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“We have to keep going.” Jack said. “Who knows what else is going to happen to us?”

“Yeah, Jack’s got a great cock-er, point.” Kayla said, shaking her head. “We have to get to the top and stop whatever’s happening to us before we become brainless bimbos.”

“Yeah… bimbos…” Anna said. Her breath was coming a little quicker, and her eyes weren’t focused, like she had just woken up from deep sleep.

“Come. Come on!” Kayla said, shaking her head, irritated at herself. The three of them continued down the hallway in silence. Jack tried not to concentrate on the two tight, swaying asses in front of him. He didn’t remember their asses being so full and round before, and his new, giant cock throbbed painfully with every step. He could have sworn they were giving a little shake to their asses just for him. God, he just wanted to ream Anna right now… but he couldn’t, not with Kayla here. He had to stay strong. Had to…

“ogod, yeah…” Kayla said before she could stop herself.

“What… what was that?” Jack said.

“Feels…so…good…” Kayla said, her eyes half-lidded as her pace began to slack. Jack peeked over her to see what was going on. Instead of just holding her tits up with her hands, as she had been doing before, she was actively kneading them, running her hands along the soft skin, tweaking her nipples with her fingers.

“Kayla!” Anna said suddenly, forcefully. “Snap out of it!”

“Out…wha… why...” Kayla said, her voice slurring, her mind already beginning to give in to the corruption of the powerful spell cast upon them...

***

The previous week had been a blur for Mark Waters. A blur of frantic, inspired writing combined with intense, frequent bouts of mind-altering sex with Kayla.

Actual, literal mind-altering sex. And reality altering as well. Mark had been using his special edition Roleplay Master’s guide quite a bit… and it was exceedingly special indeed. Having a book that could alter reality depending on what you wrote inside it was more than a bit fun. And he had discovered that it did indeed allow him to become the ultimate Roleplay Master. Every night he turned Kayla into something new, something that fed his deepest fantasies… and it was always real.

He had started by turning her into an elf rogue that he seduced and enslaved. But he didn’t end there- no, not at all. The next night she was a fetching pirate captain he enslaved after catching her. The night after that, a haughty Northern queen who he seduced to gain control of her kingdom. And after that, a beautiful young bard who wished to tell his story… and got more than she bargained for in the process. 

Every night a new adventure, every night a new Kayla, limited only by his imagination. Tonight, for example. She was a young adventurer from a small town, inexperienced in the ways of the world… naïve and ready to be exploited. She was bent over in front of him, her cute little butt in the hair, her long golden locks flowing down her back as he positioned his cock behind her. 

“Are… are you SURE this is the right thing to do?” she said, her high, cute little voice thick with doubt.

“Positive.” He said. “Why? Do you think it’s not?”

“Well…” she said. “You know, I don’t know. I GUESS it could help me find the secret treasure. I don’t know a whole lot about it.”

“Oh, well, I do.” He said confidently, patting her ass. “And rest assured, all you have to do is bend over and let me fuck you. Then you’ll find the treasure.”

“Oh, okay then. I- oooh!” she said, her voice squeaking high in excitement as he thrust his cock deep into her pussy.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” he said, smiling, as he started to drive into her. Long, slow, smooth strokes.

“Y… yeah… F… feels really good…” she said. He felt her body respond to his strokes, felt her hips begin to move in tandem with his. Slowly, experimentally, as the two of them explored their rhythm. He felt her slowly getting into it, slowly starting to let her lust overtake her.

“O…oh…yeah…” she said, her voice getting a little lower, inflected with the strength of her lust. She began to thrust her hips back against him even more, her body beginning to buck on him of its own volition. “That’s… that’s good…”

“Is it?” he said. He started to slow down, started to make his strokes shallower. “Then I guess I shouldn’t stop… right?”

He pulled out of her, resting his cock just at the entrance of her pussy. She whined, moving back against him, bucking, trying to get him inside of her… but he held her firm. His strong, firm hands gripped her hips, stopping her from going back any more.

“No… please… why are you stopping?” she said, her breathing heavy, wiggling in his grasp. “Put… put it back in, please!”

“That’s not how you say it.” He said. He slapped her on the ass, a quick, sharp slap that elicited a yelp of surprise. “Ask me to fuck you. Hard.”

“Please… fuck me. Fuck me hard.” She said, a note of hesitation in her voice. He rewarded her a little by pushing forward. She whined again in pleasure at the little bit he gave her, trying to push back on him, but he held firm.

“Good start.” He said. “And why do you want to be fucked?”

“Um…” she said. “Because it feels good?”

“Wrong.” He said. He slapped her ass again. “Because you’re a dirty little slut that just loves getting fucked. Now why do you want to be fucked?”

“I want to be fucked because I’m a dirty little slut that loves getting fucked!” she said. He smiled. He heard the enthusiasm creep into her voice. He should know. He put it there. He rewarded her a little more, pushing a little further in.

“And who do you want to fuck you?” he said.

“Um… you?” she said. He spanked her again, and this time the low, pleasurable moan she elicited was unmistakable.

“Oh god, yes.” She said, biting her lip. “Oh GOD, that feels so good I can’t stand it.”

“You like getting spanked, don’t you?” he said. “You like when your master slaps that slutty little ass of yours. Because that’s what I am. Your master. Now beg again, slave. Correctly.”

“Oh god, Master!” She said. He could feel her shaking with her repressed lust, feel her trying to buck her way back onto his cock. “Please, spank and fuck your little slut! I need it, oh god I need it, please, Master, fuck me!”

And he did. He slid his cock deep into her, plunging his cock to the hilt, and then pulling it out again as he spanked her ass. He felt her body buck and writhe uncontrollably as her own shuddering orgasm hit her, and shortly after he came as well, shooting his seed deep into her as she collapsed onto the bed face down, her perky little tits pressing against the bed.

He pulled out of her, leaving her breathing softly on the bed, and went to sit down at the desk. The little dumb adventurer was fun. He might have to revisit that one. For now, however… he started to write.

“That was amazing, love.” Kayla said behind him. Her voice was normal now, not the high girlish squeak of his naïve adventurer. He turned, and he saw her in her glory- the beautiful, cute redhead he had fallen in love with at the beginning of the semester, restored by a stroke of the pen from the blonde, dimwitted girl he had just been fucking a second ago. He had changed her that first time, accidentally- and then he changed her back. But now he changed her often, and she was none the wiser, her memories altered to make her believe they simply had mind-blowing sex.

“Like always.” He said. He smiled, kissing her.

“You know, you’re always at your desk afterwards.” She said. She eyed the book. “I swear you get inspiration from sex for your little campaigns.”

“You have no idea.” He said. He grinned at her, a mischievous, devilish grin in his eye. “This next campaign is going to be a doozy.”

“I’ll hold you to that.” She said. “I bet everyone else will too. It’s going to be hard to beat your last one.”

“Oh… I think we can do a pretty good job.” He said. She draped herself over him, letting her arms cross on his chest. He felt her hair fall lightly on his shoulders, felt her ample breasts pressing against his neck. 

“Well…” she said. “Can’t you work on it later? I wanna snuggle.”

“I could never deny you that.” He said. He smiled. He put his pen down, and followed her to bed.

***

The Roleplay Master’s guide had been amazing thus far, and he’d been having a great time with Kayla every night. But he wondered if there was more he could do with it. If using it just for himself was selfish. After all, what self-respecting Roleplay Master held roleplay campaigns just for himself? 

He had been devising some way to use the book for his friends, some way to figure out how to spread its benefits to them, when he happened to run into Jack one day at a party they were throwing after one of the Roleplay Club games. The two of them had been drinking a little (well, more than a little) when the subject turned to their respective girlfriends.

“Man, you and Kayla…” Jack said. He shook his head, taking another sip of his beer. “You guys are like the dream team of couples. Everybody’s been talking about how amazing the two of you are. You’re like the most perfect couple ever engineered by science.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t call it science.” Mark said. He grinned. “I’d say it was more like magic, actually.”

“Magic, science, chemistry, whatever you want to call it- you guys have it. In spades.” Jack said. 

“It doesn’t hurt that the sex is amazing.” Mark said nonchalantly. He expected Jack to laugh, but he didn’t expect the half-hearted grin that his friend gave him.

“Now that’s not how I expected you to react.” Mark said, looking at his friend. He took another swig of his beer. “Trouble in paradise?”

“I guess… ah, hell.” Jack said. “I would call it trouble. In fact I’d say it’s almost too quiet in paradise.”

“What do you mean?” Mark said, looking at his friend.

“Well…” Jack said. He took a deep breath. “Listen, I love Anna, don’t get me wrong. She’s been the best girlfriend a guy could ask for. She’s wonderful, caring, loving, attentive, all of that jazz. I wake up every morning thanking my lucky stars that I found her- and more importantly, she hasn’t noticed how out of my league she is.”

“But?” Mark said, gently prodding his friend along.

“But…” Jack said. “If your sex is amazing, imagine the opposite of what you’ve got. It’s not that Anna isn’t down for sex- I mean, she is. We do it often. It’s just… she doesn’t seem to like it, you know? It’s like she’s doing it for me rather than enjoying herself.”

“Maybe you just haven’t found what the two of you like in common yet.” Mark offered, but Jack shook his head.

“I thought so too, but she won’t try anything new.” Jack said. He shook his head. “Just missionary all night long. She won’t even try a new position, for crying out loud. She says she doesn’t want me to think she’s a slut.”

“Have you told her you wouldn’t think that?” Mark said.

“Yeah, I have.” Jack said. “I said that there’s bedroom Anna and real Anna, and the two couldn’t be different. But still she’s afraid I’ll think less of her, or something. I love her the way she is, I really do- just at night, when we’re doing it, I want my picture perfect girlfriend to be my robust little slut for a little while. Not for real- just for fantasy. A little bit of role play, you know?”

“Yeah… role play.” Mark said, his gaze suddenly turning very thoughtful. “I think I know exactly what you mean.”

“Yeah, well, anyway, that’s how it is.” Jack said. He sighed. “I mean, sometimes I can’t, y’know… not with her. I have to go to the bathroom and take care of myself after she’s asleep. How can I enjoy it with someone who looks like she doesn’t?”

“Beats me, man.” Mark said. He imagined that with Kayla, and he couldn’t- not even Kayla without any of the… enhancements with the book. She was fun-loving in and outside the bedroom, and he couldn’t imagine how tough it would be if she didn’t enjoy sex with him as much as he did. It sounded awful.

“Anyway, I didn’t mean to bum you out with this. I don’t know why I even started telling you all this, to be honest.” He said, smiling and tapping his beer can. “I guess this stuff can make you a little weepy, eh?”

Yeah, I suppose it can.” Mark said. “Although... listen. I have an idea to make things better.”

“You have an idea?” Jack said. He raised an eyebrow. “As long as it's not crazy, I'm listening.”

“It... well, it will sound crazy.” Mark said. “But it'll work. I guarantee it. I just have to ask you to trust me.”

“I don't know if it's the beer talking for me, but... alright.” Jack said, shaking his head. “I don't believe you, but if you can help me have some awesome sex with Anna, well... then you've saved our relationship, bro.”

“I'll give it a shot.” Mark said. “Now, let's get back to our party, huh? Kayla and Anna will think that we're plotting something here in the corner.”

“Well...” Jack said. He grinned, “Aren't we?”

“Maybe.” Mark said. They returned to the party, but Mark's mind wasn't on it- not by a long shot. He had been thinking about what to do with the Roleplay Master's guide... now he had found it. He grinned, beginning to plan out his idea in his head. Oh yes.

He was about to take Roleplay Club to the whole next level.

***

“I think it's a great idea! Couples campaigning. It'll be loads of fun.” Kayla said, as she put out the tabletop board and Mark laid out the drinks and chips.

“I hope so. I just... you know, I know Jack's a little bummed about their rough patch.” Mark said. “I hope this can help it... ah... spice them up a bit, you know?”

“You mean make Anna less of a prude?” Kayla said, grinning naughtily at him. Mark laughed, pleased at her bluntness. 

“Yeah, maybe. If you want to put it that way.” Mark said. She had been extremely supportive of Mark's attempts to spruce up Jack and Anna's love life, and she had more than a few inputs to Mark's campaign that he was pleased to have. She just didn't know they'd be applying to her, too.

“Well, I think it's a great idea- and I think it'll go over well. Anna's open to things, she just... needs to be nudged a bit, that's all. I think this'll be just the thing.” Kayla said. She finished setting the tabletop board out, and gave Mark a quick, impulsive kiss.

“What was that for?” he said, surprised. “Not that I'm complaining.”

“Just for being nice and thoughtful.” She said. She smiled at him. “You didn't have to go through all this for Jack, but you did, because you want to help him. That's very sweet of you.”

“I try my best.” he said. It wasn't just for Jack- he had a feeling he'd be having a good time too. But Kayla didn't have to know that, did she?

“Well, I like it.” she said. “Besides, it's hot.”

“Charity revs your engines?” he said, smiling. She laughed.

“No, but compassion does. I do play a thief with a heart of gold, after all.” she said.

“That must be them.” Mark said, the heavy rhythmic knock on their door announcing the arrival of their friends.

“Who else knocks like that? It's like he's drumming a solo. Truly, he missed his calling.” Kayla said, and Mark laughed as he opened the door.

“Something funny?” Jack said as he came in. “I thought this was couples night, not stand-up night.”

“Just your knocking.” Mark said, and Jack looked at him quizzically. Mark shook his head. “It's not important, anyway. What's important is that you too are here for a night of saucy, indecent roleplaying!”

“We can't wait to see what your dirty mind's come up with.” Anna said, smirking at him. “Kayla's been hinting at me all week.”

“Oh, don't worry, hon. He'll deliver. But I have something that can help.” Kayla said wickedly, beckoning her to the kitchen with a crooked finger. “Come here, my darlings. Drink of my spirits, let them flow into your mind and dull your sense.”

Anna laughed and headed to the kitchen as Jack followed. Mark caught him by the arm just as he started going in, holding him back.

“Listen.” he whispered into Jack's ear. “Whatever happens tonight- and I mean even if the strangest stuff goes down- just don't freak out, ok? Just act natural.”

“What? Why? What's going to happen?” Jack whispered back, confused.

“The greatest night of your life, that's what.” Mark replied, grinning and letting his friend go get drinks. Once they were all properly armed with their drink of choice, they sat down at the table. Mark sat down at his place at the head of the table, as the roleplay master, his book opened in front of him.

“Ladies and gentleman,” Mark said, looking around at them and lowering his voice. “You are adventurers all, no doubt. Used to roaming the wilds of vast realms, fighting beasts of all stripes, danger to life and limb. But those are just characters- just fantasies. Tonight you face an even greater challenge... the challenge of your own selves. Can the three adventurers master themselves- master the ancient secrets and traps that the dread sorcerer Mark Waters has laid for you?”

“How hokey.” Anna said, sticking her tongue out at him. “Yes, we're ready. Let's do it.”

“Very well then.” Mark said. “You find yourselves at the entrance of the evil tower Ral'Adruin, the ancestral lair of the dread sorcerer. You know that he is gone on a long journey, and together the three of you have banded together to steal the Adruin Gem, the source of his power.”

As Mark spoke, something happened. The room shimmered and moved, dissolving around them. Jack looked around, open-mouthed, as his clothes seemed to change into the leather armor of the thief he was playing. He looked at Kayla and Anna, and they were similarly changed- and not just their clothes, either. Both sported the pointed, long ears of the elven characters they were playing, and Anna’s hair had turned from its normal short chestnut to a long, blonde ponytail that her character normally sported.

And they weren’t in Kansas anymore, either. Jack felt the ground turn to hard dirt under him, and he looked away from the girls up to the tower before him. He craned his head up and up, but the tower seemed to stretch up forever, its peak breaking through the clouds above them. He couldn’t believe his eyes- or his nose, or his ears. His senses were deceiving him… they must be. There was no way he could have been transported into a new world, a new realm. Was this Mark’s doing? He looked around, but Mark was nowhere to be found. This must be some sort of drug, or hallucination, or… or something.

“Hey, thief boy. Scared of a little sorcerer’s tower?” Anna said, giving him a sharp nudge and a wink. He looked at her, unable to break his gaze. She was definitely Anna, but… different. And not just her hair, either- now that he looked at her up close, he could see her eyes had gone from their normal green to a piercing, icy blue.

“Uh, what? No, of course not.” He said, brushing it off. “Just looking for ledges or cracks to scale, that’s all. Just want to be prepared in case Kayla can’t get us through the main entrance.”

“Well, you won’t have to worry about that.” Kayla said as the heavy chain that held the doors closed fell to the floor with a loud clang. Jack took a look at the metal, a blue, silvery metal he had never seen before. It must be one of the metals that inhabited this world. He shook his head, still not believing what he saw, what he felt. It had to be some sort of dream. Kayla and Anna seemed to be taking it in stride- or their avatars were, anyhow.

Kayla pushed the ancient stone doors open, and they scraped along the floor, groaning loudly as they gave way to her, revealing a pathway that stretched into the inky black. Kayla whispered something, and a small orb of light appeared by her head.

“Wisplight. Never leave home without it.” She said, grinning at them.

“I swear, that was the most useful that old lecher ever gave us.” Anna said, and Jack nodded, having no idea what they were referring to. He figured he should play along for now, however, until he figured out what the hell was going on.

The three adventurers started down along the hallway, but no sooner had they cleared the door’s threshold than he heard that same groan behind them. The three of them whirled around just fast enough to see the doors shut of their own accord, a magical barrier sealing them together.

“Ah, welcome, adventurers.” A booming voice said out of the darkness. Jack recognized it instantly- it was Mark’s voice! Quite a bit deeper and more resonant, but it was definitely Mark.

“I thought the sorcerer was gone!” Kayla hissed. “Have we been deceived?”

“No, you are not deceived, my precious.” Mark boomed. “I am many leagues from here, but do you think I am such a fool to leave my most precious treasures unguarded?”

“We’re ready for your traps, sorcerer.” Anna said defiantly into the darkness. She received a booming laugh.

“Indeed, I doubt there are any dangerous traps I could prepare that would stop such illustrious adventurers as yourselves.” He said. “No, these traps will not hurt you, not magically or physically. Nor do any monsters await you within my darkened halls. The only trap you will face here, my little ones… is you.”

“What do you mean?” Kayla said, shouting again into the darkness, but this time her question went unheard.

“Looks like he had better things to do.” Jack remarked, taking a look at the magical seal that held the doors in place. “Either of you strong enough in unlocking spells to take care of this?”

“No, not us.” Anna said. She frowned. “Shouldn’t have left that mage for dead.”

“Well, the arrows in his chest made that decision for us, I think.” Kayla said. She took a deep breath. “I suppose there’s no way out but up. If we can recover the gem, then perhaps we can break his power and get ourselves out of here.”

The three companions began to make their way into the tower, the complete silence an odd companion to their journey. Jack kept alert for any signs of trouble- dark sorcerers, after all, weren’t known for their honesty- but he seemed to keep to his word. Nothing attempted to attack them or otherwise harm them in their lonely walk through the cold stone corridors, their echoing footsteps the only accompanying noise.

Their progress was soon halted, however, by a locked door in front of them. It was a plain, simple door with an even plainer padlock- Jack had no doubt that Kayla could get through it in seconds. Why would he have put it here to try and stop them?

“Something’s not right.” Kayla said, voicing Jack’s own concerns. “This is too easy.” 

“There don’t seem to be any traps, though.” Anna said as she ducked down, examining the frame of the door. “I don’t see anything that indicates a trap.”

“That doesn’t mean anything.” Kayla said, shaking her head. “It could be magical.”

“Well, that puts us in the same place.” Jack said. “We can either try and break that magic lock behind us, or hope there isn’t a magical trap in front of us.”

“Well, forward it is then.” Kayla said. She picked the lock with ease, and swung the door open. As they passed through the threshold carefully, Jack’s vision was suddenly overwhelmed by a flash of deep, scarlet light. It vanished almost as quickly as it came, and he shook his head, wondering if he had imagined it.

“Did anyone feel that?” he said, and the girls both nodded.

“That deep red flash, yeah.” Anna said. “It came for a second, and went away. I feel fine, though. You guys?”

“I’m fine, yeah.” Jack said, and Kayla nodded as well. The three of them composed themselves for a moment, beginning the walk up the stairs to the next level of the tower. They pushed open the creaky wooden door on the next floor, expecting something to jump out at them. Instead, they were greeted with lavishness.

“Oh… wow.” Anna said, her mouth hanging open. Jack had to agree. The sight before them was one of opulence; there was no trace of the dark, cold, even Spartan corridor that was below them. The hallway was bedecked with rich tapestries that seemed to cover every inch of the stone walls, and the floor had a running carpet that seemed to never end, its lush velvet sinking beneath their leather boots. There were little seats and archways that led into little secluded, carpeted nooks, the entire floor giving the impression of leisure and luxury.

“This is… different.” Jack said, and Kayla snorted.

“Just as much of a trick, no doubt.” She said. “Stay on the lookout. I don’t want to catch one of you falling for some sleep trap on these nice chairs.”

“Understood.” Jack said, nodding. They walked down the hallway towards their destination, Jack looking at the tapestries. They were decidedly… erotic. He could think of no other word for them. Each of the tapestries depicted men and women engaged in all sorts of sexual acts, some of them veritable orgies. He wondered if this was Mark’s twisted idea of couples campaign therapy. Giving Anna ideas? He shook his head. He still had no idea what to make of all this. He still wondered if he was hallucinating.

“Uh… could we… stop for a moment?” Anna said, breaking into his train of thought. They stopped.

“What’s up?” Jack said, looking at Anna.

“I… uh… I just need to…” she said, fidgeting. “I just need to duck into one of these alcoves for a second.”

“You too?” Kayla said, her voice grim. Anna nodded. “I’ll come with you.”

The two of them ducked into an alcove for a moment, Jack befuddled as to what was going on. He heard them rustling in the alcoves for a second.

“That pig!” Anna exclaimed. Jack, puzzled, began to head towards the alcove to see what was going on. Before he could enter, however, the two of them came out, and he opened his eyes wide in surprise. They were both topless! And not only that. They were… augmented. Anna’s nice little B-cups had swelled easily to Ds, and Kayla’s normally ample C cups were now at least DDs.

“he said the traps wouldn’t harm us.” Kayla said, her hands covering her breasts. “Well… depends on your definition.”

“It did hurt when my titties didn’t fit in my armor top.” Anna said. She grabbed her mouth. “Breasts! I mean breasts. I don’t know why I said that.”

“It’s alright.” Kayla said. “He must be doing something to us. That… that pig. He’s toying with us. Using charm magic to alter us, mess with our thoughts. Has anything happened to you yet, Jack?”

“Not… not that I can tell.” Jack said, thinking for a moment, patting himself down. Nothing so far.

“Well, stay on the alert. It would be just like that pig to mess with us and not you.” Kayla said. The two of them began to walk down the hallway once more. Jack tried his hardest not to stare at their newly freed breasts. He thought it would be easier, but no- even though the girls were holding their breasts as best they could, there was still lots of smooth, tantalizing skin for him to take in. It was getting extremely hard to…

He stopped suddenly. The two of them stopped as well, looking at him, their tits in their hands.

“What’s wrong?” Kayla said. “Is something happening?”

“I… er…” he said, looking at his rapidly tenting pants before he could stop himself. The two girls looked at his bulge as well, and he felt himself blush a deep shade of red.

“I, uh, think maybe I’ll duck out for a second too.” He said. He left the hallway into one of the rooms, swiftly taking off his pants- and he was greeted by a massive cock! His normal five inches were nowhere to be seen, and the new monster in-between his legs had to be least double that size, if not more. He stood there for a moment, unsure of what to do.

“Jack? Are you alright?” Kayla said from the hallway. He looked at his pants, discarded in the corner, and he felt himself blush even further. He was never going to be able to put those back on. He took a deep breath, and walked back out into the hallway.

“Is it as…” Anna started, suddenly trailing off as she caught sight of his now enormous cock. The two girls stood there for a moment, transfixed, their eyes on his crotch. He stared at them, but he couldn’t help but be pleased at how mesmerized they were by his cock.

“Eyes up here, ladies.” He said, unable to keep all of the smug satisfaction out of his voice. They tore their eyes away from it with an effort, looking up at him.

“Yeah… I… sorry.” Anna mumbled.

“We have to keep going.” Jack said. “Who knows what else is going to happen to us?”

“Yeah, Jack’s got a great cock-er, point.” Kayla said, shaking her head. “We have to get to the top and stop whatever’s happening to us before we become brainless bimbos.”

“Yeah… bimbos…” Anna said. Her breath was coming a little quicker, and her eyes weren’t focused, like she had just woken up from deep sleep.

“Come. Come on!” Kayla said, shaking her head, irritated at herself. The three of them continued down the hallway in silence. Jack tried not to concentrate on the two tight, swaying asses in front of him. He didn’t remember their asses being so full and round before, and his new, giant cock throbbed painfully with every step. He could have sworn they were giving a little shake to their asses just for him. God, he just wanted to ream Anna right now… but he couldn’t, not with Kayla here. He had to stay strong. Had to…

“ogod, yeah…” Kayla said before she could stop herself.

“What… what was that?” Jack said.

“Feels…so…good…” Kayla said, her eyes half-lidded as her pace began to slack. Jack peeked over her to see what was going on. Instead of just holding her tits up with her hands, as she had been doing before, she was actively kneading them, running her hands along the soft skin, tweaking her nipples with her fingers.

“Kayla!” Anna said suddenly, forcefully. “Snap out of it!”

“Out…wha… oh god!” Kayla said, bringing herself out of her sex-induced stupor. “Was I… that devil! His spells are stronger than I thought.”

“We’re almost out of this hallway.” Jack said, trying his hardest to keep himself under control. The sight of Kayla mindlessly kneading her breasts had almost been too much for him, and he had almost taken her right then and there. What would Mark say about that? This whole thing was just too weird. “We just have to get through that door. We’re almost there, come on.” 

He had no idea if that was true or not, but the girls seemed to accept his reasoning, and the three of them continued towards the door at the end of the hall.  Unfortunately, he could see them deteriorating- whatever spell had been cast on them was taking its toll on their minds as well.

“This hallway is, like really long.” Kayla said. Anna looked at her furtively, a wide grin on her face.

“Yeah, it’s super long.” She said, pointing none too subtly at Jack’s cock. They both giggled again.

“Let’s focus, please.” He said, pushing them forward. It was getting harder and harder to get them to continue- their hands kept stealing up to their breasts, playing with them, causing them to start to stop and slow down. At one point they both stopped, one hand groping their tits, the other sliding down towards their pussies.

“Mmm… oh yeah…” Anna said, her face blissfully blank. “Feels… so… good…”

“Anna!” Jack said. “Stop playing with yourself! Please, you have to keep moving.”

“Yeah… but like… ‘s hard to think…” Anna said dreamily, ignoring Jack’s plea. “feels so good to like, play with my nice big titties… besides, Kayla’s doing it too…”

“Kayla! Stop touching yourself.” Jack said, turning the other girl who was also lost in her own ministrations. 

“Y….yeah… should… stop…” Kayla said, though her actions belied her intentions. Her breath was coming in faster and faster gasps as her fingers shot in and out of her pussy, her other hand groping her tits. 

He was having a hard time convincing them to stop, partly because he wasn’t sure he wanted them to. The sight of Kayla rubbing those huge, delicious breasts was almost mesmerizing him. The way her hands softly slipped along the pale, delicate flesh of her tits, kneading her little nipple while her other hand darted in and out of her pussy… his cock throbbed with desire, twitched in anticipation.

He could take her. Oh god, he could take her. He could grab Kayla, bend her over, slam his cock into that mewling pussy while she gasped and begged for more, while those beautiful round titties bounced and jiggled while his thrusts rocked her-

“No!” he said, strongly, half to convince himself. He reached up to forcefully take Kayla’s hands off her breasts and her pussy, and then did the same for Anna. The forceful action seemed to break them out of their stupor. The two girls looked at him for a second, the naked lust evident on both their faces.

“That was like, that was like really hot.” Anna said, looking at him with unabashed desire, twirling her golden hair in her hair. “When you got all forceful like that.”

“Yeah…” Kayla said again, licking her lips unconsciously, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Then I’ll do it again.” He said. He turned them around by the shoulder, and gave a slap on both their asses. He loved the little yelp they gave when he did, and his cock twitched again. He had to control himself. They were so close. “Now march!”

They obeyed without hesitation, marching down the hallway until they reached the locked door at the end of it. This door was, in keeping with the theme of the hallway, much more ornate than the previous one. The lock wasn’t any ordinary padlock- it seemed to be built into the door, with two wires going through the walls on either side.

“It’s like… locked.” Anna said. She furrowed her brow. “That’s no good.”

“Can you open it?” Jack said.

“It’s like, locked, silly!” Kayla said, and both the girls devolved into fits of giggles. “That means you can’t open it. It’s a good thing you have a nice, big cock.”

“I get it.” He said. He rolled his eyes, looking at the lock himself. He recognized it. It was a pretty easy lock to pick- the latch was in one of the alcoves on either side. He was pretty sure he’d be able to disarm it.

“Well, I think I can do it.” Jack said, nodding. “Okay, I’m going to step into this alcove here. You guys guard the door.”

“Mmm… ‘kay.” Kayla said dreamily. Jack went over into the left alcove. He heard the click of the lock even as he felt the red flash come over him. It was gone as quickly as it came, but he shook his head. Oh no. The last one had made them barely able to control themselves. What would happen with this one? He rushed out into the hallway to assess the damage. 

“I got that red flash, is everyone-“ he said. He stopped dead in his tracks at the sight of Kayla’s ass, bare in front of him. She was on all fours, her pants crumpled in the corner, fingering herself furiously.

“Kayla!” Jack said. His cock throbbed, wanting to bury itself in between those two beautiful curved globes in front of him, but he had to resist. “Stop that! You can’t-“

“Can’t what? Can’t, like, thrust my fingers in my slutty little pussy?” Kayla said, her body writhing from the furious assault of her fingers. “I tried not to, but it didn’t feel good at all. This… this feels good! GOD, it feels so good!”

“You… but you have to stop. You can’t…” Jack said weakly, his thoughts trailing off. He almost couldn’t think anymore. All he wanted to do was plunge his rock-hard cock into her while she was on all fours, make her squeal like the cock-hungry slut she was, make her-

“Can’t what?” she said, looking at him over her shoulder and giving him a come-hither look. “Can’t, like, stick my dirty little finger in my hot little pussy? Too late. I can’t help it. It just feels so good!”

“Stop!” he said, trying to be forceful, trying to take command of the situation.

“Mmm… “ she said. Her breath continued to come in short, ragged gasps as she plunged her fingers in and out of her. “Make me.”

“What? No, I-“ he started.

“Make me!” she said. She half-spoke, half-gasped it, her hand furiously plunging in and out of her pussy. She cocked her pert little ass in the air, wiggling it in front of him. “Oh god, Jack, please, I’m being a bad girl. I’m like, totally disobeying you! I’m not doing what you’re telling me to do. Punish your bad girl, Jack. Make her stop!”

“I…” he said. He took a step toward her almost involuntarily.

“Yes, that’s it!” She said, her voice quivering with excitement. “Come over here and punish your bad little girl. Make her stop thrusting her fingers into her dirty, slutty little pussy! Fuck her slutty little brains out!”

“No, I…” he said. He started to back away from her, but then he felt something soft pressing into his back. He turned around and Anna was there, completely naked. She looked at him earnestly, her body even curvier than it was. Her tits were now easily DDs, and her ass was round and shapely, her hips curving into them. Both girls had been changed again… changed into machines, machines built for sex. 

“That’s like, not very nice of you, Jack!” She said, putting her hands on her hips. “Making the poor girl beg like that. You should go punish her. Or maybe…”

She grabbed Jack’s hands, placing them on her large, supple tits. Jack moaned as his hands came into contact with her tits, and instinct took over as he began to knead them involuntarily.

“Oh… oh yeah…” he said, grasping Anna’s new boobs, rubbing them as his cock twitched in anticipation. They were so soft, so smooth. She pressed them together, forming a deep valley of cleavage, and grinned at him, biting her lip seductively.

“Or maybe, like, maybe you want to feel good a different way? Maybe you want to slide your cock in-between these nice, big tits?” she said. She reached her hand down between his thighs, grabbing his cock. She began to lightly stroke it.

“Guys… this… this is the magic talking. You have to resist it…” he said, but only half-heartedly. He felt his resistance crumbling. He couldn’t fuck Kayla- she was Mark’s girlfriend. That would be wrong. But Anna… oh yeah. He had always wanted to run his cock between Anna’s tits- it was a perennial fantasy of his. But she never let him do it. Now, though… now she was under whatever slut spell, with those nice new big tits of hers. He would enjoy that indeed.

She smiled wickedly, leading him by his cock, gently pushing him to the ground. He didn’t resist, letting her push him to his back. She crept up in-between his legs, kneeling before him, never letting that smile creep off her face.

“You want to fuck these, don’t you?” she said, jiggling her tits in her hands. “You want to fuck my nice new titties, don’t you?”

“Oh god, yes.” He said weakly, the truth slipping out of him before he could control it.

“Then let me get him all nice and ready.” She said. She brought her mouth down to his cock, kissing the tip softly. It twitched in anticipation, the soft touch of her lips eliciting a gasp of shocked pleasure from him in his heightened state. 

“Somebody likes that, doesn’t he?” Anna said. “I wonder if he’ll like what comes next…”

She devoured his cock. There was no other word for it; she took his cock and plunged it deep into her throat, his titanic length disappearing inside her large, full lips. He shuddered, letting out a deep, low moan as she began to deep throat him. She had never even once given him a blowjob before, no matter how much he asked for it… but now, now she was taking him deep into her throat, over and over, without even the slightest hesitation.

“Oh god, yeah…” he said. She popped off his cock for a moment, running her tongue along his shaft lazily, sexily. He felt it quiver under her tongue, as she slid it up and down, stroking him with her tongue.

“Shh. Lay back. Close your eyes and enjoy it.” She said, raising her hand to his eyes. She shut his eyes and he allowed himself to succumb to the pleasure. Despite her prior reservations about sucking his cock, she was an expert now- she went at it with wild abandon, moving her mouth up and down expertly, taking in his whole cock before releasing it with a wet pop.

Then she tried something different. Her mouth came back down on his mouth, and this time he bucked when she did. It felt different. It was unbelievably tight. In fact… it was almost tighter than when they had sex. Every time she took him in her mouth it was nice and tight, his cock filling her mouth completely, sliding back and forth. He reached up to grab her head, to push her head on his cock, to get her to go faster… but he felt something different. He felt her stomach instead.

He opened his eyes and looked up. Anna was no longer giving him a blowjob. In fact, it wasn’t Anna at all that was above him- it was Kayla. Kayla and her massive, impossibly gorgeous breasts, riding him, bringing her pussy down on his cock over and over again, engulfing it. 

“No… No! Kayla!” he said as she slammed up and down on him. “That’s… a dirty… a dirty trick!”

“A dirty trick for a dirty, naughty girl.” She said, sliding up and down on him. “I’m a bad… bad girl, Jack. You know what you do to bad girls? You spank them! Show me what a bad girl I’ve been, Jack!”

His hand came up almost of its own volition, slapping her ass. He felt the flesh of her supple butt ripple beneath his slap, and he felt her writhe as the pleasure reverberated from her ass through the rest of her body.

“Oh GOD, yes!” Kayla said, squirming on top of him, spurring him on even further. “I’m such a BAD girl.”

Jack spanked her again, completely taken over by his baser instincts. He knew this was wrong. Knew this was wrong, knew Kayla shouldn’t be riding him… but he couldn’t stop himself, not now. He grabbed her ass, thrusting his cock into her, slapping her ass over and over again as she hammered herself up and down on him.

“Oh god yes, fuck your slut! Fuck her slutty brains out!” Kayla moaned as she bounced up and down on him.

“Ride me, slut!” he shouted, grabbing her hips, thrusting into her. “Ride my cock like the dirty, naughty slut you are!”

His forceful command spurred her to even greater lengths, and she continued bucking on top of him, riding him like had never been ridden before. She began to speed up her rhythm, bouncing up and down on his cock, and he felt any little bits of resistance he might have had slipping away from him. He reached up and slapped her ass again, relishing her little shriek of pleasure as he did.

“But I’m forgetting something.” He said. He sat up from his laying position, bringing his face tantalizingly close to those beautiful, round breasts that bounced and jiggled as Kayla rode him. “Sluts don’t fuck… they get fucked.”

He reached his arm around her back, and before she could say anything or react he flipped her over, his cock still buried deep inside her. They crashed back to the floor, Kayla on her back, Jack on top of her, pistoning his cock into her pussy over and over again. She squirmed beneath him, bucking and writhing, unable to resist the torrent of pleasure flooding through her.

“yesogodyesfuckfuckme” Kayla moaned, her words barely intelligible as her legs wrapped around Jack, urging him deeper even as he thrust his cock inside her. He was on the edge, losing himself to his primal urges, and he continued to thrust into her until he could take it no longer.  With a deep grunt he tensed, unloading deep inside her, and she came too: he felt her body buck, felt her pussy clench and tighten as she ground her hips into him, unconsciously wanting him to go deeper, needing him as he shot his load into her.

He slid himself out of her, but he was still hard, and the fire of his lust still coursed through him. He moved towards Anna, on her back and fingering herself furiously, completely lost in the arousal that she entered from watching the animal rutting that Kayla had just received.

“Oh god, yes, Jack, me next! Fuck me next!” she said. He mounted her, placing his cock in-between her tits.

“I will. But first. You promised me those nice big titties of yours.” Jack said. “Push them together.”

“But I wanna-“ she began, biting her lip.

“Press your tits together, slut, so I can fuck them.” Jack said, his tone brooking no argument. Her eyes widened as she heard his forceful tone, and a look of sheer lust crossed over them as he commanded her. She gave him her sultry look again, pressing her tits together.

“Oh, god, yes, fuck my big titties…” she moaned as he began to slide his cock in the beautiful valley of soft-skinned cleavage she had created for him.  He couldn’t believe how good it felt- the soft skin of her breasts gliding against the thick, hard shaft of his cock as he fucked her tits. For good measure, she took his tip in her mouth every time he thrust up, using her tongue to amplify his sensations. Her own sense seemed to have been heightened as well, since she seemed to be getting even more and more turned on as he fucked her tits.

“Oh god, yes, yes, fuck my big, naughty, slutty titties!” she said as she kept them pressed together. “Get yourself nice and ready for my pussy.”

“I never said I’d fuck you, slut.” He said, continuing to thrust into her tits. “Maybe I just want your tits.”

“Mmm… make her beg. After all, that little trick we pulled… I did it, but it was her idea.” A voice came from behind him. It was Kayla. She moved over by Anna’s side, running her hands along Anna’s tits as Jack fucked them, tweaking her nipples, bringing her deeper and deeper into her lust-crazed fervor.

“I see.” Jack said. “Bend over for me, Anna.”

She obeyed instantly, her body quivering in the anticipation of having Jack’s massive cock plunged deep inside her. 

“Was it, Anna dear? Was it your idea?” he said.

“Y…yes!” Anna said, her breaths coming in faster and faster. He spanked her like he did Kayla, the soft flesh of her ass rippling as he struck it, leaving a bright red hand print. She gasped in pleasure.

“That was a naughty trick, Anna.” he said. “You're a bad girl. Maybe you don't deserve to get fucked. Bad girls don't deserve treats, do they? Maybe I'll just fuck Kayla again instead. She looks like she'd like that.”

“N...no!” Anna said, whimpering. “I need your cock... please...”

“I don't know if you deserve it.” he said. He slapped her ass. “Convince me. Beg me to fuck that slutty little pussy of yours.”

“Oh god, please, I need your cock!” she said, wiggling her cute little ass in the air. “GOD, I'm so horny! I can't think about anything else. Please, Jack, please!”

He brought up his cock a little towards her, letting its massive girth sit on her thigh. She whined as she felt it resting against her thigh, trying to buck back onto it, but he held firm. 

“Hmm, I don't know.” he said, resting his hand on her ass. “I'm not convinced. I guess I'll go fuck Kayla.”

He removed his cock from its hanging place between his legs, and stood up. Anna tensed, her body panicking.

“No! Please! Oh god, please, Jack...” she said, pleading with him, the twin round globes of her ass high in the air. “I'm so wet! I can't think of anything else. I need you inside me, need that big cock sliding deep into me!”

“Maybe if you hadn't been so naughty...” he said, shrugging. He moved over to Kayla, running his fingers along her tits, making her squeal. “I've got a nice wet slut right here who wasn't as naughty.”

“Oh god, no, please!” Anna whimpered, her voice pleading. “I'm so hot, I need you to fuck me! Please, please fuck me!”

He moved over to her slowly, leisurely. Sweat beaded down her face as her lust overtook her, as she desperately fingered her pussy, unable to orgasm from her own ministrations. Her body shook with the force of her desire, and he ran his hand down her back.

“And why do you want to be fucked?” he said, raising her head. “You never wanted to be fucked before from behind. You said you felt like a dirty whore doing it that way. But look at you. Bent over. Begging for a nice, hard cock in your pussy. What does that mean, Anna?”

“Oh god, it means I AM a whore!” she said. “Please, I'm your dirty, slutty cock whore! Oh GOD, Jack! I'm just so horny! I'll be anything you want me to be. I'll be your slut forever, just FUCK me. FUCK ME!”

And Jack plunged his cock into Anna's pussy. She brayed in orgasmic delight as he did, her thirst finally quenched by his strong, massive rod burying itself up to the hilt in her eager, greedy pussy.

“Oh god, YES! YES!” she wailed, her body bucking from the heavy force of his thrusts as he rammed into her from behind. He bent over her, his hands cupping her tits as he continued to thrust harder and harder into her, making her squeal with intense pleasure each time he did.

“Kayla... you... look... lonely...” he said, his breath coming in ragged gasps. “I'm only using one end of her.”

“Mmm... I LOVE that idea!” Kayla said wickedly. She moved over in front of Anna, laying down, beckoning Anna towards her wet, quivering pussy. Anna was in no state of mind to object; she leaned down, eagerly burying her face in Kayla's pussy. Her tongue darted in and out of Kayla's slit in time with Jack's primal thrusts.

“Anna... oh... did anyone ever tell you... you've got an amazing tongue...” Kayla said, her head rolled back as Anna continued to service her pussy. Anna had no response to Kayla's praise- no verbal one at least. She simply redoubled her efforts, continuing to lick her friend's pussy even as she was rutted from behind by Jack.

Jack's thrusts continued, deep and long, into Anna's pussy until he could no longer hold himself back any longer. He tensed, unloading himself deep into Anna just as he had moments before with Kayla, filling her womb with his seed. He set off a chain reaction of orgasms, with Kayla and Anna bucking, tensing, writhing as a torrent of pleasure and unbelievable bliss came rushing down upon them. 

For a moment, none of them moved. For a moment, none of them spoke. But Jack was still hard. And the girls were still horny. Jack pulled himself out of Anna even as the two girls converged on him, their hungry mouths searching for his cock, and they descended upon him in a sweaty, sex-crazed mass of writhing, bucking, lustful flesh.

Time began to lose its meaning, the moments fusing together into one long, endless bout of lust-crazed, mindless, animalistic sex. Jack took Kayla again, her lustful screams sounding through the luxurious hallway as she rode him, her beautiful, huge tits bouncing and jiggling with each thrust of his cock deep into her. He took Anna's virgin ass, an unbelievable tightness as he slid deep into her, Kayla's fingers burrowing deep into her wet, needy pussy.

The world seemed to dissolve away as the three of them fucked each other in gleeful, orgasmic ecstasy. Jack didn't know when it stopped, or how it stopped- if it even did. His mind was long gone to the corrosive effects of the magic, as were the minds of Kayla and Anna, the three of them fucking furiously like animals on the soft carpeted floor of the hallway, just before the threshold of the stairwell leading up to the tower's power. 

Though none of them much cared about that anymore...

***

Jack came to slowly, the sunlight streaming through the windows a painful reminder that it was well into the day. He groggily raised his hand to protect his eyes from the glare, squinting to look around. He wasn't in his room. He was on a couch. He shook his head. It felt foggy... how much had he had to drink last night? Whatever it was, he needed to drink more of it. He had had the most incredible dream about Anna and Kayla and Swords & Sorcerers... it was maybe the hottest thing that he had ever dreamed about. 

He gradually came to realize something else. He looked down, still in the stupor of sleep, to see his girlfriend's head bobbing up and down on his cock, bringing it up to its full erection.

“Anna, what are you...” he said, looking around. He trailed off. He recognized where he was. They were in Mark's living room! On his couch! Jesus, he might see them. This was nuts.

“Anna, stop! What if someone sees us, what if Mark-” Jack started, but he was cut off by Anna's finger coming up to his lip, pressing against it, silencing him as she continued to bob her head on his cock. That sapped the last bit of whatever resistance he might have had to her soft lips sucking him off, so he simply sat back, enjoying her sliding up and down on his cock. It was not something she had ever done before, and he moaned as she took him deep in her throat, placing his hand on her head, snaking his fingers through her hair.

He almost couldn't believe his eyes- or the amazing feeling on his cock. Anna NEVER gave him blow jobs. Never. She thought it made her a slut, thought it demeaned her, wouldn't even entertain the notion. And yet here she was, her head firmly nestled in-between his thighs, happily devouring his cock like it was her favorite snack. What on earth?

He didn't last long, not with Anna's hot little lips sliding up and down his cock and her tongue snaking its way around his shaft, and he came in her mouth almost instantly. She greedily sucked it all up without any hesitation, keeping his cock in her mouth until she had cleaned him wholly and completely.

“Mmm. Just wanted to give you a nice wake up.” she said naughtily, sliding herself up him, nuzzling him. “Especially after last night.”

“Especially after last night, yeah I-” Jack said, and then he stopped. What had happened last night? The last thing he remembered was playing Swords & Sorcerers with Mark and Kayla and them. And then he had the dream... that amazing dream. That... that couldn't have happened, could it? That-”

“Oh, it looks like our hosts are up.” Anna said, peeking down the corridor to Mark's room. “I didn't want to wake them, but I'm just dying for some coffee! I'm going to see where they keep it. Want a cup?”

“I... yeah. Sure.” he said, still dazed and trying to figure out what exactly was going on. She tucked his cock back into his pants and hopped up from his lap as though nothing had happened, walking into the kitchen as bubbly as can be. Mark came out into the living room in his pajamas, a wide, easy smile on his face.

“Mark, I-” Jack started, but Mark held up a hand.

“It all happened.” Mark said. He frowned. “I think. All of your dream.”

“You... how did you...” Jack said, fumbling for words.

“Because I wrote it.” he said. He smiled, striking a pose. “Because I am... The Roleplay Master!”

“You're shitting me.” Jack said. He shook his head. “Bro, this isn't funny. I got really drunk and we did something that I don't remember, and maybe I told you about my weird dream or something, but-”

“I thought you might not believe me.” Mark said. He smiled. “Follow me.”

He beckoned Jack into his room, pulling out the Roleplay Master guide they had been using. He put it down on the desk, opening it to the most recent written page.

“How about you read that.” Mark said, gesturing to the page. Jack looked at it, and he couldn't hide the naked shock that came over his features: the whole dream was there. All accounted for. The tower, the lust spells, the adventurers... even the descriptions of how Kayla and Anna's bodies changed. There's no way Mark could have known that. No way.

“This is...” Jack said, shaking his head. “I can't...”

“Listen. I'll prove it.” Mark said. “What color is Anna's hair?”

“It's brown.” Jack said.

“You sure?” Mark said.

“Dude, I'm positive, she's my girlfriend.” Jack said. He smiled. “Besides, I took a close look at it today.”

“Alright.” Mark said. He scribbled something in the book in Anna's sheet. “What does that say?”

“It says Anna's hair is blonde.” Jack said, looking at it.

“So go check out what color Anna's hair is and then tell me I'm still bullshitting you.” Mark said, a smug smile on his face. Jack rolled his eyes, heading out to the kitchen.

“Anna, hon, I-” he said, turning the corner, and whatever words he was going to use simply didn't come out. He stopped, shell-shocked, as his girlfriend turned around to face him.

“What's that? You trailed off.” she said, brushing a wisp of blonde hair out of her eyes. 

Blonde hair.

Anna's normal chestnut hair was now a brilliant blonde. Jack stared at her, his mouth open, unable to say anything.

“Uh, hello. Earth to Jack?” Anna said, waving her hand in front of him. “Did you want coffee? Because it's ready. You look like you might need it.”

“Yeah. Coffee.” Jack said, his voice sounding very far away to his own ears. “Coffee. That's it.”

“Well, take this one for Mark while you're going back there.” Kayla said, giving him a second mug.

“Yeah. Sure.” Jack said woodenly, taking the mug and walking down the hall back to Mark's room. He could hear the girls giggling at him as he did.

“I meant to blow his cock, not his brains out.” he overheard Anna say as they devolved into peals of laughter and he closed the door to Mark's room. Mark looked at him, a twinkle in his eyes.

“You'll have to let me know who does Anna's hair coloring.” Mark said nonchalantly. “It looks marvelous.”

“That's not... you...” Jack said, unable to find words. This was completely surreal. “That means... everything last night...”

“It happened.” Mark said. He shifted uncomfortably. “Or, well, a version of it happened. I think. I'm not entirely sure what happens, to be honest. It's some sort of  magic, but as you can see the girls have no memory of it.”

“Oh god- then that means- that means I- with Kayla-” Jack started, the memories of the night before coming back to him. “Man, I'm so sorry, I-”

“It's cool. Relax. I wrote the thing, didn't I? I wold have hardly let you bone her if I had a problem with it.” Mark said. “Besides, it wasn't... it wasn't Kayla, not really. It was a version of Kayla, a facet of her. Her roleplaying persona. I think.”

“So... you... you're...” Jack said, trying his best to form words. “You really are a real life, honest to God roleplay master.”

“Yeah. I guess I am.” he said. He grinned. “I hope Swords & Sorcerers don't sue me for copyright infringement.”

“Dude, this is...” Jack said. “This is AWESOME!”

“I know.” Mark said. “And since your night went so well, I'm planning an even larger campaign. One for the whole club. A night they won't forget...”

***

Mark took a deep breath as he looked around the table. Everyone was looking at him expectantly. As they should be- this was going to be a campaign like they’d never experienced before. Like they’d never experience again. He had been having fun with Kayla… lots of fun. But he was going to take it completely to the next level. 

Everyone was there. Jack, Kayla, Anna, Dan, Mary, Joe and Steph. Their little group. The band of players he had taken through new worlds, new countries, new adventures. Today he would take them on a new adventure indeed- one they’d never forget. 

“Ladies and gentlemen- or should I say… adventurers and adventuremen.” He said, grinning at the chuckles he got from the motley crew assembled before him. “Today we enter a new… different type of campaign. You’re going to enter the world of Ruiwen, with some dangers- and pleasures- in store that you’ve never faced before. Are you ready?”

“Danger AND pleasure?” Jack said, laughing, a knowing, colluding smirk in his eye. “Don’t tempt me like that, Mark. Hell, I’m in. Let’s do this.”

And they were. He had crafted a world for them in Ruiwen, a detailed world unlike any he had made before. They explored the town they were in, browsing the shops, acquainting themselves with the new rules around them.

“Mark, this is…” Anna said, a hint of awe in her voice. “This is some amazing world building.”

“Yeah man.” Dan said, looking over at him. “This isn’t like anything you’ve shown us before. This is incredible.”

“Thanks for the show of support guys, but maybe save the praise for later. You’ve only been playing for 20 minutes, and I have not even yet begun to build a world- to paraphrase someone.” Mark said. The others laughed again, and they continued exploring the world he made them. He was excited for them to see the world he had made… but also to live it. 

But there’s a curious thing that happens with magical, powerful artifacts like the one that Mark had. Even the simplest mistake can go horribly wrong, and the best of intentions can turn a wonderful adventure… into a labyrinth that could keep them trapped forever.

Even for a Roleplay Master…
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