his member finding no resistance as it slid its way deep inside her. She gave the slightest of starts, her body rocking to receive him inside her, but she made no sound as he slid in her. He moaned deep, a deep, guttural groan of satisfaction, and I could not believe that she took it in. I... you should have seen it, Liza. It was big, pulsing, throbbing- it looked as though it filled her completely, utterly.

He began to thrust in and out of her slowly, his rock-hard member meeting no resistance from her. As he thrust she began to meet his movements, rocking her hips back and forth on him to meet his thrusts. Her actions were... I don’t know how to describe it. It was as if she was a marionette, a doll, existing for nothing but his pleasure as he ravaged her from behind.

“You’re nice and tight for me, sister.” He said, thrusting his member into her, making her pert, full bottom quiver with every thrust. “I like that. It’s good that you saved yourself for me.”

“Yes... tight... good...” she said again, allowing herself to be taken from behind. I do not know how long they did that or how long I watched. I remember little- due to the shock, no doubt. But I was unable to resist staring at it. I could not look away, watching his member slide into her, out and in, in and out, a steady rhythm. It enveloped my eyesight and I stood there, spellbound, watching as he slowly began to increase in tempo, increasing the rhythm of his pumps deep into her sex. Everything went hazy, as if in a dream, and I did nothing but keep my eyes locked on him, taking her over and over again.

“Are you ready to receive the final blessing, sister?” Abbot Lucifer said finally, breaking me out of my reverie. “Are you ready to receive the unholy seed?”

“Yes... ready...” Sister Christine said, and Abbot Lucifer started to increase his tempo, thrusting into her faster, grinding her hips on his member even as she bucked back onto him faster and faster. Finally he grabbed her hips firmly, tensed, and he shuddered for a moment as something happened- I know not what. It was then, and only then, that Sister Christine showed any sign of emotion. She also tensed, and shuddered along with him, her lethargy broken by some unknown force. She cried out suddenly, her body quivering and shaking with some powerful, unknown force, and finally she sunk back down onto the altar, her face adorned with nothing but a mindless, contented smile.

I realized then that they would be moving their attentions to other matters. Before they saw me, I stole quickly out of the room, careful to mask my steps. I made it back to my room and lay on my bed. Despite my weariness, I could not sleep- my thoughts bounced around in my head as I tried to understand what I had seen. I thought back to the event: I thought back to Sister Christine. I realized something had been wrong. Something was most definitely wrong- her face hadn’t been one of rationalization. It was serene, mindless- she was as docile and compliant as ever one could be. Her eyes had been glazed over, as one in a trance. He must have done something to her, made her want him inside her- or at least want to obey him.

Can it be? Do you know of this? I have heard of strange practices, men who claim to enslave others through their will, making them submit to their every desire. But surely this is the devil’s work, something that could never affect a woman who is armored with the Lord’s own protection. I comfort myself with this thought- but deep inside me, I am afraid.

I have one final admission to make to you, Liza, and I would not do it if I was not utterly, completely assured of our friendship. Again, I do it for the sake of completeness, that you may judge my situation rightly. I... I wrote just now that I could not sleep because of the thoughts in my head. And that is true, but not the whole story: some of those thoughts were... less than holy. Sinful, perhaps. For as I thought, to my mind rose images unbidden... images of Abbot Lucifer, of his manhood. And images not of Sister Christine, but of me... of Abbot Lucifer driving into me, his member filling me, taking me. And in these thoughts... Liza, I am not docile. I am giving myself to him, of my free will, screaming in pleasure as he ravages me over and over again.

I finally fell asleep, but even my dreams were not safe. A menagerie of images came to me, and I do not remember all of them now, but I remember one, overpowering image- Abbot Lucifer taking me, over and over again, and I his willing, sinful whore, debasing myself in the eyes of God, wickedly tempting him, inviting him to violate the temple of my body with his big, throbbing, pulsing manhood entering into me over and over again, driving me wild with lust.

I awoke in a cold sweat from these dreams, Liza- and... well. I am ashamed to speak of it, but in my dreaming my body had rebelled against me and I awoke to my hand between my legs, my own finger inside my sex. The spot below me on the bed was damp with my arousal, and it was with a great effort of will that I drew my hand up from my sex.

I wanted nothing more than to bring myself to release, to subdue this evil temptation of the flesh that had set upon me. I wanted to quietly bring myself to my own personal ecstasy, to banish the lust, the arousal that had set in on me- but I refrained. This was not God’s way, and not mine now, as I was married to Him. With a great force of will, I walked to my wash basin, rinsed my hands, and prayed. I prayed for a good long while, and after a time God saw fit to restore my mind to its rightful senses.

But despite my weariness, and my abrupt awakening, I still could not sleep for fear- fear that the dreams would return, fear that this time I would not be able to resist bringing myself to the unspeakable depths of depraved pleasure when I awoke. So I sat down and began to write this letter, hoping that memories of you, memories of home, would be enough to banish my fears. But you saw how little I was able to write before I wrote to you of this.

So tell me, Liza. Tell me truly, as a friend, what you believe I should do. As I think back on the night, as I think back on what I saw, I have a hard time believing that it happened. I had been tired, and the whole experience seems to me to have been in a haze- much like my dreams. Perhaps I ate something off at dinner, or ate too much. It is well known that such things can happen, and that poor habits of eating can lead to the strangest and most unbidden perversions of thought and distempers.

Or is it possible that it happened? Is it possible that Abbot Lucifier lives up to his namesake, and through some unholy means has acquired the means to twist the minds of women to his will, to make even the most pious of our sisters allow him to ravage them like a common street whore? This seems to me a possibility too outrageous to believe, something out of the fairy tales our mothers used to tell us when we were schoolchildren.

But, if I am to be entirely truthful, my dear Liza- as I always am with you- that is not solely the reason that I wish so fervently it is not real. The deeper reason, the truthful reason, is that I continue to think of his hard, throbbing member, and Sister Christine’s glazed eyes, her toneless voice, the utter obedience with which she took him into her mouth and then allowed herself to be ravaged upon the altar. What I am truly afraid of is that, when he comes for me, when he comes with that deep, booming voice and commands me with whatever dark, evil power he has to let him enter me... not only will I be unable to resist, but the prospect of it finds me aroused once more, and I fear that it awakens in me a secret desire that is better left chained in the darkest recesses of my heart.

And there you have it, Liza. I am sorry for the long-winded letter, but there it is. Please tell me what you think. The dawn approaches and I must be for prayers. What shall I say? What should I do? How shall I look Sister Christine or Abbot Lucifer in the eye? Oh, if you but assure me that all this was in my own dreams, then I should be ever the happier, as I can then know at least it was my own distemper that led me down the temptations of sin.

Thank you, Liza. I look forward to receiving your letter!

In love and friendship,

Sister Mary Johnson


Cheerleader Enslaved

Jimmy Riveaux was a model student- some might say, even a genius. At the age of 18 he had already had several published papers, and had he been older some would have called him a pioneer in his field: he had disproven several theories in the field of neuroscience, and was well on his way to establishing theorems that others had not yet conceived of. Because of his age, however, he was merely considered gifted. Because of his age, instead of being lauded, he was ridiculed, shamed, called a nerd- an outcast with few friends and no lovers.

His one true, close friend had been a girl named Stephanie Enos, who lived across the street from him. They had been born on the same day in the same hospital, and their mothers liked to joke that they must have been separated at birth. They grew up together, inseparable, and as they aged they faced each new challenge, each new school year together. As hard as Jimmy’s life had been, he dealt with it knowing that Stephanie was by his side: a rock he clung to through the tears. That is, until senior year. Then everything changed.

Stephanie had begun to fall in with the popular crowd, and as she did so she found out- as did Jimmy- one powerful lesson: peer pressure is a powerful thing. Jimmy was a nerd, undesirable, so little by little Stephanie became embarrassed and self-conscious to be around him. By senior year, she all but avoided him, having become the head cheerleader in the school- being around him could mean the end of her social life as she knew it.

The turning point, the moment that broke poor Jimmy, was one day during lunch. Stephanie had long since stopped eating lunch with him, and Jimmy knew enough to not approach her during the day: nerdy as he was, he wasn’t entirely oblivious to the social structure around him. He had come up with something so exciting, so amazing, that he had to share it with Stephanie.

“Steph, check this out!” he said, excitedly, approaching her at her cafeteria table. “I’ve made a breakthrough in neuroengineering. I’ve figured out a way to actually reroute some of the synapses that-“

“That make you not such a dweeb?” a voice said behind him. “Because otherwise, you should get the hell out of here.”

Jimmy recognized that voice. It was Biff, Stephanie’s new boyfriend. He was the head quarterback of the football team, and he took every pleasure in harassing Jimmy whenever he could.

“Look, Biff, I’m not looking to start anything.” Jimmy said. “I just wanted to tell Stephanie about a cool new breakthrough I’ve come up with.”

“She doesn’t want to hear it, dweeb.” Biff said. He wrapped an arm around Stephanie. “Beat it.”

“Why don’t you let her decide, huh?” Jimmy said. “she’s a person, too.”

“Fine.” Biff said. “Whaddaya want, babe? Want me to get rid of this dweeb for you?”

“Yeah, Biff.” Stephanie said finally, after a long moment of everyone looking at her. “Jimmy, I don’t care about your stupid discovery. Just go away.”

“I... alright.” Jimmy said, slowly. Biff leered at him, laughing, and the rest of the table erupted in laughter too. Jimmy slunk away, defeated. He felt betrayed, felt cast away. He had always understood that Stephanie had new friends, that she couldn’t talk to him. He got that. He just... he had thought that when the chips were down, she’d be there to back him up. But she wasn’t. She turned on him, made fun of him, just like the rest of them.

Jimmy was a good, he was honest, but he was still an 18 year old boy, with all the fires, passions, and ideas that come with it. His mind was full of different ideas, now. What he had been about to tell Stephanie was that he had discovered a way to reroute synapses- in effect, to rewire a person’s brain. To control their thoughts, what they felt, how they viewed the world. But since she had not wanted to listen... he would show her.

Oh yes, he would show her.

He set to work making the device the rest of that week. It was slow going, considering it was technology that had never been seen before. But Jimmy was going to do it, and he worked tirelessly, day and night, until finally he had it. He twirled the small metal chip in his hands, watching it sparkle as the light from the lamp reflected off of it. Come tomorrow, Stephanie would understand just how important his discovery was.

Jimmy finished his project late on a Friday night, and he texted Stephanie asking her to come see him Saturday afternoon. He was banking on their previous friendship being strong enough that she could not deny him that simple request, and he wasn’t wrong: she came to see him that day, right after cheerleading practice.

“uh, hey Jimmy.” She said, as he opened the door for her. “You, you wanted to talk?”

“Yeah. I did.” He said. He fingered the chip in his pocket anxiously. “Please, come on in.”

“Sure.” She came in, sitting down on the same chair that she had always sat in when she came over, when they were growing up. When they had been friends. “Is this... is this about Tuesday?”

“I... yeah, Steph. It is.” Jimmy said.

“Look, Jim, I’m sorry, but...” she said. “Everyone was watching me, what could I say? You shouldn’t have come up to me like that. We could’ve met after school, like always.”

“I know, I was just so excited and...” Jimmy said. He paused. He had not expected to be truthful, or... well, even for this conversation to last so long. “It hurt, a lot. What you said. I felt betrayed.”

“Jimmy, I know, but...” Steph said. She twirled her fingers around her hair nervously. “It’s just... the whole squad was there, and Biff, you know? And you come up with all this techy nerd speak, and-“

“You used to like that.” Jimmy said. “You used to respect my intelligence, and yours. What are you even doing hanging out with that meathead, anyway? You’re better than that. You’re turning yourself into some airhead, and for what? To be cool?”

“That meathead is my boyfriend.” Steph said icily. “And I happen to enjoy being cool, thank you very much. Look, I didn’t come over here to be insulted or to have my boyfriend insulted. Why don’t you stop being such a nerd all the time and just be cool? Then we wouldn’t have these problems.”

And that sealed it. Even then, Jimmy hadn’t been sure he was going to use his device. Had Stephanie apologized, had the two of them returned to the status quo, then he wouldn’t have. But he was angry, and betrayed, and his path was now set in stone.

“I’m sorry. You’re right. I forgive you.” Jimmy lied. “Hug it out?”

“Fine.” Stephanie said, still angry. She came in for a hug, and she put her arms around him- he, however, did something different. He reached up and clamped the chip onto the back of her neck. She felt the cool, smooth metal attach to the base of her head, on her neck, below her hair.

“What the hell! Jimmy, what are you doing?” she said, breaking away from the hug. She reached up to her neck, feeling the metal attached to the base of her neck. She tried to remove it, but she felt a brief jolt of pain shoot up her neck when she tried.

“It’s attached to your brain stem, Steph.” Jimmy said calmly, coldly.

“What the hell is it?” She said angrily.

“it’s a neuro reprogrammer.” Jimmy said. “You didn’t want to listen to my discovery at lunch, so I figured I’d show you instead.”

“This is ridiculous.” Steph said. “You’ve gone too far this time, Jim! I don’t know what’s gotten into you. Take this damn thing off me.”

“I think not.” Jimmy said. “Activate Program Slutty Stephanie.”

“What are yoouuu...” Steph said as a strange feeling overtook her. She started to feel different. She sat down on the chair, shaking her head. “Oh god!”

“Feeling a bit different, Steph?” he said.

“What are you... uh... doing to me?” she said. She was suddenly hit by a wave of arousal, harder than anything she’d ever experienced before. She had to resist the urge to gasp as feelings of pleasure flooded her body.

“Oh, just rewiring your brain a little bit.” Jimmy said. “To make you a bit more... pliable. How are you feeling?”

“I... fine.” She said, through gritted teeth. In fact she was trying desperately to resist sliding her fingers down to her pussy, but she wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction. “Looks like your... uh... chip might not be working.”

“Oh, it’s working.” Jimmy said. He moved closer to her. “I think you’re getting really horny, aren’t you, Steph?”

“I... nuh... no...” she said. She shook her head desperately. It was getting harder to think with this fog of lust descending on her. But she had to resist, had to shake it away had to...

“Oh!” she gasped, as Jimmy grazed his hand lightly across her breast. Even through her clothes, the sensation was overwhelming, feeding her lust, arousing her even more. She squirmed unconsciously in the chair, clamping her thighs together to fight the increasing dampness she felt between them.

“Oh, I forgot to mention.” Jimmy said. “It’s also rewiring your pleasure centers. Every touch, every glance, every stroked finger on your smooth, beautiful skin... it’ll be pleasure like you’ve never experienced before.”

He took both hands now, placing them both on Stephanie’s breasts, and squeezed. The tremors of pleasure that went through her were too strong, she couldn’t hide them: she gasped again, loudly, audibly, her body writhing under the assault of pleasure. Oh GOD, she was so horny! She just needed... no, she had to fight it, had to resist!

“What are you thinking about, Stephanie?” he said, bringing his face closer to her. She was breathing heavily, panting, trying her best to delay the inevitable. “I bet you’re thinking about having a nice, big cock inside you, aren’t you?”

“N... no...” she said. But he was right. Oh god, was he right. All she wanted was to suck and fuck a nice big cock, a nice hard cock. She wriggled on the chair, imagining how good it would feel to have a cock deep in her pussy, thrusting, pounding, making her moan...

“Are you sure?” he said. He started to slide one of his hands down her stomach, closer to her.  “I think you’re lying. I think you need some... persuasion to tell me the truth.”

“I... uh... “ she said. It was getting so hard to think, the way his hand was sliding down her stomach. He was getting closer and closer, his fingers moving down past her hips, to the top of her sex, then slipping past the elastic of her panties, playing in the soft hair there, just at the top.

“Feeling any more... forthcoming?” he said wickedly.

“I...” she said. Her breathing was ragged, panting. She was so horny now, it was all she could do to stop herself from begging him to slip his finger into her slick, wet pussy. She had to control herself, knew she should control herself, but she was afraid that if he slipped that finger inside of her than she’d tip over the edge, that she’d...

Jimmy then slid a finger inside her, and it felt as though her world melted around her. She writhed, bucking, moaning involuntarily as he slid a finger deep inside her sex. He slid it in and out, lazily, leisurely- he knew full well what it was doing to her. It was making her so hot, so horny, and she felt her resistance start to crack.

“Does slutty Stephanie want a nice, big cock inside her?” Jimmy whispered, his mouth close to her ear. She knew she should say no, she knew she should leave, but... oh god, she did want a cock. She wanted a nice big cock so bad- she wanted his big cock, in fact, his rock-hard shaft sliding deep inside her, making her moan, making her squirm, making her his slutty whore, his little slutty Stephanie.

“I... oh GOD, yes!” she said. Unable to control herself anymore, she let it slip out, feeling her resistance fade away even more. It was so easy to say, so wonderful to say...

“Yes, what?” Jimmy said, continuing to slide his finger in and out of her.

“Yes, I want your cock inside me!” she said. Admitting it made it easier, made it better, and she found that she didn’t even really want to resist anymore. Why resist something so amazing, something that sounded so good, that she needed, wanted so desperately? In fact, she was having a hard time remembering why she even wanted to resist feeling this good in the first place. “GOD, I’m so horny! Please, fuck me with that nice big cock of yours!”

“It’s not that easy.” He said. “A good slut has to work for her cock. You know that, don’t you?”

“Of course I do!” she said. She giggled at him. “I might be a slut, but I’m not stupid.”

“Then get down on your knees and suck my cock.” He said. “Get it nice and big and hard, ready to slide deep into your pussy and fuck you senseless.”

The thought of having a nice big cock sliding into her pussy sent more waves of lust and pleasure pulsing through her, and she got down on her knees in front of him. She hastily undid his pants, and in a moment she had freed his cock from his underwear. She gaped at it. It was so big! She didn’t even know if she could get it in her mouth. She grinned; that didn’t mean she wasn’t going to try.

She started to rub her hands along his cock, playing with it first. She took one hand and slid it up and down his shaft, grasping it firmly, moving it up to the tip, stroking it, and then back down along the shaft. She took her other hand and rubbed his balls, slowly, seductively, tantalizingly. The deep groan of pleasure he let out made her smile wickedly as she continued to move her hands along his now rock-hard cock.

She began to bring her mouth closer and closer to his cock, kissing the tip, letting her tongue slide along it as her hands continued to work its length. And then she took it- all of it, his entire cock, deep into her mouth. She was able to fit it in, and Jimmy groaned in pleasure as his cock disappeared between her thick, full lips. She began bobbing her head up and down on his shaft, taking his cock in and out of her mouth over and over again.

She sucked his cock with glee, fueled by her newly acquired slut persona. She ran her tongue along the shaft, using its texture to make Jimmy groan and moan, and then brought her tongue back to the tip, sliding it easily up before running it along his shaft and bringing his entire cock back deep into her throat once more. He moaned again as she kept sucking him, and he started to buck his hips into her face, his breath coming faster and faster.

“Oh god, yes, Stephanie...” he said. She beamed inwardly: she loved sucking cock, and she loved sucking his cock! Every thrust of his cock sent another shockwave down her body, through her spine and deep into her pussy.  She was aflame with passion, driven wild by lust, and her ministrations on his rock-hard cock were bringing him to the brink: she could feel him coming to the edge of his passion, his hips bucking further, his cock driving deeper and deeper into her throat.

“Wait.” He said. She obeyed, grinning wickedly, taking her mouth off his cock with a satisfying pop.

“I think it’s time I fuck you senseless, slut.” He said. “Bend over.”

“Yes!” she said happily, getting up and bending over the couch. She shimmied out of her panties, about to shimmy out of her cheerleader skirt, but he stopped her.

“No, keep the skirt on.” He said. He grinned. “I’ve always liked you in it.”

She obeyed, keeping the skirt on as she bent over the couch. He moved up behind her, placing his cock at the entrance of her pussy, slick with her arousal, and then with one smooth, strong motion he pushed it into her, her slick, aching, eager pussy offering no resistance as his cock slid deep in, up to the hilt, burying itself inside her.

Her world exploded. She had thought she had known pleasure, thought she had known it when he touched her breasts, but that was nothing compared to this. As he slid into her aching pussy, he filled her completely, filled her utterly. The waves of pleasure saturated her body, building her lust, crashing into her like no feeling she had ever known before. She began to buck wildly, driving her hips back onto his, grinding her hips into his, trying desperately to get his cock in and out of her.

It seemed like every new thrust was deeper, impossibly so. It felt like his cock was growing inside her, expanding, filling her and fucking her in a way she hadn’t even been able to comprehend before. Each thrust drove more and more of her rational thought out of her, replacing it with lust, pure, unfiltered, animal lust: each thrust brought her mindless passion to the front, made her a slave to the irresistible force of her arousal.

“Does slutty Stephanie love getting a cock shoved deep in her pussy?” Jimmy said. He slapped her ass, loving the way the flesh of her ass jiggled as he fucked her. “I bet you do, you dirty whore.”

“Oh GOD, yes!” she said. She moaned, she writhed, she bucked. “Ohgod, I almost can’t THINK, your cock is so good!”

And it was. The world seemed to melt around her as the pleasure was too much, and she felt that familiar, tingling feeling: the one deep inside her, the one that signaled her coming orgasm. And come she did- it rocked her like a tidal wave, enveloping her, sweeping all rational thought away, and she shuddered at its intensity. She was helpless against the force of her orgasm as she came. And came. And came. The neuroprogrammer made sure that she felt pleasure unlike anything else, and she started to slip away, all conscious thought burned away by the force of her multiple orgasms.

Her world turned inwards, and everything else seemed like a dream: she was vaguely aware of Jimmy thrusting into her throughout her orgasm, and through the fog of her orgasmic haze she felt him grunt, tensing up, shooting his seed deep inside her eager, greedy pussy. She felt his weight on her as he rested, spent, but she couldn’t muster the energy to care: all she knew, her entire world, was the force of her orgasms and the pleasant, hazy glow of their aftereffects.

“Omigod!” she said as her senses came back to her and Jimmy slid himself out of her. “That was soooo good! I can’t wait to fuck Biff like that. God, I’m such a slut!”

“For now.” Jimmy said. He grinned. “Active Program Blank Slate.”

Almost instantly, Stephanie stood up, rigid, all feelings gone. She stood at attention, staring forward at nothing, her eyes unblinking and glassed over.

“Stephanie, can you hear me?” Jimmy said.

“Yes, Master.” She said, tonelessly, her voice neutral- the voice of an automaton.

“Good.” He said. “What is your status?”

“Ready to receive and imprint new personality engrams.” She said mindlessly.

“Good.” He said. “You will retain your original personality engrams, but with new commands.”

“The first is that I am your master. You have no will but my own. You exist only to serve me, please me, and your only desire is to serve and please me unconditionally and unhesitatingly.”

“Understood.” She said robotically.

“You will not engage in any sexual act with any other man, unless I command it first.” He said. “You are also not to accept any commands from anyone besides myself, unless I command it first.”

“Understood.”

“Finally, you are never to call me master in public. In public, we are a happy, loving couple. In private, however, you are my mindless fuckbot, to serve me obediently and without question.”

“Understood.”

“Very good. My own three laws of Fuckbotics.” He said. He chuckled to himself, and looked over at Stephanie. He guessed she didn’t get the joke.

“Alright. Store and imprint those commands, and then return to normal operating status.” He said. He saw her eyes move back and forth rapidly, her brain imprinting with the new commands, and after a few moments her posture relaxed and her eyes began to focus again.

“Oh, wow...” she said, shaking her head. “That... those orgasms were intense. Thank you, master.”

“You’re welcome.” He said. “How are you feeling?”

“Never better!” she chirped.

“Good.” He said. “How is the programming holding? Can you repeat to me your directives?”

“Of course, master!” She said, giggling. “How could I forget? You are my master. I have no will but your own. I exist to serve you, please you, and my only desire is-“

“That’s enough.” He said. He didn’t need the litany over again, and it was clear from how she rattled that one off that she had sufficiently imprinted the new programming.

“I’m pleasantly surprised the chip worked.” He said.

“Oh, me too, master!” She said. “I’m sorry I was so mean to you before. I didn’t understand how wonderful you are.”

“It’s alright.” He said. “You know better now.”

She cooed wildly, overjoyed that her master forgave her. She couldn’t imagine doing anything to make her master angry at her. She couldn’t understand how the old her had done so- how she had been anything but completely and utterly devoted to master.

“You know, there is one thing you could do to make it up to me.” He said slyly.

“Of course, master!” She said hurriedly. “Your slave will do anything for you!”

“There are a number of... shall we say, desirable cheerleaders on your squad.” He said. “I think I’m going to need your help to enslave all of them. What do you say? Want to help me make an army of mindless fuckbots?”

“Do I ever, master!” she said. “it’ll be so fun. All those girls ready to suck and fuck you whenever you want! You should get Cindy first, she has those deep red lips. They’d look so good swallowing your cock!”

“Slow down there!” he said, laughing. “All in good time. In the meantime, there’s something that needs to be taken care of.”

He motioned down, and she saw his rapidly re-hardening cock. She grinned, and started to get down on her knees.

“No, not your mouth.” He said. “Turn around. I want your ass. I want to shove my cock up my fuck slave’s ass.”

“Anything you want, Master.” She said, turning around. She sighed in pleasure as his cock started to make its way into her virgin ass, and he groaned. She was glad- the momentary pain of her virgin asshole being stretched was nothing in comparison to the pleasure of serving her master. She was so glad the other girls would know that pleasure very soon...


An Agent Brainwashed

“Wake up, Agent Summers.” A voice said. Agent Natasha Summers groggily came to.

“Wha...?” she said, shaking her head. Everything was so foggy. She could barely remember the last thing that had happened to her. She tried to rise from the bed she was on, but she found her movement arrested by strong, thick leather straps binding her arms and legs to the table. She tried to struggle against them, but it was no use. She was as trapped as she had ever been. She gazed around the sterile white room. It had one door, and a one-way mirror, and that was it. Nothing she could use, anyway.

She cursed inwardly as her brain started to clear up and she remembered what happened to her. This was supposed to have been an easy job- get in, get the encryption ciphers, and get out. There shouldn’t have been any hang-ups, especially not one that involved a rather intimidating looking Russian man pinning her down and chloroforming her. There must be a mole on the inside, someone who gave away her position. She pursed her lips, irritated. It wasn’t going to help her now.

She turned her gaze to the source of the voice, seeing a tall, lithe, dark-haired man standing at her side.

“Dmitri Valishnakov, I presume.” She said. Valishnakov was the head of the Valishnakov crime family, one of the most well-connected and elusive crime families out there. Despite numerous attempts, her agency had never been able to pin them with anything. Well, if she ever got out of here, they’d take him down for certain.

“One and the same.” He responded, with only a trace of his native Russian accent. “I must say, I was surprised the CIA sent such an... illustrious spy. I did not know we merited such a response.”

Summers could feel a furious blush rising. This was only her second mission, and beyond the sarcasm lay something more dangerous: the fact that he knew it was only her second mission. There was definitely a mole in their agency. She hoped she survived and escaped to bring that fact home.

“What do you want from me?” Summers said, resolute.

“I should ask the same question of you, my dear.” He said languidly. “Poking around my warehouses? It is enough to give even the most legitimate of businessmen pause.”

“Of course. Legitimate.” She said tersely. He merely shrugged.

“But we are not here to talk about that. I know you want the ciphers.” He said. “You have failed to retrieve them. No matter. But there is also something I want from you.”

“What could you want from me?” she said. Not as though he was going to get it.

“Ah, Natasha.” He said. “I want your CIA encryption key.”

“It’s a shame you’ll never get it.” Natasha said, but she continued fuming inwardly. Despite her youth, she had been one of the twelve agents chosen to keep the secret of the CIA encryption key safely memorized in her mind, where no one could access it. No one even knew she was chosen, apart from the ones that chose her- she didn’t even know the other eleven agents. How had he found out? How high up was his mole? She hated to think what that meant for the future of the CIA. Though why did they need her if the mole knew the others?

“Oh, I think I might.” He said. He motioned to someone outside the room, and they came in with a doctor’s cart. She saw a number of implements on them, and she steeled herself.

“So it’s to be torture, then?” she said. She set her jaw resolutely. “I can handle torture.”

“I have no doubt that you can, Natasha.” He said. “In fact, I have no doubt we would kill you before you gave up those keys, were we to torture you in any... traditional fashion. But I think we have a new idea here, yes?”

The doctor swabbed a needle and filled it with some liquid. He injected her with it, and she did her best not to move as he did so, not betraying even the slightest hint of emotion.

“I think this torture will be different from any other.” Valishnakov said. He smiled. “You should be feeling the effects now, yes?”

Natasha didn’t feel anything. Not yet. She supposed it was some sort of truth serum, or nerve agent. No matter. She was trained to handle those. She was trained to handle-

She gasped outwardly, unable to control herself as an unbelievable wave of pleasure coursed through her. She had not been trained to handle that.

“Ah, it works.” He said. He smiled. “That was a mild dose. Tell me, how do you feel?”

Natasha didn’t answer him, at first. She felt... amazing. She had never felt anything like this before. It was though her body was on fire, consumed by a giddy euphoria that she had never experienced, never even imagined she was capable of experiencing. But she had to hold on... she had to control herself...

“N-normal.” She said, hoping he wouldn’t notice her slight stutter. She wanted to tell him how good she felt. She wanted to scream it to the heavens. But she held on. She had to resist.

“I’m sure you do.” He said. He leaned down, and she could feel his breath on her face, on her neck, the way it felt on her hypersensitive skin. He brought up a hand and stroked her cheek, and this time she was unable to control a small, strangled moan of pleasure. His touch felt so good. Oh God! She almost came right then and there.

“Oh yes.” He said softly. “I think I will enjoy torturing you very much, indeed.”

And with that, he and the doctor left the room, letting Natasha Summers writhe and wriggle in the grips of the most powerful, most euphoric pleasure she had ever experienced.

––––––––

“Just say it.” Valashnikov said.

“No.” Natasha said, tightly. But it was an effort. She needed... she wanted to feel good again. She was shaking- from some sort of withdrawal, she assumed. She had heard of this tactic- getting a prisoner addicted, using the addiction against her. But her knowing that didn’t make it any easier to withstand. A not insignificant part of her wanted to say it, say anything he wanted, just so he would give her the drug. That made her hate herself even more.

For the past week, she had been subjected to that pleasure drug once a day. And it was the most amazing thing in the world, a pleasure like no other. But today, instead of simply injecting and leaving, as he normally did, he had a different request.

“Natasha.” He said. “Let’s play a game.”

“Let’s not.” She said, focusing her will to say the words. He laughed.

“A bit late for that, I think.” He said. The doctor stood in the corner, unflinching. “I will give you the drug. All you have to say is that you will obey my every command. You can lie to me, if you want.”

“No.” she said. She understood the principles of this sort of psychological torture. If she said it once...

“A pity.” He said. “Pack up, doctor. We’re done here.”

And they left. And Natasha began to sweat, and crave. Oh god, she wanted that drug. She wanted it so badly, she needed it. Dmitri and the doctor left the room, left her in her agony, the agony of not having the drug, of an empty void where she knew she could be experiencing boundless pleasure. They did not return for several hours- hours Natasha tried to count, but could not. She simply craved,  trying her best not to show it, trying her best not to give him the pleasure of seeing her defeated.

He returned, finally, after what seemed like an eternity to Natasha. She knew she shouldn’t say it. She knew the game he was playing. But she couldn’t go on like this. She would simply have to play his game, for now, and wait for an opening.

“Please...” she said, trying a different tactic. She hoped she looked as haggard as she felt. It would help her cause.

“I do so want to give it to you, Natasha.” He said, the very image of false sympathy. “But you have not said the magic words. How can I give the drug to you without the magic words?”

“I...” she said. No other way out of this one. She took a deep breath.

“I will obey your every command.” She said. Dmitri smiled.

“Good girl.” He said. He motioned to the doctor, who came over and swiftly gave her another dose of the drug. Her world exploded in pleasure once more, all vibrancy returning, and she sighed in relief as the beautiful, wonderful feelings came back to her again.

“Good girl.” Dmitri said, stroking her cheek again. She shuddered in pleasure at his touch.

“Thank you.” She said dreamily, almost automatically. She knew she shouldn’t have said that. Should she have? It didn’t matter, she felt good, it was back, that was all that mattered. Nothing else mattered but that hazy feeling, the warm, wonderful pleasure that nothing had ever brought her before.

He left the room again, taking the doctor with him, leaving Natasha to bask in her pleasure with a mindless, empty smile on her face. She was too enraptured in her own personal euphoria to mull on the fact that the first chink in her armor had appeared; too enraptured to realize that this session had been just the beginning of the end.

––––––––

“I will obey your every command.”

The words came easily, quickly, not like they had before. She knew the drill. Every day, Dmitri came in. He had her drug. If she said the words, she got the drug. That was all she wanted. All she needed. The drug. It was bliss.

“That’s good to hear.” Dmitri said. He motioned to the doctor as he always did, and the doctor brought her dose over. She looked at it eagerly, hungrily, like a junkie looking for her next fix. And her fix came- the doctor injected her, like he always did, and her world exploded, as it always did- exploded into that amazing, wonderful, beautiful pleasure that she had come to need, come to crave.

This time, however, was slightly different. Instead of leaving right away, as they normally did, Dmitri stayed for awhile. He started to run his hands along her arm. She breathed in quickly, a sharp intake of breath; with the drug coursing through her system, his every touch was electric. It was as though pleasure flowed from the tips of his fingers down through her body. She had to resist gasping out loud.

“You seem to enjoy my touches when you’re... like this.” He said, slowly, leisurely. He kept stroking his fingers along her arm, bringing them up to her shoulder. “I wonder how much?”

He dragged his finger lightly down to her breast, and kneaded it firmly. This time she moaned out loud: she was unable to control herself. She thought his touch was good before, but this was inconceivable. His firm grasp on her breast sent her to another realm of pleasure- and arousal. An arousal like she had never experienced before. Even through the thin cloth of her linen shirt, she could feel his electric touch.

“Ohhh...” she moaned, wriggling as best as her bindings would allow. He continued to slide his hands down her body, slipping them under the elastic band of her skirt. He ran his fingers along the smooth, sensitive skin on her hips, back and forth, back and forth, alternating between light, feathery touches and harder, firmer, strong strokes. Natasha lit up under his touch, squirming, unable to fight back the pleasure he was bringing her.

“Do you want me to go down a little more?” he said, leaning down next to her ear. She could feel his breath on her neck, driving her deeper into the throes of her passion. She breathed heavily. She knew where this was leading, but in her lust-crazed haze she also knew she was powerless to resist it.

“I...” she said. She did want it. She wanted it so badly. Her body cried out for it, cried out for the ecstasy she knew his fingers could bring her. But a small part of her knew that she had to resist, knew that she couldn’t let him do it.

“I can go...” he said, leaning in, biting softly at her ear. A soft, sharp sigh escaped her lips, and she knew then that she wanted it. She needed it. Like the drug, she needed the pleasure.

“No...” she said slowly. “D... do it.”

“Do what, my dear?” he said, continuing to nibble her ear.

“G... go down further.” She said. She couldn’t bear the anticipation.

“And do what?” he said, feigning mock innocence. He brought his hand to the top of her sex, playing with the hair there, and she gasped again. “You’ll have to tell me.”

“P... play with me.” She said.

“Where?” he said, a note of creeping insolence in his voice.

“In... in my pussy.” She said. “Play with my pussy.”

“Since you asked politely.” He said. He slid his hand down beneath her skirt, and began to play with the outside of her pussy. The anticipation was exquisite. She could feel the heat between her legs, the desire burning through her, coursing through her. All she could think about was his fingers inside her. All she wanted was his fingers inside her, pleasing her.

He took pleasure in her anticipation, keeping her on the edge. He slid his fingers along the entrance to her pussy, pressing on it for a moment before continuing to slide his hands casually, leisurely up to her clit. He started to stroke it, and she moaned again, quivering, unable to control her body any longer.

“Unnh...” she said, arching her back unconsciously, unprepared for the feelings jolting through her, electrifying her. The drug heightened his touch, heightened her pleasure, and made her pussy burn for him- she needed him inside, wanted him inside. Unconsciously, she started to buck her hips up towards his hand. She almost succeeded in slipping his finger into her dripping pussy, but he pulled back at the last moment.

“Please...” she whimpered, continuing to buck her hips uselessly, his tantalizing finger, wet with her juices, just slightly out of reach. He laughed.

“Since you asked so nicely.” He said. With a quick, easy motion, he plunged his finger inside her, as deep as it could go. She bucked, her body arching as if shocked by a live wire.

“Oh god! Yes!” she screamed. This... this was bliss. This was pure ecstasy, nothing compared to what had come before. If her skin was sensitive... her pussy was a pleasure conduit, driving waves upon waves of pleasure through her body. He slid his fingers in, deep, before pulling them out and rubbing her clit with his thumb, and then back in again. He was good, and with the drug’s enhancement to her pleasure system she came again, and again, and again.

She lost all sense of time, all sense of place, all sense of anything except the crashing, tidal wave of orgasmic pleasure being brought down upon her. It seemed as though she came almost the moment the previous one ended, a never ending string of forceful orgasms that shook her to her very core. She could not count the orgasms, and did not even try to, until finally he withdrew his fingers from her pussy. Spent, she fell back to the table, quivering, her muscles limp and weak from the exertion of her multiple orgasms.

“Good girl.” He said. He brought his finger up to her mouth, wet with her juices. Instinctively, Natasha sucked it clean, her post-orgasmic haze and the drug inhibiting any rational response she might have had. He laughed.

“You responded well.” He said. His voice was far away, as if in a dream, and Natasha almost didn’t hear him; she could feel, only wanted to feel, the rapturous ecstasy she was in now. She heard him walk away, his footsteps echoing in the hallway, as she succumbed to the drug’s narcotic effects, drifting off to sleep while still in her dreamy, post-orgasmic haze, completely, blissfully unaware that she had taken the first step to becoming his.

Natasha heard him coming. He came at the same time almost every day, of course. Except when he didn’t. She did not know his schedule, nor would he deign to tell her. This time, however, he came with a group: two other men, both in neat, expensive black suits.

“Gentlemen.” He said. “I give you... Project Reconstruction.”

“It’s a girl.” One of the men said. He sounded unimpressed. “This is what you want to show us?”

“No, this is what I want to show you.” He said. “Natasha, suck my cock.”

“Yes, Master.” She said. She did not hesitate. She did not even think of hesitating. She got down on her knees in front of Dmitri Valashnikov, freed his cock from its confines, and took it into her mouth; it disappeared almost instantly between her bright red lips, burying itself deep in her mouth.

“Reconditioning took approximately one month.” Dmitri said. “We used an addictive pleasure drug to train her. By the end of three weeks, the psychological imprint was so strong that she obeyed unquestioningly, and we weaned her off the drug.”

“That’s... impressive.” One of the men said. Natasha would have beamed at the praise, but she did not change her focus. Master had given her a command, and she obeyed it. She obeyed his every command. She continued to bring his cock into her mouth, using her tongue expertly, sliding it up and down his shaft, licking the tip slowly, seductively- and then plunging his cock back into her throat again. Before she came to Master, she hated sucking cock. But now she loved it, because Master told her to. And she obeyed his every command.

“Unquestioning obedience?” the second man said. “Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.” He said. He grabbed the back of Natasha’s hair roughly. “Here, I’ll show you. Natasha, I’m going to come into your mouth. Swallow it all.”

“Yes, Master.” Natasha mumbled obediently, her Master’s cock sliding in and out of her mouth. With a deep grunt, he came into her mouth, shooting his load deep into her mouth. She swallowed it all eagerly, greedily, and once he was spent opened her mouth to show him she completed the task. She remained kneeling before him, awaiting her next command.

“Now, Natasha.” He said. “Bend over. Alexei is going to fuck you from behind while you suck David’s cock. You will not come until I allow you to. Understood?”

“Yes, Master.” She said, impassively. “I will obey your every command.”

She got down on all fours, patiently waiting for the men to enter her. Alexei entered her, his cock sliding into her wet pussy without even a trace of resistance, and she gasped with a sharp intake of breath: Master ordered her to feel intense pleasure whenever a cock entered her. She loved the feeling. She loved the feeling of being filled by a hard cock, because Master ordered her to. He began to thrust, in and out, and she loved it, craved it, wanted more. She bucked her hips back onto his, matching his rhythm, getting him to fill her deep.

David knelt in front of her, his cock out, and Natasha gripped it with her one hand. She pulled on him slightly, winking at him naughtily: Master would like that he pleased them. She could tell. He came a little closer, which let Natasha take his entire cock deep into her mouth. Like Master, there was no hesitation: Master had commanded her to suck his cock, and so she did. There were no questions, no hesitations. Master’s orders were her world, and she obeyed them unquestioningly.

Alexei continued to thrust into her from behind, and the pleasure was beginning to build within her. Every thrust of his big, hard cock into her pussy spurred her lusts to new heights, bringing her closer and closer to the peak of her ecstasy. She could feel that deep tingle inside her, the tingle that meant she was going to come. Except it wouldn’t build any further- she knew that. She knew she could not come without her Master’s permission.

Her cocksucking skills had grown since she became Master’s pet, and David was unable to resist her mouth sucking and licking him to orgasm. He began to pump into her mouth with a frenetic pace, matching the rhythm of Alexei’s thrusts that were driving deep into her pussy. Finally, with a deep, manly grunt he shot his seed deep into her throat, and she drank it up, swallowing it all, never missing a beat even as Alexei’s thrusts began to speed up, ramming his cock into her pussy. Spent, David pulled his cock out of her mouth, and she cleaned him with her tongue even as she continued being fucked from behind.

She could feel Alexei giving in to his primal nature, his thrusts getting fiercer and fiercer. He slapped her ass, hard, sending a surge of pleasure through her ass, jolting into her body. The feeling of orgasm threatened to overwhelm her, the lust surging through her, but she knew that she could not come, no matter how hard Alexei’s thrusts became, no matter how much he filled her- not until her Master allowed her.

She felt Alexei reach his fever pitch as well, felt him tense up, felt him grunt and shake as he finally came inside her, filling her deep, his hips grinding onto hers in a primal urge to get deeper, ever deeper into her. Her own arousal reached a fever pitch- she wanted to come, needed to come, was almost there. She knew it was no use, but she continued to try. In a frenzy, she reached up an arm, snaking towards her clit, and started to play with her clit.

“Natasha, stop playing with yourself.” Dmitri said. She obeyed instantly, without question. She stayed there, on all fours, Alexei’s still hard cock inside her.

“Do you want to come?” he said.

“Yes, Master.” She said.

“Then do one thing.” He said. “Tell me the CIA master encryption code.”

“It’s 3214563-Alpha-Niner-Tango.” She said, without hesitation. Master had ordered her to do something, so she did it.

“Good girl.” He said. He grinned. “I allow you to come.”

That deep tingle, the one that had bubbled just below the surface, erupted- into a tidal wave that slammed into Natasha. She bucked from the force of her orgasm, her arms growing weak as the crushing power of her ecstasy overtook her mind, her body. She moaned in irresistible pleasure, sinking to the floor as her arms gave out. Finally she lay down completely spent, her breasts pressed on the cold tile floor as she basked in the hazy, dreamlike, post-orgasmic state that she had come to know.

“That... that was the real code, wasn’t it?” Alexei said, still naked, still shocked at the entire events that transpired.

“Yes, it was.” Dmitri said. “She obeyed unconditionally. Her training consisted of some of the most advanced psychological torture resistance techniques in the world, and yet she fell.”

“Incredible.” David said, shaking his head. “And none of it worked.”

“Oh, it would have.” Dmitri said. “They just didn’t take into account pleasure.”

Dmitri leaned down, stroking Natasha idly. She cooed; his fingers always felt good on her skin, lightly grazing it, firmly stroking it, sliding deep into her pussy. And they should- after all, he had told her they did. And she always obeyed Master...


The Hypno Lord

“Oh, poppycock, Edward. It shall be fun.”

“I don’t know about this... “ Edward said. He frowned, biting his lip. “This whole mesmerism business. Controlling another person’s mind? I’m not for it.”

“Oh please, Edward!” Mary said, rolling her eyes. “Don’t tell me you actually believe in that sort of thing, do you? It’s all stage work and showmanship, that’s all. I expected a man of your caliber to be of sterner stuff.”

That shut him up fairly quickly. He certainly hadn’t expected his masculinity to be called out on the very first date; he was the Lord Earl of Sussexshire, and due to his rather lofty stature had rarely been mocked to his face. Mary Worthingham, however, was no ordinary girl- she had fire, she had spirit, and those qualities were exactly what had drawn him to her. Her other, less successful suitors claimed she was just desperate or attention, but Edward didn’t think so- he just thought they were jealous.

“To be perfectly honest, I find the whole idea downright implausible.” Mary said. She scoffed. “I expect it’s simply going to be a tawdry little show where some of the women of easier virtue will pretend to take off their clothes when instructed by our dashing hypnotist.”

“No doubt, no doubt.” Edward said, falling in line with his date’s opinions. Mary smiled. She was sure he thought it a bit more than that, but he wasn’t going to argue- especially not to her. He had to save face now, now that she had intimated he was a coward. He would show her he was no such thing.

The lights dimmed, signaling the beginning of the show, and a young, clean cut man- Mary judged him to be in his late twenties or so, and of Spanish or Italian descent. He was quite handsome, at any rate. He wore a very plain outfit- a black shirt with black pants, and a touch of dash added with a cape, top hat, and cane.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen!” he said, with only the slightest hint of an accent. It was Spanish, most certainly.”Welcome to my show. I am Mesmero, the Hypno Lord... and tonight, I shall show you the power of the mind!”

Mary rolled her eyes again. He wasn’t a bad showman, certainly, but his name could use a bit of work. She decided that she’d give him the benefit of the doubt. Magicians sometimes needed to warm a bit to their audience, after all.

“Now, as you may know, not everyone can be mesmerized.” He said. “It requires a particular mind, a particular susceptibility. If you would all lean in close...”

The small club leaned in towards him. He pulled a pocket watch out of his coat, and began to swing it back and forth in front of him.

“Now then.” He said. “Breathe in, deep, and breathe out... concentrate on the pocket watch. Watch it sway back and forth, back and forth...”

Mary couldn’t say she was anything except bored, really, but she did admit his tone was relaxing, at any rate. She hoped she wouldn’t fall asleep on him. That would be embarrassing- for him. Still, she let herself be lulled by his voice. She felt her stress going, felt herself relaxing, and she wondered if anyone had ever thought about using this sort of voice in a relaxation garden. It would work very well.

“Very good, everyone. Breathe in, breathe out. Watch the pocket watch. Watch it sway back and forth, back and forth. You cannot look away from the pocket watch.” He said, continuing to swing the watch back and forth. Mary humored him, staring at the watch as it swung. Couldn’t hurt, could it?

“Now then. I will count backwards, from 10. As I count down, your eyelids will start to get very heavy. As you stare at the watch, your muscles will start to relax. You’ll feel all the stress leave you, you’ll feel as if you were limp doll...”

Mary was beginning to feel a bit tired. She could feel her eyelids threatening to droop, and she tried to keep them open.

“Now you’re beginning to blink... but you must look at the watch.” He said, continuing to swing the watch back and forth. “10... you’re going into a deep sleep... 9... all the way down... 7 ... deeper, you can’t hold your eyelids open now...”

Mary was glad the room was dark. She decided she might just... rest her eyes a moment. Just a second.

“6... close your eyes, let them fall... 5... your muscles are relaxed, you can barely keep your head up... 4... you’re going deeper and deeper... 3... deeper... 2... 1...”

Mary felt herself jolt awake as the crowd clapped and cheered. She must have actually fallen asleep for a moment. She looked around, and she blushed furiously. Everyone was looking at her! They must have noticed that she fell asleep. She had thought she could get away with it, but she supposed the others had been as bored with the hypnotist as she was, and their eyes wandered.

“Uh... Mary...” Edward said, barely concealing his smirk. She sighed inwardly at his newfound confidence; no doubt he was reveling at her little indiscretion. “Do you remember the bit just now?”

“I don’t, sorry, I...” she said. “I must have dozed off.”

“Ah.” He said. He smiled. “I suppose you’ll just have to... play the piper and make it up to him, then.”

Well, he was right. Mary got up on her chair and began to play Beethoven’s Fifth on her violin. She noticed everyone else was still seated, staring. The nerve of those people! Not playing the fifth when the piper was mentioned. How on earth could you think to do otherwise? The audience laughed, and applauded, which annoyed Mary somewhat: she wasn’t finished with the movement.

“Mary, my dear.” Edward said, laughing as well. “You don’t notice anything... strange going on?”

“What’s strange is that no one is playing, and you are interrupting my solo!” she hissed at him, getting annoyed. “Now if you would PLEASE let me finish, we can talk about this after.”

The crowd continued to clap and cheer, irritating Mary even further. The hypnotist raised his hands, calming the audience, for which Mary was grateful. At least someone here had an understanding of propriety!

“I do believe the lady is feeling a bit frustrated.” Mesmero said, his eyes twinkling as he worked the crowd. “My dear lady, why don’t you come on up to the stage and we’ll work this out?”

Mary looked him over. The stage was hardly a proper venue; her chair was perfectly fine for the movement she was doing. Still...

“Think of how wonderful it would be on stage.” He said, talking slowly, smoothly. “Think of how relaxing it would be.”

Mary paused, considering his words. It would feel wonderful and relaxing to be on stage, wouldn’t it? Maybe she was just taking this all too seriously.

“Yes, that’s it.” He said, urging her on. “Come closer. With every step you take, you realize how good it would feel to be on stage.”

Mary took another step, and she realized he was right. It would feel so good to be on stage! She felt a little silly resisting earlier.

“That’s right.” He said again, luring her in with his voice. “You want to come here, you want to come on stage. You want to get on the stage and do what I tell you to do.”

That sounded wonderful to Mary. She had to restrain herself from rushing up onto the stage.

“Yes...” he said. “You’re so close! Think of how good it will feel. Think of how wonderful, how relaxed you’ll feel when you get onto the stage.”

Mary reached the edge of the stage and began to climb it. She didn’t even walk over to the stairs; all she could think about was how wonderful and relaxed she would feel once she got onto the stage.

“Yes, that’s it.” He said. “When you finally get on the stage, you’ll feel completely wonderful and relaxed, and you’ll do anything I tell you to do. You want to be here next to me, obeying me.”

Mary got onto the stage, and she stood up next to Mesmero. She felt a warm flush of excitement and pleasure wash over her. She had wanted to get up here so badly, and now that she was here, she felt so good. It felt so right to obey him, to be next to him.

Mesmero looked at Mary, standing patiently next to him, waiting to obey his every command. He grinned, looking at the audience, who responded by clapping and cheering, knowing what would come next. And then he snapped his fingers.

Mary looked around. She was back sitting in her chair, as people were clapping. She was a little confused as to how she got there.

“Thank you, ladies and gentlemen!” Mesmero said, bowing. “I hope you all had a good time tonight!”

She must have dozed off again. She sighed dejectedly. She had never been to a more boring show in her life. Well, except for that one performance of Punch and Judy...

“But I could not have performed my feats without the help of my suggestible volunteers.” Mesmero said, cutting into her train of thought. The audience laughed. “Ladies, gentlemen, let us have a round of applause for our wonderful volunteers!”

Much to Mary’s shock and surprise, she stood up and took her bows as the audience cheered- and so did Stephen, and a handful of other people. Why on earth was she bowing?

“No... no!” she said, unable to stop herself from continuing to bow as the applause went on. “I wasn’t mesmerized! You’ve all got the wrong idea!”

“Oh, perhaps they’ve forgotten?” Mesmero said loudly to the audience, spurring on more cheers. “Well then... perhaps I can do a bit to jolt their memory. Volunteers... remember!”

And suddenly it all came back, hitting Mary like a steam train going at full tilt. She remembered everything. She remembered falling under his spell the first time, where he told her she would play Beethoven’s Fifth on her imaginary violin whenever someone said the phrase “play the piper”. She remembered going up to the stage the second time after waking. She remembered sitting there in the chairs, happy and relaxed, yearning to do whatever he told her to do, along with some other volunteers who had fallen helplessly under his spell.

She remembered doing everything he told her to do. He remembered telling her that she was nothing more than a lascivious harlot, eager to do anything and everything- even kiss a woman! She remembered sauntering slowly, sexily, towards the other hypnotized young women- and kissing her deeply and sensuously, as she would have kissed a man. She remembered the cheers and whistles of the men, and the polite and restrained clapping of the women, who no doubt thought their husbands liked the display a bit too much.

She didn’t have all that much time to dwell on the indignity of that, however, as other, even worse images flooded her mind. She remembered Mesmero telling her that the sexiest man alive was in that chair, that she wanted him more than anything. And she had wanted him- wanted him so badly. Mesmero told her that he was sitting there with his member hanging out, and that she wanted to mount him and make love to him.

She remembered that feeling, that feeling of wanton lust as she mounted the chair with no one in it and began feverishly sliding her hips up and down, moaning, groaning, desperately needing her dream man’s member inside her. She had never been so aroused in her life, never wanted anyone, anything more in her life than the man she mounted in that chair. She remembered the audience laughing, clapping, and jeering her on, but she didn’t care- she had the biggest, best cock deep inside her as she bounced on it over and over again, coming harder than she ever thought she could.

She remembered telling the man such things- dirty things, vile things, things she would never have said to any man, let alone in public. She remembered telling him how much she wanted him, how much she loved his cock deep in her pussy, how wet and aroused and hungry for him he was making her. She blushed a deep, deep crimson at the thought.

She remembered the ribald show coming to an end, as Mesmero gave a grandiose wave to the audience, bowing to the audience as they clapped for him. He told her she would get sleepier and sleepier as she rode the man, until finally she couldn’t hold herself up anymore and, with a weary gaze, drooped onto the chair, spent and happy. Mesmero bowed once again, and instructed her to return to her seat, and she did so.

Mary was red in the face as the wave of memories finally finished washing over her. She was barely able to contain her fury at the mesmerist- how dare he! How dare he take control of her like that, forcing her to do those things on stage. It was unseemly, unladylike, completely uncalled for!

“Edward.” She said. Her voice was clipped, dripping with icy rage. “Let’s go. Now.”

“Of course, whatever you like.” He said. His smirk and his tone only angered Mary even further; after that display on-stage, his eyes eyed her lasciviously, like she was some sort of common whore. No doubt due to that imbecilic mesmerist and the show he had her put on. Well, she was going to have something to say about that.

“Wait.” She said, as the two of them exited the theater.

“What for?” Edward said, likely imaging him bedding her this very night.

“We’re going to wait until the crowd disperses.” Mary said, her voice tight with anger. “And then I’m going to give that mesmerist a piece of my mind.”

“Oh, why bother?” Edward said. He smirked at her. “It was just a bit of fun. Besides, mesmerism isn’t real- it’s all stage work and showmanship, that’s all. Just a tawdry little show where some of the women of easier virtue will pretend to take off their clothes when instructed by our dashing hypnotist, isn’t it?”

She was able to contain herself no longer. She slapped him, all the rage she felt contributing to the force of the blow. How DARE he throw her words back at her like that, implying she was some sort of common street walker!

“Leave.” She said. “I will not be leaving with you.”

He started to protest, but her glare brooked no argument, and mere seconds later he was slinking away into the shadows with his tail tucked firmly between his legs. Mary considered it just as well; that prig, she thought as the crowd finally thinned away to nothing, didn’t deserve to be within ten feet of her.

She made her way to the dressing rooms in the back, and found the one labeled “MESMERO”. She knocked on the door harshly, the raps ringing through the now empty hallway.

“Come in!” Mesmero called cheerily, and she opened the door. She found him in front of the sink- he must have just removed his makeup, as he was drying his face with a towel.

“Ah, the young lady from my show.” He said. He smiled. “What can I do for you?”

“What can you do for me?” she said, icily. “It’s what you did to me that I have a problem with!”

“Ah,” Mesmero said, his face growing worried, “I see. You are not the first person to have a problem with me show, it-“

“Not the first?” she said. She almost shrieked. “I can’t imagine so! What do you think people will say if you bring them up on stage and make them act like brazen whores, having them mount and fuck empty chairs?”

She was so inflamed she didn’t even notice her curse word slip out. He raised his hands to try and defend himself.

“Please, madam, I did no such thing.” He said. “Hypnotism is not some magic drug. A mesmerized person will not do anything they don’t want to do.”

“That’s complete nonsense!” Mary said, exploding at him. “I didn’t want to do any of those things! If you think I wanted to embarrass myself in front of a room full of people, then you’re even more insane than I thought.”

“Perhaps.” Mesmero said. “But sometimes we don’t understand what we truly want. For example, you want me, don’t you?”

“Excuse me?” Mary said. “I certainly don’t-“

Mesmero snapped his fingers, and Mary stopped mid-sentence.

“But you do.” He said. “You do want me. You know you shouldn’t, but you’re powerless to resist your urges. You want to come to me, to feel me, to press against my body with yours.”

Suddenly, Mary realized he was right. She did want him. She felt a little shock of excitement go up her spine. He moved in to her, close to her, and kissed her deeply, sensuously: part of her wanted to tell him that she wasn’t that kind of woman, that she didn’t want him, but that would be a lie. She did want him, she wanted him so very, very badly.

“You want this.” He said again, his voice smooth, deep, commanding.” You want me, you want to obey me. You want your mesmeric master to control you, to command you.”

Mary didn’t respond except to kiss him more deeply. She knew he was right; she wanted him with every fiber of her being, wanted to obey his commands without question. She continued to allow him to kiss her, his tongue roughly parting her lips and rolling, exploring in her mouth.

He began to fondle her, and soon his hands went further than her waist. They began to explore her body, rubbing her breasts, and Mary felt a burning desire flare up inside her. A small part of her knew what she was doing was wrong, but it didn’t matter. She wanted it, wanted to obey her master, wanted him inside her.

He slid his hand down her skirts, and as his hand plunged downward she realized she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Where had they gone? She didn’t remember taking them off. Perhaps he had, or ordered her to. It didn’t matter, at any rate: his hands were headed between her thighs, and he quickly found his target, sliding a finger into her pussy.

She arched her back, moaning. Her wet, engorged pussy offered no resistance to his finger, and within moments his finger was deep inside her, sliding in and out, snaking up to her clit, rubbing it, and then back down into her pussy. She squirmed, writhing, as she bucked her hips, trying to impale herself deeper on his finger.

“That’s right.” He said. “You want that, don’t you? You want a finger deep inside you. Sliding into you, pleasing you.”

“Yes...” she said dreamily.

“But I think you want something else.” He said, taking his hand out from between her thighs. He put his wet finger in front of her mouth, and she sucked it in instantly, swirling it in her mouth, cleaning his finger in it.

“You want a nice, big cock inside you. That’s what you want, isn’t it?” he said. She nodded vehemently, his finger still in her mouth. With a wet pop, he took it out of her mouth. Without a word, he spun her around and pushed her back slightly. She understood what he wanted, and she leaned over on the desk, exposing her bare ass to him.

“Just relax...” he said, cooing. “Relax and obey. You want to obey. You want to feel my cock deep inside you.”

“Do you remember the perfect man, Mary?” he said. She wondered where he had learned her name. No matter. She did remember that perfect man in the chair, the one with the perfect cock.

“Yes.” She said dreamily, nodding.

“I am that perfect man.” He said. “I was the one in that chair, that big, perfect cock that filled you and made you come over and over again. I am the perfect lover, the perfect cock, the one you desperately need.”

“Oh... yes...” Mary said, delirious with pleasure. He pushed himself slowly into her, and she remembered: oh yes, she remembered that cock! It was the most amazing cock ever, and it felt even better now that she knew it was him, pushing himself deep into her pussy. He started to fuck her- slowly, at first- his strokes shallow, searching, teasing even. The strong shaft of his cock rubbed up against her clit as he methodically worked his way in and out of her pussy, the feeling of complete fullness spurring her higher in her throes of lust.

She felt as though she was someone else. As though she was watching someone else taken from behind. As though it were someone else’s moans echoing through the dressing room, or someone else’s perfectly done fingernails raking the wood of the desk that her breasts were so tightly pressed against.

“Yes...” he said. “Doesn’t that feel good?”

“Oh god, yes...” she said, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “So good... So full...”

His strokes started to get longer and deeper. He would pull his cock all the way out, until just the head of it pressed on the entrance of her pussy. She would moan, squirming, wanting him back in; he would slide it in, her sopping wet pussy offering no resistance, inviting him in, all the way in. She moaned as he buried his cock deep in her, all the way to the hilt, even as he did it again, over and over, inflaming her passions, driving her higher and higher.

She arched her back unconsciously, her lust growing, an irresistible tingle growing in her body. She could feel it coursing through her, that rumble, the sign of an imminent orgasm. Mesmero started to build up his own pace, thrusting a bit harder, a bit faster with every new stroke, sending Mary deeper and deeper into her own lust, her own orgasm.

“Oh god, oh god...” she said. “I’m coming, I’m coming!”

“Yes, that’s good.” He said, still thrusting into her. “Come for me. Come!”

And she did, obeying him. The force of her orgasm ripped through her like a tidal wave, crushing over her, enveloping her like no other orgasm she had ever felt before. She was powerless against it, and all she could do was let the orgasm press on. He hadn’t finished yet, and he kept on thrusting his cock deep into her. Mary lost track of time, of herself, as her world collapsed into pleasure- she wasn’t sure if she was having multiple orgasms, or if it was just one long, slow, delicious orgasm while he fucked her. She didn’t care anymore. She just wanted to be fucked.

“Oh, god...” she said, her body bucking as she was penetrated from behind. “Feels... so... good...”

“Yes.” He said. “Now tell me. What am I, Mary?” he said.

“You’re Mesmero, the Hypno Lord.” She said. “My Hypno Lord. My Master.”

“Yes.” He said. “Again.”

“You are my Master.” She said. She loved saying it. She loved her Master, loved obeying him.

“Again.”

“Oh... oh god. “ She said. “You’re my Master!”

He was close to orgasm now as well, and she felt him start to give way to his baser urges. He started to thrust into her even harder, even deeper, his breath ragged, his grunts deep, animalistic.

“Oh god, yes!” She said. “Harder! Harder! Fuck me harder!” Mary screamed, all propriety lost in the lust-drunk haze of pleasure, as she bucked her hips back onto his cock as he continued to slide in and out of her.

He grunted, tensing up, and came deep inside her: she followed almost instantly after, the feel of her Master’s seed spurting deep inside her the catalyst for yet another orgasm. Mary almost couldn’t take the continued, euphoric onslaught, and she finally sank completely to the wood, her breasts pressed up against the wood.

“I hope you’re with child.” He said. He smiled. “You seem upper-class. What a scandal it would be, if you had a little baby out of wedlock.”

“Mmm...” she said. It didn’t sound like a scandal to her. Having Master’s baby seemed like the greatest thing in the world. He pulled her off him, twirled her, and pushed her head down. She understood what he wanted. She started to lick his rapidly softening cock, cleaning it with her mouth.

“Though I did see that you were with a lord yourself, earlier.” He said as she happily, wantonly licked up the last of their juices. He said the word lord disdainfully, and Mary knew why. He was the real Lord, her Master. The others didn’t deserve the title.

“I expect that shall be useful.” He said. He laughed, patting her on the head. “Oh, you’re going to be very useful in the coming months, my little slave. Very useful indeed...”

She was happy about that. She wanted to be useful and obey Master. It was all she wanted in the world...


The Vampire’s Thrall

It was a textbook vampire incident. Or at least it was to a vampire hunter. Sarah knew it the moment she saw the headlines in the newspapers.

Of course, the major news media wouldn’t report it as such. Oh, no. They would report it as a serial killer, or a serial abductor- that’s always how it started. People were funny about these sorts of things- they didn’t want to see it, didn’t want to see the truth of what was happening around them. Four women, abducted at night, no trace of struggle or chemicals found at the scene? The news organizations were abuzz with police predictions, but there was only one truly obvious answer: it was a vampire creating his little foothold in the city.

They didn’t leave victims this early- not yet. Probably a new vampire, considering the lack of bodies found. New vampires loved siring their victims, bringing new vampires into the fold: they loved the rush of the life draining from their victim’s eyes, replaced by the same demonic fervor once those victims were turned. Older vampires, however, didn’t have that same compulsion: they knew that the more vampires they turned, the more competition there was in the area, and the more chance they’d have of getting caught. So they laid low, played it safe, fed on victims without turning them and left the crime scene looking like a mugging or assault gone wrong.

It made these young vampires easy to spot, since the trail they left was so brazen. Older vampires could take months, even years to find, since it was hard to conclusively spot them. The young ones were bold, adventurous- wolves on the prowl, asserting their dominance over a territory loudly and boldly. The older ones were more cautious, growing slowly, taking as few risks as possible. It made for a very different type of hunt.

Of course, that had its drawbacks as well. The young vampire would likely have kept his new vampires close to him, which meant assaulting him in his lair would be suicidal at best. She had to lure him out, had to get him to come to her- and she had to kill him before he could get away or bring the others to her. Killing their sire would tremendously weaken the others, and she would be able to ferret them out and kill them as well before they could take any more innocents.

So here she was, walking down a darkened street well after midnight in the city’s nightlife district. All of the girls had been taken close to here, which led her to believe that her analysis of the vampire had been spot on. He was young, looking for action- and what better place to hunt than in a district teeming with prey, vibrant with energy, ripe for the picking? She had worn her best clubbing outfit in the hopes of attracting his attention, one that showed off her ample curves. She suspected that would draw him.

Suddenly, after walking for a little under an hour, she felt him in the corner of her mind. Felt the evil, greasy feeling that meant he was near. It sent a thrill of pleasure through her when she felt that: she got a rush from the hunt. She loved nothing more than stalking her prey, stalking those evil predators that preyed upon the helpless, upon the unwary. She loved the frightened look in their eyes when she finally killed them, when they were finally aware that they had gone from hunter to hunted.

That little pulsing feeling in the back of her mind got stronger and stronger, and she realized that he was behind her. She pretended to take a call, ducking into an alleyway on the street, making herself an easy target. She was rewarded when she saw him turn the corner. His aura shone, a malignant, pulsing red- it was different than the black aura she was used to seeing around vampires, but she could not mistake him, not now, not in front of her. He smiled at her, a predatory smile, and she smiled back at him innocently.

“Yeah, Becky. Okay, cool. I’ll meet you there.” She said to the phone, putting the phone back into her purse. He continued to approach her, his smile gleaming.

“Hey babe.” He said. “Sorry, I know this might seem a little forward, but you’re gorgeous. I just had to wait for you to get off the phone.”

“Oh, uh... thanks.” She said, giggling, twirling her hair in her fingers. He was quite handsome- in fact, he was stunningly so. He had not yet been subject to the sharpening of features that the vampire’s curse takes upon people who succumb to it. His skin was pale, which brought his deep black eyes into a sharper relief. He was tall, at least six feet and change. His body was firmly muscled beneath his tight white shirt.

“You know, if you wanted...” he said, moving closer to her. He locked his eyes on hers. “We could take this somewhere more private.”

“More private?” she said, playing along.

“Yeah.” He said. “Unless you enjoy fucking in the street, that is.”

He turned those deep black eyes on hers, and she was almost frozen in place when he did. They seemed to pierce through her, drawing her essence up from inside her and sucking it into the black abyss inside his eyes. She was almost frozen, paralyzed by his intense mental assault. She could feel herself relaxing, letting go, feeling herself sucked away.

“Uh...” she said thickly. She willed her sluggish brain to function, and she was finally able to use her mental defense techniques to block his influence, but she was surprised at his power. All vampires possessed some mind control skill, of course, but his was very strong. She had no doubt the other women had succumbed instantly. Luckily, he took her momentary weakness for complete dominance, and he moved in towards her.

“You helpless little sluts.” He growled, a demonic smile gleaming on his face, all pretense of politeness stripped from him. “I love it.”

“Then you’re going to love this.” She said. She brought her knee up, slamming it into his groin. He cursed, doubling over, as she assumed a traditional battle stance.

“A vampire hunter.” He said. His smile became even wider, and he started to laugh a little as he stood up. “I didn’t even know you could sense us.”

“That’s kind of what we do.” She said smugly, looking at him. She could feel her adrenaline rising, could feel that familiar thrum of excitement through her.

“Oh, my darling. You don’t know.” He said. He smiled. “That will make this even more... pleasurable.”

He struck out at her with the speed only a creature of the night could possess. She blocked it just as quickly, her enhanced hunter skills allowing her to match him blow for blow. They danced, a dangerous dance, a dance of strikes and ripostes, blocks and counters. The rush of the battle never failed to excite her. She never felt more truly alive than when she danced on the edge of death, the devil’s dance with the evil creatures of the night. She felt...

Amidst the blocks and blows, she felt puzzled. There was something else in the excitement. Excitement of... a different sort. It had been there, suppressed by the action of the battle, and so she had ignored it. Now, however, it was getting too powerful to ignore- a strong, irresistible, coursing lust thrumming inside her. It distracted her for a moment, and she was rewarded for her momentary lapse with a strong punch to her ribs that she failed to block.

“Tsk tsk, little girl.” The vampire said, attempting another haymaker that she was able to block this time. “I can’t be your first, can I? But then again, it can be so difficult to fight with distractions of a... pleasurable sort.”

The way he said pleasurable sent a shiver down Sarah’s spine... and through her sex. His low, deep voice seemed to thrum through her, stirring up her arousal in a way she hadn’t thought possible. She didn’t know what kind of vampire trick this was, but she had to stop him before it progressed any further. She went for a quick, clean takedown, sweeping his legs from under his feet and pinning him down firmly, a perfectly timed open palm strike knocking the wind out of his chest.

Except... she didn’t withdraw her hand right away after the strike. She should have killed him, then and there, driven a stake through his heart. But she was distracted by her hand on his chest, by the feel of it beneath her palm. It was hard, firm, and she had the sudden urge to grasp it, rake her nails along it, to be close to the-

Her daydream must have lasted only a second or two, but it was enough time for the vampire to recover. He brushed her hand off his chest, flipping her off him. She attacked again, but her blow was blinded by anger- it was sloppy, and the vampire took advantage of him. He smoothly redirected her blow, spinning behind her and pinning her against the wall, one arm behind her.

“You’re getting sloppy, my dear.” He whispered, his breath low, his mouth near her ear. “Or perhaps... something else is wrong? Something I could... help with?”

He pressed against her body with his, and she felt him through her clothes. She felt his member through his jeans, through the soft fabric of her dress, and a short, low, lustful moan escaped her before she could control herself. He could help her. He could help her by ripping her dress off, by bending her over, by thrusting that rock-hard-

She stopped that train of thought and landed her in-step on his foot even as she headbutted him, knocking him backwards and freeing her from his grasp. She was beginning to breathe heavily now, her pants coming in deeper and deeper waves, her chest rising and falling. She shouldn’t be this winded, not so soon. She shouldn’t even be breaking a sweat. But here she was, her breaths coming in deep, ragged, and her panties wet not from the effort of the fight, but from the boundless lust that seemed to be raging through her system.

“What... what are you?” she breathed heavily, making an effort to think through the fog of lust that was surrounding her, enveloping her mind. She knew he was doing something to her, using his mind control powers on her, but she couldn’t figure out how to stop it. Whatever he was doing was cutting right through her mental defenses, influencing her, and she could barely think through the rampaging arousal burning through her.

“You’d love to know, wouldn’t you?” he said. He smiled. He moved at her again, and she brought up her arms to assume a defensive stance. But it was no use. She was too slow, her mind too thick, too fogged up, to react in time. He swept her aside easily, pinning her against the wall again, facing her. He held both of her hands up against the wall with one of his, and began to slide the other down her body, leisurely, as though he had all the time in the world. As he passed her breasts, he drew a finger lightly down them, and she shuddered at how good it felt.

He continued to bring his hand down, slower and slower, and Sarah knew she should stop him. She knew that she could break his grip on her hands. She was planning out her attack on him, and yet... she didn’t act on it. She knew she should stop him, but his hands felt so very good sliding along her. It felt as though his fingers were full of pleasure, and they left a trail of red-hot desire along her skin in their wake. She could feel them, feel them even after they had gone down her breasts, down her skin, down to her hips. She brought her hands down from his, ripping his grasp off hers easily, and prepared to strike him in the head. She resolved to end this before-

He brought his gaze up to hers, locking her eyes with his, freezing her mid move. That deep black seemed to envelop her. Her mental defenses shattered before them, unable to resist them now that her brain was fogged with lust. His eyes were like deep, black orbs, impossibly glowing obsidian crystals that bored deep into her. She could feel them drilling straight into her, deep into her innermost soul, draining her will, stealing her power.

“Shh, no need for that.” He said, as her arms dropped slowly to her side. “Not anymore. You’re mine now, aren’t you? You can’t resist me any longer. Just relax, give in to the pleasure...”

She gasped, shuddering, as his fingers breezily pushed her panties aside and plunged themselves into her wet, aching pussy. She had always had a healthy sex drive, but this was pleasure like she had never known before. For a moment it drove all rational thought out of her mind, so consumed she was by the sudden explosion of feeling that had come when he put his fingers into her. She was well aware of how her body felt now. Her heart raced, her breathing came in quick, frantic bursts as the pleasure from his touch began to jolt through her body.

“In case you haven’t figured it out yet, my dear little hunter.” He said sweetly. “I’m a tantric vampire. We don’t concern ourselves with your life blood. We look for... other things to satisfy us.”

He darted his hand out, rubbing her clit, thumbing it up and down, around the sides, and she moaned again, wriggling and wilting beneath his talented fingers. The sensation of his fingers inside her, upon her clit, rubbing and thrusting and darting, was too much for her. It was overwhelming her mind, flooding her senses, stealing her desire to resist bit by bit. He brought his mouth down to her neck, kissing it lightly, almost lovingly. They sent more pulses of pleasure through her. She didn’t want him to stop. She needed him not to stop.

“My my, it seems like somebody likes that.” He said, leaning even closer. “It seems she likes that very much indeed. Maybe I’ll continue.”

He brought his other hand to play, moving them down towards her breasts. She realized he had made a tactical mistake- her hands were free. She could stop him now. And yet she didn’t. Her hands, far from stopping him, encouraged him. She brought her hands to his back, gripping it, running them up and down that amazing, impossibly firm, sweetly muscled body of his. Her hands moved along it, finding his hard stomach before sliding up to his hair, gripping it tightly, snaking his dark black hair in her fingers.

His other hand came down to her breasts, kneading them, and he was rewarded by another moan that escaped her. It slipped beneath her dress, beneath her bra, reaching inside and grasping them, thumbing her nipples, running over them with the sinful pleasure a tantric vampire could bring her. She writhed, twisting beneath the pleasure, unable to control herself any longer. Any thought she had of attacking him, of stopping this pleasurable onslaught, was rapidly fading to the back of her mind.

“Be a good little girl and release my cock.” He whispered into her ear. That was her chance! She would reach down while he was distracted, hitting him there, giving her a moment to escape, to break whatever spell he had on her. But her hands disobeyed her once again; instead of attacking him, they did was they were commanded. They unzipped his jeans and reached down into his underwear, freeing his rock-hard cock. Sarah felt it in her hands, and it was enormous: huge, pulsing, throbbing. Holding it made her know just how good it would feel inside her. Made her need to feel it inside her.

“See how hard you’ve made me.” He said. He laughed, bringing his hands down from her breasts and her pussy, bringing them to her ass. “That fight was... invigorating. I haven’t been so excited to take someone since I started.”

He lifted her up easily, his vampiric strength letting him lift her as though she weighed nothing. He positioned himself beneath her, his throbbing cock pressing ever so slightly at her entrance. Sarah wriggled, bucking, trying to lower herself onto that rock-hard cock. She needed him inside her, needed him desperately. She knew she should be fighting him, but she didn’t care, couldn’t care, overwhelmed and flooded by the burning desire she felt for him.

He slid it into her slowly, teasingly. She needed him to go faster, wanted him to go faster, but he wouldn’t. He gave her only an inch at a time, ever so slowly, filling her up little by little. She bucked, panted, tried to push herself down on his cock, but it was no use. He controlled his pace, kept her wanting, aching for more.

“Do you know how we enslave our thralls?” he said slowly. “There’s no neck biting. None of that. We simply... come inside them. The magic makes them ours.”

He slid a little more into her, and she groaned. She couldn’t believe how big he was- it seemed like it never ended, and each inch seemed to fill her aching, eager pussy more than she thought possible. Finally, he slid completely inside her, and he began to thrust. Slow, measured, deep strokes. She brought her mouth to his, and their lips locked, their tongues intertwining even as he continued to gently plunge his cock deep into her pussy.

He filled her so completely, so utterly- he was like no lover she had ever had before. His cock was everything, the need for his cock complete and absolute. It was the center of her universe, sending waves of indescribably pleasure from her pussy through her body up to her lust-fogged brain with each smooth, slow thrust. She could feel herself building, feel that familiar, tingling sensation that heralded her impending orgasm. But it would not come. Frustrated, she tried to thrust down on him harder, faster, but she could not. She was a slave to his rhythms, beholden to however he felt like pleasing her.

“Please...” she whispered. He laughed. He withdrew from her, but instead of thrusting in again, he left her pussy, putting her down on her feet. She panicked.

“No! No!” she said. “Please... I need it, please, I-“

He responded by grabbing her, bending her over against the wall. She could feel her pussy, feel his eyes on her bare ass, feel them on her pussy. She loved it. She arched her back, trying to make her hot little pussy as inviting as possible, hoping he would drive his cock into again once again.

“Mmm, this is the best part.” He said. “You need what?”

“I need you inside me.” She said, quickly, without hesitation. He laughed, slapping her on the ass.

“No, hunter. What do you need? What do you want?” he said. He brought his cock forward, ever so forward, and she could feel its heat on her thigh.

“Oh god, I need you to fuck me.” She said, her legs trembling, her body quaking with desire.

“More than that.” He said. And then a light dawned in her lust-fogged brain. She knew what he wanted. She knew she would give it to him, and what would happen. She hoped some other hunter would be stronger than her.

“Oh god, I need you to fuck me!” she said, all resistance gone, all hope of fighting him ended. “Fuck your slutty little vampire hunter, fuck her with your huge cock! Come inside me, make me your slave, please, I need it, I-“

He laughed and plunged his cock into her. There was no slowness this time, none at all. It was primal, filled with all the demonic power he possessed. He thrust into her with an animal-like fury, and she responded in kind. Her mind was in tatters, completely dominated by him, and deep groans and moans of indescribable pleasure escaped her as her body was rocked by his thrusts, wracked by the overwhelming ecstasy that he gave her.

It seemed to last forever. Sarah had never had sex this good, not ever. She lost complete track of time, her world melted away, the universe seemed to collapse in on itself: there was nothing beyond his cock, nothing beyond the frenzied, primal fucking he gave her as she was bent over in that alleyway, her pussy aflame with lust, her deep, guttural moans bouncing off the hard brick walls as his cock drove her beyond any rational thought.

Finally, she felt him tense up, felt him grab her ass with his hands, and she knew he was about to come. She bucked her hips against him even harder, slamming her ass into his hips, and he groaned deep, groaned loud, and he shot his seed deep into her womb. The feel of it inside her sent her over the edge as well, and the orgasm crashed down upon her, shattering her self-control, causing her pussy to tighten, milking all of his amazing essence for herself.

And she felt it even through the waves of shuddering ecstasy of her orgasm, even as her orgasm sent her half into unconsciousness as it wracked her with its ecstatic blows: she felt his seed seep into her. It spread through her body like a rampant disease, the warm feeling suffusing her. It seemed to permeate every part of her, seeping into her brain, her breasts, her heart, even her very soul until it consumed her entirely. The vampire took his cock out of her, and the slave formerly known as Sarah Halloran, vampire hunter, turned to face her master.

“You were quite a treat, you know.” He said. He stroked the side of her face, and she looked up at him. “I’ve never had anyone give me such a fight. You never had a chance though. You know that.”

“Of course not. I was wrong to have tried to fight you. I should have taken your precious gift right away. Thank you, Master, for giving it to me.” She said. Her body thrilled when she called him Master. She had never known such peace, such tranquility, such ecstasy. How could she have resisted this? Why did she want to? She was her Master’s thrall, forever and ever.

“Of course, my little slave.” He said. He smiled, twirling her hair in his fingers. “We’re going to have so much fun together. Your enhanced hunter strength will prove quite... useful. But for now... get on your knees.”

She complied instantly with her Master’s wishes. There was not even a trace of her former resistance left. A rush of pleasure filled her when she obeyed, and she did not even care about the hard concrete floor beneath her knees as she took Master’s cock in her mouth, bringing his half-hard cock back to life. She thrilled with ecstasy as she got it hard again and he started thrusting it roughly into her mouth, looking forward to being her master’s thrall until the end of time.


My Roleplay Master

It happened just as she was getting ready for bed. She was just brushing out her hair in the mirror, thinking about that new Mark guy. He was pretty cute, and she could tell that he liked her too. She was idly thinking about how she might get him to ask her out- or ask him out herself- when she started to suddenly feel... strange. The room seemed to shift and shimmer for a moment, and she blinked, trying to clear her head. She stopped for a moment, cocking her head. Something was happening. She felt... she felt...

God, she felt HORNY!

It hit her like a shockwave, a surge of pleasure that raced through her entire body. She almost had to sit down as it turned her knees to rubber. She was trying to figure out what had happened to her as her hands, almost of their own volition, began to touch her breasts. She gasped when she felt them- not just from the pleasure, but because they felt... bigger. She looked down and her eyes widened- they were definitely bigger!

Once she saw that, she knew exactly what had happened. The dread sorcerer Lord Waters must have come into her life once again. Only he knew the dark incantations that could make her titties nice and big. Breasts! Make her breasts nice and big. She shook her head. The spell was already affecting her mind. Soon she would be his silly mindless sex doll unless she did something.

She began to rub her hands on her new breasts, loving the feel of her hands on them. Whatever spell the dark lord had cast on her must have made her nice little boobies more sensitive, and she sighed out loud, a dumb, happy smile appearing on her face as she started to tweak her nipples, rubbing her hands along the soft, smooth skin of her big new tits.

“Mmm, yeah...” she said to herself, continuing to rub her body. That felt so good. Seemingly of its own volition, one of her hands began to run down her body, down to between her legs. She let her hands graze down her skin, enjoying the electric touch of her hand as it left a white-hot trail of pleasure in its path down to her eager, hot sex. She grinned in anticipation. Her fingers would be good, but it’d be so much better when he had his...

No! She had to resist! She had to...

***

Mark looked at the worn down comic book shop façade in front of him. He took a deep breath, counting out the cash in his pocket, hoping he wasn’t making the worst purchase in the world.

It was always for a girl, wasn’t it?

Mark Waters had never been... well, he had never been the popular guy. He knew that, and he accepted it, even though it had caused him his fair share of troubles over the years. It’s not that he was ugly or anything, mind you- he judged himself to a pretty average looking guy, all things considered, but he just didn’t like doing the things that made him popular. He was a big fan of the more nerdy things in life, and growing up he was more than happy with his books and his video games.

And Swords & Sorcerers.

From an early age, Mark had been fascinated with the popular role-playing game Swords & Sorcerers. He knew that it was one of the nerdiest things he could do, but he couldn’t help himself. He loved being transported into a fantastic realm of swords and sorcery, of leading his friends in adventures where they could become knights, paladins, wizards, and clerics battling the forces of evil. It didn’t make him the most popular guy at school, but he found a small group of friends who would play, and that was good enough for him.

He was a little nervous when he got to his first semester at Coolidge College and he had to say good bye to his normal S&S group that he’d gotten so fond of over the years, but he was pretty overjoyed when he found out that the college had a roleplaying games club that he could join. He went to their first meeting in the student center, and he was a little dismayed when he got there- there was only one girl there, studying. She probably wasn’t even a part of the club. He sighed, walking over to her.

“Hi, uh, this might be a stupid question, but have you seen anyone else around here?” he said. “Like, maybe if they were in a club or something together?”

“You mean like a roleplaying club?” she said, looking up at him, her bright green eyes twinkling mischievously. “Why, would you happen to want to join the role playing club?”

“I, uh...” he said, stammering a little. He had never been good with girls, and he could feel her about to make fun of him. But he was committed now, so he sighed and nodded. It wasn’t so bad to commit social suicide your very first week of college, right?

“Well, good. Then I am happy to welcome you to the very first meeting of the Role Players’ Club in 2013!” she said, smiling. She stood up and reached out to shake his hand. “I’m Kayla. Welcome aboard!”

“Oh, uh, thanks. I’m Mark.” He said, still fumbling around his words. He hadn’t been prepared for her to be nice to him, much less be part of the club. “Are you... are we the only members of the club?”

“No, there’s a few more of us.” Kayla said off handedly. “But they’re almost always late. Come on, sit down. What are you into? Warsword? Space Defenders? Dawn of Battle?”

“I, uh... no. None of the new stuff. Just Swords & Sorcerers.” Mark said.

“Oh. My. God.” Kayla said, looking at him. “We’ve been looking to get a Swords & Sorcerers campaign going for ages, especially 4th edition. We have the monster book and the campaign book, but we don’t have a Roleplay Master. You wouldn’t happen to have a Roleplay Master’s guide, would you?”

He saw the enthusiasm in her face, heard it in her voice, and suddenly he felt the need not to let her down, felt the inexplicable urge that boys feel around cute girls to impress them... and he felt himself lie before he even had the chance to rethink it.

“Of course, yeah.” He said. “We used to run 4th edition games all the time.”

“You are a GODSEND!” she squealed suddenly, giving him a big hug. He didn’t even have time to react as the other players came into the room and Kayla explained to them what had just happened. They were just as excited as she was, and before he knew it the meeting had concluded with them agreeing to start a game the next week... with him as the Roleplay Master.

His heart sunk the moment he looked online for a 4th edition Roleplay Master’s guide. It was the most famous of them all, and it was an expensive one. He looked through a bunch of sites in dismay, seeing prices in the hundreds of dollars for it. He slowly started to lose hope, and he was coming up with excuses he could use when he saw it. He finally saw it. A listing at a store. Close to him.

“Used 4th Edition Roleplay Master’s Special Edition. $60. Price negotiable for right buyer- Want to see it go to the right owner! Lots of fond memories. Please inquire at Magic Books & Sundry, 12 Main St.”

His mind started to work quickly. It was only 2 PM. It was only about a half hour walk from campus into town. He could get there and back. $60 wasn’t too bad, even for a used copy... and he could possibly negotiate the price down even lower. And even if he was only buying it to impress a girl and save face... well, a 4th edition Roleplay Master’s Special Edition was an item worth having. Even the guys back home would be jealous.

And so that’s how Mark found himself outside of a dingy little comic book shop on Main St in the little town of Ashton. As he walked in he heard an old-fashioned door chime sound, and he looked around at all the assorted roleplaying stuff in the store. Fake swords, books, miniatures, dice... this place had it all. He wondered how he had never noticed it before. It seemed like the kind of place he could spend quite a bit of time in.

“Can I help you?” a voice said from behind the counter. He was a small, white-haired, wizened old man, and he smiled at Mark gently.

“Yes, I, I’m here for the Roleplay Master’s guide? The one you advertised online?” Mark said.

“Ah, yes. The special edition.” The man smiled. He reached down behind the desk, pulling out the book. Mark stared at it as the owner laid it down on the counter. It was a 4th edition, all right- and definitely used. The book looked a bit worse for the wear, but it was mostly in good shape. Mark ran his hand over the cover, feeling the outline of the inscriptions on it.

“The price is $60, then?” Mark asked. He wanted to get it out of there before the owner realized what he had with him.

“Not so fast, young man.” The old man said. He peered at him. “Why do you want this book? It’s very... special, after all. Be honest.”

Mark almost lied to him. He almost told the man that he wanted it just to run some campaigns and nothing more. Except... except the man’s inquisitive little blue eyes seemed to urge the truth out of him.

“It’s...” he said. “It’s to impress a girl. I told I had one when I didn’t and I’ve been looking for one since.”

“A girl. I see.” The man said, looking at him shrewdly, as if sizing him up. Finally, he offered the book to Mark. “Is that all you want it for? There’s nothing else about it? You want to be a Roleplay Master just to impress a girl?”

“Well... no.” Mark said. “I... I enjoy playing too.”

“Yes, everyone enjoys playing, Mark.” The man said, waving away his excuse. “But why do you want to be the master?”

“I like creating worlds.” Mark said. The words came out of him quickly, confidently. “I like to craft them, mold them into my own vision. I like bringing my friends into worlds of my own invention, worlds that delight them, amaze them. I like to play God.”

The silence hung for a moment in the room. Mark hadn’t expected such an outburst, and apparently neither had the old man. He stared at Mark for a little while, his piercing blue eyes never wavering. They were young, a young man’s eyes that didn’t seem to fit with the rest of him.

“Well, I think this little tome will be able to help you. It’s yours.” The old man said finally.

“Great, thank you!” Mark said. “I, uh, it’s in twenties, I hope that’s alright.”

“Oh, it’s more than alright.” The man said. “In fact... I think I can safely give this book away to you for free.”

“You... you can?” Mark said, amazed.

“Yes. There’s something about you, you know.” He said. He smiled, those bright blue eyes still boring into Mark’s. “Something special. I think you’ll have a very good time with it.”

“I... thank you.” Mark said. He was close to speechless, though not just from the purchase: the little old man was beginning to weird him out.

“You’re quite welcome.” He said. “Now would you like anything else?”

“No, I just came for that. Thank you.” Mark said.

“I thought you might.” The man said. He smiled. “Run along, then, Mark. Enjoy it while you can. The gift of creating worlds... well, it’s not one given every day.”

“I will, thanks.” Mark said. He awkwardly nodded good bye to the man, heading out of the shop and back into the sun outside. There was something about the old man that unnerved him, and he was glad to be out of the shop. He hefted the book in his hands, reflecting on the strange way he got it. Had he given the old man his name?

He shrugged, shaking his head. The whole thing was really weird, to say the least. Oh well. At least he had what he came for. He smiled as he looked at it. A book that could easily go for hundreds, his for free. Him, the freshman. He’d be the talk of the club.

How much luckier could he be?

***

The first time it happened was a few days after that. He was in the dining hall after one of his classes, looking at the book. He noticed it had some... weird things in it that other Roleplay Master editions didn't have. Weird putting it lightly. In the character sheet page, there weren't just the regular abilities and attributes like strength or dexterity. There were a few entries that you didn't expect to see there, like libido, sexual preference, cup size, and more. What were those for? He knew 4th edition was supposed to be the most realistic of them all, but this seemed to be pushing it.

“Penis size? Come on.” he muttered to himself.

“What about it?” Kayla said next to him. Embarrassed, he slammed the book shut as she slid in the

“Oh, nothing, ah, it's nothing. Just talking to myself, ha. Nothing.” he said, the nonsense words coming out of his mouth before he could stop them.

“I'll leave you to your nothing, then.” She smiled, that megawatt smile that always made his heart beat a little faster. “But I hope that's not in reference to your penis size.”

“No, no, nope. It's pretty big. Not big. Average, I'd say. Very normal.” he said, the words still tumbling out of his mouth. He felt himself blush, saw her grin even wider. “I'm... I'm going to just shut up now, if that's alright.”

“I suppose it would be.” she said, pushing her red hair out of her eyes. “But then you wouldn't be able to tell me how the campaign you're planning is going.”

“Oh, it's going pretty well.” he said, grateful for her smooth transition away from his babbling. “I've got the world and the backstory to it all built, I just have to write up some characters and get some quests going for you guys.”

They talked a bit more about the fantasy world he created, and he let himself go a bit as he talked. Kayla seemed very enthusiastic as he described the background to the world and how he came up with it, and she gave a satisfactory nod of approval as he wrapped up describing what he had come up with so far.

“That sounds... that sounds awesome! I'm impressed. I think you'll go far in this group, young one.” she said. “Truth be told, none of us are any good at being the Roleplay Master, let alone something like a 4th edition campaign. I'm really excited to see what you can do.”

“Yeah, thanks. I hope I do ok on my first run out with you guys.” he said. He grinned at her. “After all, I don't know how good you college players are. Maybe I'm out of my league.”

“Or maybe you'll summon a giant dragon to kill us all.” she said. She raised her eyebrows at him, her soft green eyes glimmering with glee. “With its giant penis. That's +1 to hit chance.”

“Uh, yeah.” he said. He grinned back, trying to will himself to be cool. “A bit harder than a normal dragon.”

“You're just lobbing them up there, aren't you?” she said as she got up from the table with her tray. “Alright, I have to get to my next class. I'll see you Tuesday. Make it good, Waters. We're counting on you!”

She walked away from him and he couldn't help but stare at her small, firm little butt as she walked away. Truth be told, he'd developed a pretty massive crush on her since they met. She was cute, smart, funny... and into Swords & Sorcerers. She was the whole package. If he could only stop himself from being a fool every time he talked to her, maybe he'd work out the nerve to ask her out.

He shook his head, smiling ruefully to himself. Yeah, sure. And maybe he'd win the lottery, too. He picked up his tray and the book, heading back to his room. He still had some work to do on the campaign, and he wanted it to be really good before he showed it to the rest of the club. And, of course... to make sure it impressed Kayla.

Once he got back to his room, however, he found it a bit hard to concentrate. He found his thoughts wandering to Kayla every time he looked down, especially considering the ridiculous character sheets in front of him. In a moment of idle mischievousness, he wrote Kayla's name in the character sheet. He had no idea what her bra size was. 34C, maybe? He shrugged. That would do. He wrote it in. Then he erased it. If this was a fantasy world... he wrote 34D in the margins. That would do.

He continued for awhile, writing in her measurements, filling out her profile. He filled in his own character sheet while he was at it, too.  He laughed to himself as he put in 8 inches for his penis size and described his character as beautiful and toned, with a body any girl would find attractive. He was having fun, so might as well, right?

Finally he finished his story. He was the dread sorcerer Lord Mark Waters, unequaled in the arts of love spells. He had cast his irresistible spells on the beautiful, golden-haired, big-titted Kayla (he didn't know her last name. He thought he should probably find that out), turning her into his ideal bimbo pleasure slave. Driven by her insatiable lust she came to him, begging to be taken by his massive, thick cock, the only thing that could bring relief to her smoldering lust.

He finished finally, rubbing his face. He had gotten a bit carried away, and he could feel his cock tenting in his jeans from his little erotic fantasy. More importantly, he had gotten no actual work done. He sighed. Oh well. It had been fun to daydream, anyway. He got ready for bed, brushing his teeth in the adjoining bathroom and getting into his pajamas.

He lay in the darkness for awhile, musing on his new crush on Kayla and what he was going to do about it. He tried to just ignore it, but that wasn't going to happen. What was he going to do about it?

He heard a knock on the door. Puzzled, he got up to open the door. Who could that be?

***

It happened just as she was getting ready for bed. She was just brushing out her hair in the mirror, thinking about that new Mark guy. He was pretty cute, and she could tell that he liked her too. She was idly thinking about how she might get him to ask her out- or ask him out herself- when she started to suddenly feel... strange. The room seemed to shift and shimmer for a moment, and she blinked, trying to clear her head. She stopped for a moment, cocking her head. Something was happening. She felt... she felt...

God, she felt HORNY!

It hit her like a shockwave, a surge of pleasure that raced through her entire body. She almost had to sit down as it turned her knees to rubber. She was trying to figure out what had happened to her as her hands, almost of their own volition, began to touch her breasts. She gasped when she felt them- not just from the pleasure, but because they felt... bigger. She looked down and her eyes widened- they were definitely bigger!

Once she saw that, she knew exactly what had happened. The dread sorcerer Lord Waters must have come into her life once again. Only he knew the dark incantations that could make her titties nice and big. Breasts! Make her breasts nice and big. She shook her head. The spell was already affecting her mind. Soon she would be his silly mindless sex doll unless she did something.

She began to rub her hands on her new breasts, loving the feel of her hands on them. Whatever spell the dark lord had cast on her must have made her nice little boobies more sensitive, and she sighed out loud, a dumb, happy smile appearing on her face as she started to tweak her nipples, rubbing her hands along the soft, smooth skin of her big new tits.

“Mmm, yeah...” she said to herself, continuing to rub her body. That felt so good. Seemingly of its own volition, one of her hands began to run down her body, down to between her legs. She let her hands graze down her skin, enjoying the electric touch of her hand as it left a white-hot trail of pleasure in its path down to her eager, hot sex. She grinned in anticipation. Her fingers would be good, but it’d be so much better when he had his...

“Dammit!” she said, shaking her head, snapping herself out of whatever stupor she had been in. Her big new titties had felt so good, she had almost fallen victim to his spell! She took a deep breath, willing her hands not to move, willing herself to be still even as her body buzzed and sparked with the burning lust that was surging through her. After a moment, confident that she had at least a little control of herself, she took another deep breath and moved to the mirror.

“Alright, Kayla. Think. What did your wizard tutor tell you? How to-“ she began talking to herself in the mirror, and let out another gasp of surprise. He hadn’t just changed her titties! Her hair was all blonde and stuff now, a bright shock of gold that fell over her nice titties. She smiled, twirling her fingers in her hair. It was going to be really fun to have that nice new hair! It would fall all pretty and stuff when she had his nice, big cock in-between her big new boobs, just thrusting and-

She shook her head again. The spell was stronger than she thought. She couldn’t remember what her tutor had told her about the spells, but she could only come up with one idea: tell him to stop. Yeah, that would work. He only lived three floors up. She would just go upstairs and tell him to quit making her so HORNY!

She congratulated herself on her plan as she tried her best to stay on her feet. Her hand started to drift to her tits again but she willed them to stop. If she started playing with herself now she’s never get anything done! What was she doing again? Right! Talking to master. No, no master. Dark lord. Lord something. She had to get to him, and soon, before the spell ran its course.

She got dressed, losing her pajamas for a loose-fitting t-shirt and pajama pants. None of her bras would fit over these big, fun new titties anyway. She smiled again when she saw them. They sure were wonderful! Maybe she could keep them if she asked him to stop? She pouted. Probably it was a package deal. They felt so good. She wished she could play with them. But she had important stuff to do!

She started to make her way up the stairs, her footsteps sounding softly against the hard stone of the stairwell. She tried to suppress a giggle. Hard. Hard like cocks! She giggled again at the word, thinking about how much she liked hard cocks. She wondered if it would be fun to get a hard cock in the stairwell because it was so hard, and she laughed again- she’d have to ask master to fuck her on the stairs so she could see if she liked it. She got to the sixth floor finally. It felt like forever to get up there! Why was she going again? Right, hard cock. His hard cock. She had almost forgotten.

She got to the hallway and started looking for his door. Then she realized that she didn’t know where his room was. That was alright! She could figure it out.

“Um....” She said, looking around, twirling her new blond hair in her fingers. She looked for names on the doors, like in her hallway, but they weren’t there. Stupid boys. Names made everything so much easier. That’s ok, she had a new idea. She went up to the nearest door and knocked.

“Yeah, one second, I-“ a guy’s voice said as he opened the door, but he stopped dead when he saw her, his eyes opening wide. “Uh... can I, uh, what do you need?”

“Hi!” she chirped, still playing with her hair. He stared at her big new titties for like forever! She thought that was very nice of him. “You like my new titties? Aren’t they great?”

“They, uh, what?” he said, looking up suddenly. He was all blushing and stuff, and she smiled at him. “Uh, yeah, they’re... great, listen. Is this some sort of joke? Some sorority thing, or something?”

“No, silly!” she said, laughing. “I’m like, looking for L-, uh, Mark, Mark Waters. Do you know where he is?”

“Sure, he’s that door over there.” The man said as he pointed down to her master’s door, down the hallway. “Last door on the right.”

“Thanks!” she said. “You’re really nice!”

“Uh... you’re welcome, I think?” he said. “Have a nice night.”

“You too!” she said. He closed the door as she headed towards master’s door. She heard him talking to his roommate.

“Dude, I know! The fuck did Waters get a girl like that? She had huge tits, her nipples just fucking out there. I don’t even think she was wearing a bra.” The voice said faintly. “I thought he was a nerd, and...”

The voice trailed off as she moved further down the hallway, but that was ok- he liked her tits, that was the important part. Oh! And he told her where master was. She walked up to his door and tried to open it. It was locked. She hoped he was there! She knocked on the door, and she smiled and wiggled in satisfaction as she heard him move towards the door. She heard the soft click of the door opening, and then there he was. Her Master. Her Lord. The one who owned her.

“My lord, I’m here!” she said happily. She came in and gave him a deep, sensual kiss, her tongue entering his mouth, and she felt the deep, pulsing lust in her start to bubble towards the surface even more.

“Mmmpff!” he said, his voice muffled by her sudden attack on his mouth. She stopped kissing him, looking at him.

“What’s that, my lord? I couldn’t understand you.” She said. He said nothing, just moving to the door and closing it before he turned to look at her.

“I...uh...” he said. He was staring at her with these big wide eyes. She frowned. Why was he just staring at her? That wasn’t any fun at all. Oh! He was admiring her.

“Do you like my new titties, my lord?” she said, taking off her shirt and throwing it somewhere in the room. She cupped the bottom of her boobs in each hand, looking at him seductively. “So did the guy down the hall! He couldn’t stop staring at them. I told him they were new.”

“You told him...” master said. His mouth moved for a minute, then stopped. She hoped he wasn’t forgetting how to talk. That would be said. “You saw someone? What? How?”

“Directions, my lord!” she said, almost laughing. “How would I have found you? You’d be proud of me. I used my brain and everything! I knocked on a door and asked them where you were!”

“You... you knocked...” he said, trailing off, his eyes going wider.

“Uh huh, but that’s not the important part. The important part is I’m here!” she said, continuing to play with her tits. They felt so, so good... god, she needed his cock between them. Why wasn’t it there already? “Thank you for giving them to me. They’re so much fun! And so sensitive. Do you want put your cock between them?”

“I...” he said. He stared at her boobs for what seemed like forever, and then finally he snapped out of it. “No! No, I... I don’t. This is wrong. This is so wrong, and this has to be a dream, has to be a dream...”

“You don’t want to fuck my nice, big titties?” Kayla said. She bit her lip, pouting at him. She continued to rub her hands on her tits, enjoying the way his eyes seemed mesmerized by them. She tweaked her nipples a little before pushing them up again, putting them on display for him to admire.“But... they’re so nice and big, and they’re all yours! Do you not like them? You don’t like them, do you?”

“No! I mean, yes. I do like them. I like them very much.” He said. “I just, ah, it would be... you know. Wrong.”

“Wrong?” she said. She frowned. “Why would it be wrong? I don’t get it.”

“Well, because...” he stopped. “Because, ah...”

“I like having a nice hard cock between my titties.” She said, cutting him off. “You have a nice hard cock. It sounds pretty right to me.”

“Ah, yes, but... um... you know, I can’t believe I’m arguing about this.” He said, shaking his head. “This can’t be happening. This has to be a dream.”

“It IS happening, and I’m HORNY.” She said, pouting. “So you better put your cock between my nice big titties!”

“Yes, but, it’s not aaaahh...” he said, trailing off and trembling a bit as she pressed her tits up against him.

“See? You liked that! It can’t be wrong if you like it.” she beamed. She unzipped his pants, reaching her hand down through his underwear. His cock was nice and hard- and big! She couldn’t wait to have that nice hard cock in-between her titties.

“Uh...” he said, his mind unable to mount any sort of defense against her argument as she gently stroked his cock with her hand. She gripped it firmly, leading him to the bed as she sat him down on it. She unbuckled his pants and slid them off his hips until nothing but his big, hard cock was out there.

“Mmm, that looks amazing, my lord.” She said, licking her lips and smiling wickedly. She kneeled in-between his thighs, bringing her big boobs with her hands so that they were just barely touching his rock-hard, twitching cock. She grazed them along his shaft, and he shuddered briefly, letting out a deep, guttural moan as the soft skin of her fun new boobs made contact with his cock.

“That feels amazing, too.” She said happily. He moaned again, and she smiled again. She was doing such a good job for her new master! She pressed her tits close together, entrapping his hard cock between then, and began sliding her nice, big tits up and down on his cock. He moaned as she started, and she let out a soft low groan of her own as well. She couldn’t believe how good it felt to have a nice, rock-hard cock disappearing in and out of her huge new titties!

He groaned again in pleasure, but she felt it as well: she loved pleasing her master, loved the feel of his cock nestled inside the valley of her big, soft new titties. She felt the pleasure, the lust shooting through her, dampening her panties with anticipation. She loved his cock in her tits, thrusting up and down, its rough texture sliding pleasurably between her new big globes. It was starting to distract her.

She began to tease him a little more, kissing his cock whenever it thrust up through her titties, or running her tongue lightly along his rock-hard shaft. The extra stimulation made him shudder in pleasure every time she did it, and she loved that her new lord enjoyed her technique. She continued pleasuring him with her tits and her mouth, using the two of them expertly to keep him moaning and groaning in pleasure.

“Oh god, that’s... that’s so good...” he said, almost unable to speak as she continued to run her soft boobs up and down his cock.

And he finally began to get into it, too! He started to thrust his hips in time with her motions, grabbing her head, ensnaring her hair in his fingers, groaning as she continued to slide his cock up and down. She smiled seductively up at him as he started to lose himself in his own pleasure; she had sure showed him how wonderful her new big boobs were! The sounds of his pleasure were too much for her, though, and she knew that she had to finish with him inside her. She got up suddenly, pushing him back so he lay flat on the bed.

“Whaa...” he started, but she silenced him with her finger, straddling him between both her thighs. She needed his big, hard cock inside her, thrusting into her, making her cry out in uncontrollable ecstasy. She began to slide her hips down towards him, and in one swift, smooth motion she slid her panties to the side and impaled herself on his hard, throbbing cock, meeting no resistance as it slid smoothly into her dripping wet pussy, plunging itself to the hilt in her eager, quivering body.

“Oh god YES, my lord!” She said. The pleasure of him sliding into her was almost too much for her to bear, and she began to ride him in earnest, all thought quickly leaving her mind as she began to pump her hips on his cock, bouncing up and down, making his cock disappear into her pussy.

He no longer seemed to have any reservations about what he was doing. In fact, he seemed to have no thoughts at all. He began to pump his hips up, bringing his cock up to meet her fast, furious downstrokes, and he was rewarded by her high, satisfied moans as he drove himself into her.

“Oh god YES, harder! Harder!” she said, biting her lip as he continued to thrust into her, meeting her frenzied hammering up and down on his cock. He reached up to her beautiful, bouncing tits, taking them in his hands, kneading them, running his thumbs along her nipples. The stimulation only served to spur her own, heightening her own sexual frenzy.

“Yes! Yes! YES!” She screamed, slamming her pussy down on him, grinding her hips on his. She was so close, she could feel it- that deep, unmistakable tingling inside her that signaled her impending orgasm. She could feel that he was close too, could feel him losing more and more control. She continued grinding on his cock, clamping her pussy muscles on him, bringing him to the edge of his orgasm.

“Oh god, yes, I can’t- Kayla, I can’t hold it any more-“ he started, and then he came. He grabbed her hips with a strong, firm, primal grasp, pulling her down as deep as she could go as he tensed, his cock spasming inside her as he shot his load deep into her eager pussy. She moaned, her own orgasm hitting her as she felt him come deep inside her, felt her lord’s seed fill her aching, needy pussy.

She shook on top of him as her own orgasm crested over her like a tidal wave, causing her to shudder and buck on top of him as her ecstasy bounded to inexplicable, unimaginable heights, beyond anything she had ever known before. She had no idea how long her orgasm lasted, but when she finally came to she was sliding off his now semi-erect cock, coming to rest next to him. She snuggled herself into his arms, enjoying the warmth of her master besides her, and together the two of them drifted to a restful sleep indeed.

***

Mark Waters opened his eyes, stretching and feeling the warmth of the sun as it poured in through his dorm room window. He hadn’t slept like that in ages. And the dreams... he had the most amazing dream about Kayla. It was... kind of weird, actually, but that made sense, given he had written all that perverted stuff about her in the book. He should probably erase that before the campaign started. That could be pretty awkward if she saw. It-

His body shuddered as he felt something touch his thighs, and he opened his eyes with a start. He opened them just in time, in fact, to see a golden-haired head descend onto his cock, making his cock disappear between a beautiful pair of full, ruby-red lips. His eyes rolled back into his head as his cock was taken all the way in to her mouth. She continued sucking his cock, using her tongue to stroke the shaft, lick the tip, and after a moment he lost his ability to think.

He groaned, putting his hand on her head as she continued to take him deep into her mouth, making his cock disappear deep into her throat. She showed no hesitation at all, and her enthusiasm for his cock was evident in every stroke of her mouth as she continued to pleasure him. Her technique was incredible- he had never gotten a blowjob before, but he couldn’t imagine it feeling any better than this. He couldn’t last long, and eventually he felt his orgasm building.

“Oh god, yes, YES...” he said, beginning to buck his hips in unison with her practiced strokes, and pretty soon he came, shooting deep into her mouth, pushing her head down onto his cock as she eagerly swallowed him without complaint. His orgasm subsided finally, and she continued to clean him with her mouth until there was no trace left. Then she looked at him, smiling.

“Good morning, my lord!” she chirped, getting up off the bed and beaming. “Sorry, your cock was nice and big and hard and stuff, so I thought I’d just suck it for you! Was that ok? I hope that was ok.”

“Y...yeah... it was...” Mark said, unable to process what was happening. He had thought the entire thing had been a dream. Maybe it was still a dream? He pinched himself. She was still there. He recognized her, of course. It was Kayla. But at the same time it... it wasn’t. Kayla was cute- ample boobs, nice butt, slight curves. But the body in front of him, it... it was built for sex. Huge 34D boobs, bright, full red lips, curves in all the right places, beautiful blonde hair coming down to her amazing, juicy ass...

He should know. He built it. And if this wasn’t a dream... if this was really happening... then...

“Do you want breakfast, my lord?” she said, starting to put on her pajamas. “I can go to the cafeteria and get some for you. I know boys get hungry and stuff more than girls.”

“I... no!” he said finally, his lethargic, orgasm-happy brain finally kicking into gear. “I mean, yes, maybe, but you don’t have to get it for me, I... I can do it.”

“Hah, silly master!” she said, laughing. “Of course I have to get your breakfast. Being a sex slave isn’t JUST about sucking and fucking, you know!”

She giggled again at her rhyme, and before he could say anything she had left his room. He stood there for a moment, stunned, still unable to figure out what had happened. Then he realized, with a slow, creeping dread.

The Roleplay Master’s guide!

He rushed over to his desk, flipping the book over to the character sheets, finding the one he had written for her. He scanned the entry he had written for her last night, and sure enough everything that he had just seen matched up with what had just happened, with all the changes to Kayla’s body. He sat there for a moment, thunderstruck. He couldn’t believe it. Even with the evidence. It must be some... some massive coincidence, or something. Anything. It was impossible that this stupid book in front of him could alter a person’s body and mind.

Right?

He weighed what had happened in his mind for what seemed like a long, long time. Then he decided. He would rewrite it. Undo the damage he’d done. And if nothing happened, well... that just meant that Kayla was seriously kinky or something. If she returned to normal... well, that was proof that the book was magic.

Or that he was insane. That was certainly still a very real possibility.

Either way, he began to write. The dark sorcerer Mark Waters, in a fit of guilt over what his evil spell had done, decided to take it back, undoing all the changes he had made to Kayla, both in body and mind. She would be none the wiser as to what had happened, but he would be, his experience having informed his newfound guilt and resolve not to use his powers again for such hedonistic pleasures.

He halted. He wanted to add something. He knew he shouldn’t. He knew it was wrong, that he should just let it go, that he should just accept last night for the wonderful accident that it was... and yet his hand still moved. His mind told him it was wrong, but he pictured Kayla- the Kayla he knew, not the cock-hungry sex bot he created- and how much he wanted to be with her. Did he really want to lose that?

And so against his better judgment, he continued to write. Kayla would remember last night- but not the way it happened. She would remember that she came to his room, they laughed and joked a bit, and then they had a wild, wonderful, impulsive night of mind-blowing sex. And now this was the morning after. Other than that... everything would be as it was. Body and mind.

Kayla came back half an hour later, and much to Mark’s relief she was completely the way he remembered her- all traces of the super sex machine he had created seemed to have vanished. She had with her a tray of goodies, ranging from bacon and eggs to blueberry muffins, and his eyes widened at the buffet she laid out for the two of them.

“I thought you couldn’t bring things out of the dining hall buffet.” He said. “You just walked out with this?”

“There’s a back exit that nobody ever watches.” She said casually, that mischievous grin in her eyes. “It only opens from the inside, but... well, there’s always someone there to throw it open for you.”

“Coffee too, huh?” he said. “I’m impressed you didn’t spill it.”

“Oh, made that in my room. Wouldn’t have made it back with 2 full cups.” She said. There was a pause as they began eating, and Mark realized it was the pause of the morning after; neither one of them knew what to say. He suspected his confusion was a bit more unique than hers.

“So, uh...” she said, breaking the silence first. “About last night.”

“Yeah. About it.” He said. He looked at her, his pulse racing a little faster. “Did you... ah... was it... good?”

“Was it good?” she said. She shook her head. “If you’ve had better, well... I should throw in the towel. That was earth-shattering.”

“I’ve, ah, never had any. Before that, I mean.” He said. He felt himself turn beet red, and he wondered if he should have left well enough alone.

“You’re kidding?” she said. “That was your first time? Mark, believe me when I say this: if you’re not pulling one over on me, then... well, let’s say I found a keeper.”

“You... you did?” He said. She smiled, and he felt his stomach flutter as her smile crept up her face.

“Trial basis.” She said. She crawled over to him, giving him a kiss. “Maybe a few more test drives.”

He kissed her back, and there was something wonderful about it: it was clean, pure, full of the spontaneity of first love. Not at all like the lust-driven, sex-fueled haze of the night before.

“Seriously though, it was your first time?” she said, looking down at him. “With that body? You’re sculpted like a statue and hung like a horse. I can’t believe you never had anyone before.”

“Oh, uh, just shy, I guess.” He said. He looked down, and he realized two things: one, that he was still naked. And two- he had completely forgotten he had altered his own body as well. He had been a scrawny, sticklike boy with a pretty normal sized member before. But he was looking down at the body of a man, lean and muscled, and he was, ah, quite a bit bigger than he remembered. How much bigger did he make himself, anyway? He didn’t even remember.

“Yup. Still naked.” She said. She smiled, beginning to slide her hand down his body. “What cosmic lottery did I win? A hot guy who also happens to share my love for roleplaying games?”

“Yeah, same. I don’t know what I did to deserve this, but... I like it.” He said. He laughed a little. Really, he had one the cosmic lottery... he had just rigged hers a little bit.

“What’s so funny?” she said.

“Nothing.” He said. “But... you know, I can’t be the only one naked. That’s just not fair.”

“You’re right.” She said. She smiled, beginning to shimmy off her top. “We have to be fair here, after all.”

Pretty soon she shed all her clothing too, and Mark smiled a smile of relief: she was back to the cute, fun little Kayla he knew. They finished their breakfast in bed, snuggling close together, and they whiled away the rest of the morning cuddling and talking. It was one of the best moments that Mark had ever had.

He found himself at one point eying the Roleplay Master’s guide. It sat there on his desk. Still, silent, inviting him... but he resolved he would never use its strange powers again. Once was enough- he was happy now, happy with Kayla, and he wouldn’t tempt fate any more. It had helped him, and he was grateful for it, but its secret would stay within him.

Unfortunately for him, well... it had other things in mind.

––––––––

Chapter 2

“And so, the dread lord was defeated, returning to his castle in the dark lands, but he vowed to get his revenge on the adventurers who so soundly defeated him on that bright, cold morning.” Mark intoned deeply, closing the Roleplay Master’s guide with a loud, strong thud.

“That was...” Kayla said. She got up, hugging up. “That was AWESOME! I can’t believe you kept that hidden from us that whole time!”

“Yeah man, that was a great campaign.” Jack said. He grinned. “And I’m not sleeping with you, so you can be sure I’m not lying to get into your pants.”

“Oh, stuff it, Jack.” She said, sticking her tongue out at him. “Ask Anna what she thinks about your elvish warrior.”

“A fighter AND a thief?” Anna said, raising her eyebrows at her boyfriend. “Hon, I hate to break it to you, but he doesn’t do either particularly well. And that’s me trying to get into your pants.”

The four of them along with some of the other people in the group laughed, and someone else poured some shots into the glasses.

“A toast, to our brave Roleplay Master!” Jack said, raising his shot glass. “For being patient with us and writing all these awesome campaigns for us. Even if he is still a freshman.”

“And for regularly letting me into his pants.” Kayla said, laughing. And then they all took their shots. Mark winced, feeling the heat of the liquor burn down his throat. He still hadn’t gotten used to it, even after a few months of drinking in college. They assured him that he wouldn’t mind it after awhile, but the jury was still out on that.

“After how you evaded that spike trap in his final dungeon, you might be sleeping on the couch tonight.” Anna said, grinning at Kayla. “I don’t think he thought anyone could get through that.”

“I had an inkling.” He said. He grinned. “Though I wouldn’t have hesitated to set off the fire spell if she messed up.”

“Aw, I love you too, babe.” She said, giving him a peck on the cheek.

Mark smiled as they moved over to the other, longer table in the apartment, where some of the other members of the club, not as interested in the witty trap banter, had already begun to set up the drinking games. He couldn’t believe that he had managed to find such a great group of people to hang out with in his very first semester of college. The past month with them had been possibly the best month of his life, and that wasn’t even an exaggeration.

And Kayla... every moment with her was magic. He couldn’t believe how wonderful she was. She was smart, funny, cute... and she was into Swords & Sorcerers. She was everything he had ever wanted in a girl, everything that he never thought he could find, but... there she was. The past month had been wonderful. The past month had been... perfect. Amazing. He could go through every word in the dictionary and still not have enough to describe what they had.

And... he owed it all to the book.

He cast a sidelong glance at the Roleplay Master’s guide on the table before him. Somehow, and he didn’t know how, it was... he hated to say magic, but it was magic. In one fitful burst of sex-inspired creativity, it had completely turned his life around. He had an amazing group of friends, a great girlfriend, and mostly because of that little guide right there.

He hadn’t used its powers since that day. He’d been careful- extremely careful- never to put anyone’s real name in it anymore, and everything he did in it was carefully attributed to the names of his friends’ fictional characters. He even left all those weird extra sex attributes blank... he figured as long as it was tied to their characters, he didn’t have to worry about any real life consequences, but at the same time he resolved to take no chances.

And yet... he couldn’t help but wonder. He knew he shouldn’t, of course. He knew power like that was too dangerous. But sometimes, when he was working on the campaigns for the group, he would wonder what it could really do. He would have to resist the temptation to write out a new fantasy for him. How far did the power really go? It was getting harder and harder to resist every time he opened the book.

“Man, I know you like the whole Roleplay Master thing and all, but... you gotta put it down.” Jack said, approaching him from behind and startling him out of his reverie. He realized that he had opened the page to the character sheets. “We’re about to play beer pong and you’re here writing out our next campaign. You might need some help, you know.”

“No, I...” he said. He paused. “I just had a stroke of inspiration for something. You can’t tell anybody else though, ok? I’m not even sure I want to do it.”

“Shoot. I’ll keep your secret.” Jack said. “For a few more drinks, anyway.”

“Fair enough.” Mark said. “Alright. Here’s how it is. I’m thinking about the dark lord getting Martello’s Reality Alteration Spell.”

“Woah, that’s some high level stuff.” Jack said. “How would we even fight that? We’d get creamed.”

“Well, that’s the thing.” Mark said. “One of you guys is also going to get it, but... I was wondering about the ethics of it. Like, what if your fighter got it? Could he use it ethically, alter reality ethically, or... or would the power always corrupt him?”

“Huh. That’s some deep stuff.” Jack said. He paused, thinking about the scenario posited to him. “I guess... well, I guess you could use it for good. Not go crazy, or anything. But a little bit here and there. Definitely to stop an evil dark lord from taking over the world.”

“And he wouldn’t use it for personal gain?” Mark said. “Would he cross that line?”

“Hah. Sure he would. At least a little. Hell, anybody would.” Jack said. He grinned. “What’s the problem with a little reality altering in your favor every now and then? It’s not like you’re doing anything bad with it. After all, it’s your reality.”

“I... I guess you’re right.” Mark said. “I didn’t think about it that way.”

“You must be losing your touch. You usually cover all the angles.” He said. “Now come on. Let’s go get our pong on. We can’t lose to Anna and Kayla, not again. They’ll never let us live it down.”

“Yeah. Let’s go!” he said, summoning up some false enthusiasm for his friend. He went over with them and started playing beer pong, but his mind never left the book sitting on the table, its power quietly radiating to him, calling out to him silently from across the room.

The party began to wind down finally, and as the evening drew on more and more people were leaving- until Kayla and Mark said their goodbyes to Anna and Jack, walking out of the door into the now chilly October air.

“Oh man, that was LOADS of fun.” Kayla said as they walked home. She was walking a little unsteadily, and he was sure he was as well; they had pounded back more than a few beers at Jack’s place after the game, and he could feel it.

“Yeah, that was a lot of fun.” He said. He smiled. “Especially when we ended the Anna & Kayla beer pong reign of terror.”

“Oh, shut it.” She said poking him in his ribs. “It was just luck, and you know it.”

“All skill.” He said. “All skill.”

“Sure it was.” She said. She looked down at his hand; it was clutching his Roleplay Master’s guide. “Jeez, you are really holding on to that for dear life. You almost didn’t take your eyes off it all night.”

“Yeah, I was afraid for it. You know, with the party.” He said. “It’s... it’s unique.”

“Yeah, I’ll say it is.” She said. “It lets my boyfriend make the most amazing roleplay we’ve ever done.”

“That it does.” He said. He laughed. She had no idea how right she was.

“I didn’t know 4th edition had a special edition Roleplay Master’s guide.” She said suddenly. “Never seen one before.”

“Me neither.” He said. “I got this at a little store. He said it was rare.”

“Sure is.” She said, drunkenly snuggling her face in his shoulder. “Rare book for a rare boyfriend!”

He laughed again as the two of them walked up to his bedroom. They walked into the room, stripping off their clothes and getting into their pajamas.

“OK, I’m going to get ready for bed.” She said, her speech slurring just a tiny bit. He laughed, shaking his head; she was cute when she was tipsy. Her lopsided grin seemed to get even more lopsided. “And you should get ready for sex.”

“Should I?” he said, raising an eyebrow.

“Uh, yes.” She said. She thrust herself at him crudely, and he laughed. “Lotsa sex. Gonna sex you up, babe.”

He laughed, and she disappeared into the bathroom. Almost as soon as she did, he pulled out his Roleplay Master’s guide. He took a deep breath. He was going to do it. He had wavered, even on the walk home, but he had it now. He had it out. Jack said it was okay... right?

“You have no idea, hon.” He murmured. He began to write.

***

Kayla looked around the room. She had finally done it. She had breached the security of the dark lord’s own sanctum sanctorum, the tower of evil that had for so long plagued the adventurers. She appeared to be in his personal washroom- excellent. She was sure it would adjoin his sleeping chambers. She would be able to enter quietly, strike him down, and ensure peace for the realm. She crept soundlessly to the door, opening it and seeing a small bedroom. Now was her chance. She crept slowly towards the bed, towards the soft impression the covers.

“Looking for me?” a voice said. She wheeled around, and there he was, in all his dark, evil glory. The Dark Lord Waters, the dread sorcerer that had plagued her realm since time immemorial. He was adorned in a silk robe, lounging at a desk next to her. “You’ll have to excuse me. I’m not dressed to entertain.”

“And I’m not here to entertain you.” She said. She could see how he had risen to power. He was eternally young, attractive- confident. She could see how he had seduced the sorceress and stolen her powers. Were the situation different, she could see herself moving towards him, embracing him, running her hands along that hard, chiseled body...

“Are you sure?” he said. She shook her head, looking down. She had started to untie the knot of her leather armor top! She moved her hands away, giving him a stare. She had heard how powerful his spells were, but she had no idea they would take effect so quickly. She had to finish this now, before he had the chance to affect her even further.

“I know your games, sorcerer.” She said. She set her jaw. “They won’t work on me.”

“Won’t they?” he said. He lounged back in the chair, an insolent smirk on his face. “Many of your ilk have said the same before to me. And yet, I am here and they are grinning, mindless slaves in my harem, living only to please me.”

“I’m different.” She said. “I know what I’m getting into.”

“Another platitude.” He said. He rose. “You know, you’re quite beautiful. It would be a shame to have to vaporize you with a magic spell. You could be put to... better uses. What say you, elf? Would you liked to be used?”

The lust behind his words was unmistakable, the raw sexual power behind it undeniable. For a brief, fleeting moment she considered what that entailed. She didn’t answer him right away, and he pounced.

“Oh, my dear. That was too quick. You’ve lost.” He said simply, his dark eyes staring down into hers, his tall, strong frame towering above her. The curt, stark words jolted her out of her momentary indecision.

“Oh? And how do you figure that?” she said. “I’m the one in in full battle dress, and you’re not.”

“Are you sure I’m not?” he said quickly, dangerously. “Because when I asked you, you didn’t say no. Not right away. You imagined it, if even for a fraction of a second- imagined being my worshipful, mindless slave. Pleasing me as your master, thinking of nothing else but my own pleasure. No will but my own. The perfect slave.”

“I imagined no such thing.” She said.

“Whether you did is immaterial. You imagine it now.” He said. And he was right. She did imagine that. She imagined bowing down to him, imagined giving up her will, imagined becoming his slave. She grinned. She hated the idea of running her hands along his hot, muscular body, hated the idea of sliding her hands down to his beautiful, throbbing cock, begging for him to take her. She didn’t want that at all.

“And dismissed it.” She said. “I must admit I expected more of you from your reputation.”

“Ah.” He shrugged. “Perhaps. But I think I know what you think. I think you don’t want to serve me. You don’t want to take my cock in your mouth, don’t want to worship it on your knees, begging me to take you in every hole you have. Is that right?”

“That’s... right.” She said, faltering. She told herself not to be surprised. It was obvious what she was thinking. There was no reason for her to be deceived or put off by his clever word play.

“But you’re going to keep thinking about it.” He said. “Now it’s in your mind. You can’t rid yourself of it. You’re just going to think about yourself submitting to me, submitting to my will, my every desire. That’s much easier, isn’t it? The weight of responsibility is so heavy sometimes, isn’t it... Kayla?”

“I... how do you know my name?” she said, unable to hide her shock.

“Oh, I think I know everything about you.” He said. “Now answer me truly. Wouldn’t it be wonderful to be rid of all that responsibility? To hunt the world’s most powerful sorcerer... that’s so much work, isn’t it? It must be hard. Tell me true, Kayla... is it hard?”

“Yes.” She said, her voice smaller than she would have liked. It was very hard. But... but she had to persevere. He was tricking her. Doing something to her mind. She couldn’t allow him to affect her like this. She couldn’t...

“I know how hard it is, Kayla. Believe me.” He said. He reached out to her, brushing her soft brown hair back behind her pointed Elvish ears. She shuddered a little from the unexpected touch on her ear- it was... nice. “But you know what? It doesn’t have to be hard. Just submit to me, become mine, and you’ll never have to worry about anything again.”

“I...” she said. She did want to submit, suddenly. But she had to resist. She had to resist for her people, for the centuries of slavery they endured under him. For the thousands of women he had taken from the village, seduced, turned into his mindless thralls...

“I can make you feel so good, my little elf. I can bring you pleasure like you’ve never felt before, pleasure not even you immortal elves can comprehend.” He said. He began to run his finger slowly down her face. His touch felt so... good. She hadn’t imagined it would. She had imagined him to have rough, battle-scarred hands. But these... these were like the hands of an angel, soft and incredibly smooth.

“I...” she said. She felt her body respond him. She felt the rush of warmth to her loins, felt her nipples begin to stiffen beneath the cold leather of her armor. “I... no... this is a trick...”

“No, no trick.” He said. He brought his hand down to the leather knot behind her back, the knot holding the top of her armor up. “I want to help you, Kayla. I want you to feel good. I want you not to have to think anymore, not to have any responsibilities. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

“Y...yes...?” she said as he began to untie the leather strap of her armor, letting her top fall to the floor. It seemed as though a fog had descended on her, a fog that was clouding her judgment, clouding her thinking. She took a deep, halting breath, struggling not to shudder as the warm air touched her nipples. He brought his hand around, tracing a light, almost feather-light, path with the tip of his finger from her back to her nipple. She gasped audibly when he reached it.

“It sounds like you liked that.” He said, a devilish gleam in his eyes. “Did you like that, my little elf?”

“Y...yes...” she said. She knew she should say no. She knew she should stop him. But it felt so good, his fingers tracing light, soft little circles around her nipple, running along her nipple, softly coaxing a pleasure from her breasts that she never knew could be coaxed...

“Then let me keep giving it to you, my dear.” He said. He brought his face closer to her ear, and she could feel his hot breath on her neck. “Just submit to me. Give yourself to me. Your will is mine. Your mind and soul are mine. Submit... let yourself feel good, Kayla. Let yourself go...”

“I...” she said. She shook her head, scrunched up her face, trying to clear her thoughts. She almost couldn’t think... his other hand had come up and together they kneaded her breasts, dancing around them, thumbing her nipples. They sent pleasure waves straight to her brain, crowding out all the other thoughts. That felt so good. She just wanted him to continue, wanted him to keep touching her like that.

“Shh. Don’t hesitate.” He said, still running his hands along her breasts. “Just submit. Get on your knees.”

Kayla knew she shouldn’t. She paused for a moment, resisting the command. It felt so bad to resist him, but she knew she should say no, knew that something was wrong... but he was right. It felt so good to submit. Why wouldn’t she want to submit? It was getting so hard to think. She frowned at the effort.

“Stop making this so hard on yourself.” He said, soothingly, as though he was only trying to help her. “Just obey, my little elf. It will feel so good, I promise you. Kneel.”

And she did, finally. She felt her knee begin to bend, and then the other, and as she knelt she felt an amazing, almost overpowering sense of relief wash over her. She felt all the tension in her body melt away, felt an unbelievable rush of pleasure surge through her body. She gasped audibly, her eyes wide in shock at the unexpected sensation.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” he said, smiling down at her.

“I... yes.” She said, unable to stop the truth from flowing out of her.

“That was only a taste of the pleasure to come.” He said. He undid the front of his robe, exposing his powerful, naked body to her. His large, hard cock sprang to life inches from her face, pulsing softly in front of her eyes. She had never seen one so big before.

“Take me in your mouth.” He said. She began to do so, but then she stopped. A small part of her screamed that this was wrong, that she was losing, that this had happened to all the other maidens that had gone to confront him. That she should resist. She trembled as that awful, terrible tension built up inside her once more.

And then she reached her hand up. Slowly, at first. Her small, dainty fingers wrapped around his big, throbbing cock, and she marveled at it. It was... hypnotic, somehow, almost alive on its own. She seemed split in two, her mind fractured over what to do, one part of her screaming to resist while the other called smoothly, silkily, for her to submit.

“Take me in your mouth.” He repeated. He brushed his finger again on her ear, tracing the point of her beautiful Elven ear. “Just obey, my darling. It will make you feel so much better.”

And she did. She brought her mouth up to the tip of his cock, and as she did so she felt that overwhelming rush of relief, that weight lifted off her. She let out a small sigh of relief as she pushed her mouth forward, penetrating her soft red lips with that big, throbbing cock. She had never had a cock in her mouth before, and this one was big, but he had told her to take him in his mouth, and she would obey. She pushed him deeper and deeper into her throat until his cock had disappeared inside her mouth.

“Good girl. Now keep sucking my cock. Back and forth. Yes, that’s it.” He said, as she began to bob her head up and down on his massive shaft. “You love pleasing me, don’t you?”

She nodded, unable to vocalize her assent, as she continued to bob her head up and down on his cock. She experimented with her tongue, running it up and down the shaft, and she was rewarded with a low moan of pleasure from him as she used her tongue to pleasure him even more. She continued to snake his cock deep into her throat, enjoying the low, primal groans she elicited from him.

“Oh god yes, that’s good.” He said. He placed a hand on her head, twirling his fingers in her soft, brown hair, but then pulled her off his cock with a wet pop. “But I want something else. Disrobe and stand before me.”

She complied almost instantly now, not wanting to experience that rush of fear and confusion that came with disobedience- and craving the rush of pleasure that came from her instant compliance. She quickly, hurriedly took off the rest of her armor until she stood before him. He smiled, running his fingers along her body.

“Do you know why I take elves?” he said, idly running his fingers along her body. “Because of your ethereal, ephemeral beauty. Your soft, silky skin. And you are ageless, always beautiful, unlike humans that wither and die. I have slaves that I have enjoyed for centuries, still as beautiful as the day they submitted.”

She stood, silently. She had not been commanded to respond, but her body tingled, pulsing with the pleasure of his pleasure. She loved to please him, and she loved that her body, her skin, her very race was to his satisfaction.

“But enough of that. I’ll simply have to add you to my collection.” He said, smiling. “Bend over. On all fours.”

She obeyed, getting on to the bed. She bent over on all fours, facing away from him.

“Oh, come now, darling.” He said. “You can do better. You’ve got such a cute, perky little butt. Just like the rest of your kind. Show it to me.”

She arched her back up, lifting her butt into the air. She felt the air move between her pussy lips, felt the rush of tingly pleasure from the chill.

“Good girl.” He said. He got behind her, and she felt the hot, hard tip of his cock pressing at the entrance of her pussy. She began to press back on his cock, trying to get him inside her, to please him, but he stopped her.

“Not yet, my pet. Not yet.” He said, his hand firmly on her ass. “First I enslave you. Then I fuck you. Now, here’s how it’s going to go. I’m going to slide into you- slowly, a bit at a time. And as I slide into you, you’re going to repeat after me. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” She said, nodding, no hesitation at all.

“Good.” He said. He slid into her, just the tip brushing past the entrance of her pussy. “I will obey every command from my master.”

“I will obey every command from my master.” He pushed in a little further.

“I have no will but his. I exist only to please him.”

“I have no will but his. I exist only to please him.” He pushed in again, a little more now. She couldn’t believe how big he was. She wasn’t sure how much more she could take of him.

“I am a little elf slut. My body is built for fucking.”

“I am a little elf slut. My body is built for fucking.” He pushed in again. She had never felt so full before.

“When my master comes inside me, I will be his completely obedient fuck slave forever.”

“When my master comes inside me, I will be his completely obedient fuck slave forever.”

He pushed in again, and his hips met the base of her ass, and she realized she did it- she took him all the way in.

“And now, I will fuck you.” He said. “And when I come, your enslavement will be complete.”

“Yes, master.” She said. He began to slide in and out of her, his massive cock thrusting, plunging deep inside her. It was primal, strong, fast- his hands controlled her, holding her body, guiding her as he slammed into her from behind, her full tits rocking from the force of his thrusts.

She could feel his cock slamming into her, knew that her tight little pussy was bringing him close to the brink. She loved her hot little Elvish body, loved how she could fuck him good like that. That’s what she was made for, after all- she had a body built for fucking. She smiled, thinking that it was wonderful that she lived forever. Think of all the fucking she could do!

She felt him begin to speed up, felt his thrusts begin to get more and more frenzied as he came closer and closer to the brink. A small part of her said there was still time- she could stop him before he came, before she was enslaved forever. She bit her lip, hesitating. She did love fucking... and she would obey her master. But she could fuck anybody, anytime. He didn’t obey her to not leave, though! Maybe she could-

And he came. She felt his seed shoot into her, felt its hot warmth inside her, and she no longer had any thoughts at all about escaping. In that moment, as her new master came deep inside her, filling her, Kayla the elf rogue ceased to exist- she was Kayla the obedient elf slave, now and forever.

He pulled out of her finally, and he laughed, patting her ass affectionately as he rolled over on the bed.

“Clean me.” He said, and she obeyed her master, moving towards him to clean him with her mouth.

“That was... amazing.” He said. “I never knew it could be that good.”

“I hope it’s that good every time, master.” She said happily. And she did. She loved her master, loved pleasing him, existed only to serve.

“Oh, I think it might be.” He said. He patted the side of the bed next to him. “Come lay down.”

“Of course, master.” She said happily. She snuggled in next to him. She loved being with her master.

She loved existing to serve.

***

Mark lay in his bed, still amazed at what had just happened. He couldn’t believe it. Still couldn’t believe it. Even though he knew it would work. He leaned over to Kayla, who was now softly sleeping by his side, her chest rising and falling steadily with each breath. He traced the outline of her pointed ears with his finger.

It... it had worked. He had written it down, and it came true. She wasn’t Kayla, the junior at Coolidge College. She was Kayla the elf rogue, sent to defeat the evil Dark Lord Waters... until she fell victim to his mind-altering powers and became his mindless sex slave like all the others before her.

It had been incredible. He had really gotten into it too, playing the role of the evil sorcerer. He had always kind of had a thing for fantasy stuff, but he’d never thought on acting upon it... until now. He could do anything. She could be anything. There was no limit to what he could do with this sort of power. Nothing at all. He could enjoy a new fantasy every night, limited only by what his mind could dream up. He felt himself stir, and he smiled. The night wasn’t over yet. He could always go for round two.

“Slave. Wake up.” He said, putting on the low, deep growl he favored as the Dark Lord Waters. Kayla’s eyes fluttered open.

“Yes, Master?” she said sleepily, her pretty green eyes looking into his.

“My cock is hard again.” He said, pointing down. “I want to fuck your tits with it.”

“Of course, Master.” She said. She complied instantly, rolling onto her back as he straddled her. She pressed her tits together and he started to slide his cock between them, the soft smooth skin of her tits feeling amazing on his cock as he thrust into the beautiful little valley her cleavage gave him.

“Oh, fuck, that’s good...” he moaned, as his cock slid in-between her tits. She smiled a dull, mindless, happy smile as he fucked her tits, and he loved the sight of it- his beautiful little sex slave happily pressing her tits together for him to fuck.

“Oh yes, that’s good, master.” She said, her eyes gleaming with the pleasure of pleasing her master. “Fuck your slutty elf whore’s tits, fuck them hard.”

He started to thrust even harder, and even though he had come only minutes before he felt himself building up again to another orgasm. He grunted, and with a shudder he came, his seed spilling all over her full, soft, milky white tits.

“All better, Master?” she said happily.

“Oh god, yeah.” He said. He smiled. “You have such fuckable tits.”

“They were made to please you, Master.” She said, smiling happily.

“I know, slut. I know.” He said. “Now go clean yourself up in the bathroom.”

“Yes, Master.” She said obediently, getting up and making her way to the bathroom. He heard the door softly click closed, and he moved to the desk... and he wrote.

The door opened, and out walked Kayla... his Kayla, normal Kayla. She smiled at him.

“That was some great sex, mister.” She said. She smiled lopsidedly, running her finger down his chest. “I swear, you’re getting to be a better lover by the minute. If this keeps up I won’t be able to keep up with you.”

“We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.” He said. He grinned at her. “But if you can’t keep up, I don’t know... you know I’m only in it for the sex.”

“Please, if you ever tired me out I’d let you have some on the side, ‘cause it’s not going to happen.” She said, her mischievous smile growing ever wider. “Besides, I’m only in it to have a Roleplay Master, so we can call it even.”

“I guess so.” He said. “Now, time for bed?”

“You know it, mister.” She said. She yawned. “You tired me out and no mistake.”

She crawled back into bed with him, snuggling up beneath him, and he marveled at the change. It was almost as though he had been with a different woman tonight... and in a way, he had. Other men roleplayed in the bedroom, but that was just pretend- they pretended to be something they weren’t while their girlfriends or wives did the same.

But here... this was different. He shifted reality. Kayla wasn’t pretending to be a slutty little elf slave... she was one. And she could do it every night. Or even something else. Kayla the elf slave. Kayla the big-titted bimbo barmaid. Kayla the fiery Northern queen. His mind raced with possibilities as he felt her drift off to sleep.

He didn’t. Not right away. Instead he looked towards his desk. He looked at it, and all the possibilities kept racing through his mind. They wouldn’t let him sleep- his imagination fired faster than he could calm it down, his thoughts flowing through him unbidden as he started at the large, black tome on his desk. It was too bad no one else would ever know, ever be able to share in the pleasure of his book. Unless...

And then it hit him.

It was too sublime. An idea that he could not ignore, that he had to write before he forgot it, before the fire of his energy left him. He got out of bed, moving quickly and confidently to the desk. He opened the book, and as he opened it he imagined that he felt some sort of pulse of power from it, a quiet, eager sense of the magic about to unfold. He brushed it off. It was probably his imagination. Or maybe it wasn’t... the book was magic, after all. Who could say what it would do, what it could do?

He had mentioned to Jack that he was writing a new campaign for them. And so he did. He started writing, his pencil scribbling furiously on the page. He could share his new gift with them. All of them. There was no reason for him to keep it all to himself, to keep the magic of the book locked away just for him and Kayla. After all, he could decide what to do with it and what not to do with it- there were no rules, no strictures save the ones he came up with.

And why not? He was the Roleplay Master.
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