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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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