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“So you screwed up and now you’re… two people?” Jack said, confused. “Run that by me one more time.”

“I’m not sure I understand it myself.” Mark said truthfully. “So before, when I was using the book, I made sure to refer to myself both as Mark and as the Dark Lord. But this time, I screwed up- I separated the two of us in the story somehow. So he gained control… and he brought us here.”

“So we’re up against… you?” Jack said.

“Well, yeah. Kind of. A really evil me.” Mark said. “One with no scruples. One who’s hell bent on... well…”

“Killing us?” Jack finished for him. Mark shook his head.

“I... I don’t think so.” Mark said. “Whenever I… well, whenever I roleplayed him, it was always… y’know… sexual stuff. Like what I put you through.”

“Right. His tower of lust.” Jack said. “So you think his aim is to make us his sex slaves, or something?”

“I… I don’t think so.” Mark said. “When I designed Ruiwen, I designed it to have sexual traps, traps that would lure us in through pleasure, not kill us. In effect… to lose in Ruiwen is to be seduced, to fall victim to your basest instincts.”

“So we just have to keep our pants on.” Jack said. “That’s easy enough. I can do that.”

“Well, some of the traps are… hypnotic, or otherwise suggestive.” Mark said nervously. “It won’t be so easy to resist them.”

“Well, at any rate, you know them all. So we’ll just have to be careful.” Jack said. The two of them walked out of the wooded area they were in, finally coming up to the inn belching out the smoke they had seen in the distance when they woke up.

“Wait.” Mark said, grabbing Jack’s arm as he started to walk up to the door. “I recognize this inn. The name. Look up.”

“The Mischievous Maiden?” Jack said, reading the title on the placard. “That’s hardly the most suspicious inn name I’ve ever read. A little dirty, but-“

“No. I mean, I know what it is for real. I wrote it in.” Mark said. “It’s a front for some slavers. They have a tea made of the plants of Zun’xai that turn any woman who smells them into an empty-headed bimbo.”

“So?” Jack said. “In case you didn’t notice, we’re not women.”

“No.” Mark said. “But they work for the Dark Lord. Do we really want to telegraph where we are? I’m sure they’ll notify him the moment we catch their eye.”

“Good point. I-“ Jack said, but he stopped as an ear-splitting shriek came out of the inn.

“What the hell was that?” Mark said.

“I don’t know, but we better find out.” Jack said.

Together the two of them crept over to the window and peeked inside, looking to see what the source of the sound might have been. They quickly found it, and Mark hadn’t been off his guess. Two blondes were having the time of their life. One was straddled over a man, riding his cock like her life depended on it. The other was bent over, the other man ramming his cock into her ass over and over again while she screeched with pleasure, her huge, full tits bouncing and swaying as he rammed into her.

“Oh yeah, Sabrina LOVES riding cock!” one of them said, bouncing up and down. “Like, I love bouncing a cock inside my slutty pussy! It feels, like, TOTALLY GOOD!”

“Wow, you weren’t kidding about the whole bimbo thing.” Jack said softly. The two women looked like they were straight out of a porn shoot. Their tits were unbelievably huge, bordering on GG, and their lips were huge, puffy, and ruby red. Their asses were just as big, round and firm, and jiggling with every thrust as they fucked their men.

“Oh yeah, fuck Mary’s slutty ass!” the other said. “Fuck her ass nice and hard! Mary’s a dirty whore that loves her ass getting fucked!”

“Oh my god…” Jack whispered. “Is that…”

“I think… I think it might be.” Mark whispered back. “That might be Mary.”

Their friend was almost unrecognizable, but from the side of her face that they could see it was clear: the second blonde happily having her ass filled by a cock was none other than Mary, a dumb, mindless smile on her face as her body rocked from the thrusts given to her by the man behind her.

“We have… we have to help her!” Jack said.

“There’s nothing we can do.” Mark said. “The only antidote for the bimbo potion also comes from the swamps there. Unless you’re proposing spending a few weeks getting down there and picking it.”

“But we can’t just leave her like that!” Jack said. “There must be something we can do.”

“There is.” Mark said grimly. “We can find the Dark Lord. And we can get the book back and undo all of this. That’s the only way.”

“I…” Jack said, looking back at the window, at his friend gleefully taking a cock as far as it would go in her ass. “I don’t like it. But it makes sense.” 

The two of them moved quietly away from the inn, the sounds of the girls’ orgasmic shrieks getting quieter and quieter as they moved away. 

“There is a little bit of good news, though.” Mark said. “I know where the inn is on the map, which orients us.”

“Well, that’s better than nothing.” Jack said. “You know how to get to the Dark Lord’s stronghold from here?”

“Er… sort of. Vague-ish direction.” Mark said. He pointed towards the east. “We’re actually fairly close to him. All we have to do is go north and then go east along the road. It’ll be a few days, all told.”

“A few days? Mark, we don’t have that kind of time!” Jack protested. “Isn’t there any other way?”

“Well…” Mark said. He hesitated for a moment. “We could cut straight through the forest.”

“Let’s do that! We just did it.” Jack said. “I don’t mind a few bugs getting on me.”

“This… this is a different forest. It’s the Pheromone Forest.” Mark said. “It… ah… it’ll do things to your mind. Mess with you, like a drug.”

“We don’t have time for anything else. We’ll have to brave it.” Jack said. “Christ, who knows what’s happening to the others while we’re here farting around?”

“Alright. If we end up as some sort of weird sex plant zombies, I’m going to blame you.” Mark said.

“I’ll take that risk.” Jack said. “Lead the way.”

***

Anna trudged through the forest, pushing away leaves and branches as she went. She definitely wasn’t in Kansas anymore.

She had woken up without truly understanding what was going on, and at first she thought it was all some sort of elaborate prank. She kind of still did think it was some sort of elaborate prank, but if it was, they had gone through quite a bit of trouble to pull it off.

Not that she didn’t think Mark was capable of it. He was an excellent Roleplay Master, and this was exactly the sort of thing that he would be into. Getting them into some sort of large-scale LARP via some means that she wasn’t yet fully aware. If that was the case… well then, she had to tip her hat off to him. He was doing an excellent job so far.

She wasn’t exactly the most sheltered girl, but even she couldn’t figure out where she was. Not that it was surprising- the campus was in the middle of a valley, and it wouldn’t be hard to find a wooded area off the beaten track that she wasn’t familiar with. She wondered how he had gotten them out here without them knowing. Drugs, maybe? She wasn’t exactly fond of the idea of him drugging them against their will. In fact, she was a little irritated at it. But then again, sometimes there was a fine line between genius and madness.

At any rate, she needed to get out of this forest. She wasn’t sure exactly where she was positioned, but she could see the ground sloping up towards the east. If she could get up that small hill and up a tree, she could figure out where she was and orient herself accordingly. Of course… if Mark had something in the works, she’d encounter it far sooner than that.

She wondered what she would encounter on the way to the hill. He couldn’t be far off- or if they were all separated, whoever he had found to play the monsters and orchestrate the whole encounter. Would it be orcs? Goblins? She was pretty interested to see how it would play out. She wondered if he’d gotten the theater club involved with the whole production.

Well, she’d find out soon enough. She was actually having a pretty good time just tromping through the woods. She hadn’t ever been in this part of the woods around campus, actually, and she resolved that she would spend more time here. It was beautiful- the flowers were all sorts of different colors, flowers she’d never seen or heard of before, and the trees were large, vibrant, with strands of an ivy-like plant she didn’t recognize running down them.

All in all, it was a very picturesque scene. In a way, she was almost sad that it would have to be disturbed by whatever scenario Mark had planned out- she was just enjoying taking in everything with her senses. She enjoyed the beautiful vibrant colors of the forest around her, enjoyed the soft feel of the grass and dirt underneath her feet, enjoyed the smell of the different flowers that wafted up to her nose as she walked through.

The smells, especially. She took a deep breath again, taking it in. There was one smell in particular that she was really digging, and she couldn’t put her finger on it- but it was amazing. It was like all of her favorite scents put together- it was sweet, earthy, relaxing all at the same time. She decided she’d take a little detour from her mission to see if she could identify the flower that the smell was coming from. She’d love to have a few for her room.

She spent the next few moments trying to figure out where the smell was strongest, trying to separate it from the veritable cornucopia of scents that surrounded her. Slowly but surely she found out where it was coming from, where the scent was strongest. She followed her nose into a particularly thick path that was almost entirely overgrown, pushing through the pointy branches until she emerged into a wooded copse. 

The scent was potent here, but so was the view. Anna was awestruck by it, actually- it seemed as though it was some sort of natural, sacred grove. The clearing was completely devoid of trees but surrounded entirely by them, creating a sort of dense wall structure. In the middle of the clearing lay the biggest flower she had ever seen. It was huge, intricate, pulsing and swaying gently in the breeze.

It was unlike anything Anna had ever seen before. In fact, it didn’t even look like it belonged in a forest. It looked more like a tropical plant, one of those exotic ones she had only ever seen in a photo of a jungle in South America or Africa or something. It was all sorts of bright, vibrant colors. Reds, purples, and pinks interspersed all along its body, moving almost hypnotically in the breeze.

And the scent… it was definitely coming from the plant. And it was amazing. It was… well, it was sensual. There was no other way to describe it. It seemed to come out of the plant and infuse her, get into her skin, made her feel warm and tingly. She needed to smell more of it. She got closer to the plant, curious, when…

It moved.

It took her by surprise, and she let out a little girlish shriek most unlike her when it moved. It seemed as though what she took to be moss was actually part of the plant, and when she had stepped on it had responded to her touch, which meant it was at least somewhat touch sensitive. Interesting. She had an uncomfortably association with a Venus flytrap, but she dismissed it from her head and moved closer to the plant to inspect it.

The scent was even stronger here, right next to the plant. It was heady. She wondered briefly if the plant had some sort of intoxication properties- she was feeling light-headed and giddy, kind of like when she smoked or drank. Was it possible this was some sort of plant that had been imported from somewhere by some rich, bored kids looking for a high?

Whatever it was, it was… it was amazing. She could feel the pleasure seeping through her, could feel whatever it was stimulating her. It was most definitely a stimulant: she could feel her heart racing a little faster, feel her breathing coming in shorter, more ragged gasps. Suddenly, on impulse, she went to touch it.

And… it spurted. There was really no other way to describe it. It spurted some gooey green stuff all onto her hand and her arm, exposed as it was. 

“Ew!” she said, disgusted as she wiped at the goo on her. She was unable to dislodge it, however, succeeding only in smearing it all over her other hand. She sighed, reaching to break off a piece of her dress to wipe it up when her hand passed beneath her nose and picked up the scent of the goo.

“Oh…” she said softly, promptly forgetting about the goo and how disgusting she found it. The smell was incredibly more potent here, and it brought with it the most wonderful feeling she had ever felt before. It wasn’t just sensual. No- it was ecstatic. It coursed through her, thrummed through her, emptied her mind of everything that she had been thinking of and replaced it with the raw feeling of pleasure.

The current of pleasure was so strong, so overriding, that she didn’t notice at first the ground begin to shift beneath her. The… leaves of the plant, for lack of a better word, moved to reveal long, rope-like vines that pulsed and moved. They shot up out of the ground and moved to arms and hands, wrapping them around them where the goo was on her skin.

“What the-“ she started. But the vines did not stop there. They began to explore her, moving up from her arms. More vines shot up out of the ground, encircling her legs, holding her to the ground while others still began to move up her body. She tried to resist, pulling her arms and legs, trying to break out of the vines’ grasp, but she couldn’t. The vines were wrapped around too tightly, and they were too strong to be broken.

But then they started to move, started to move up her arms. Almost hesitantly at first, exploring, moving along. As it moved it spread more of the green goo, leaving a sticky trail along her arms going up towards her chest.

“Ew! No! Get off!” Anna said, moving, flailing, trying to shake the vines off her. But it was no use- they continued to go up, continued to slide their way up her arms and onto her chest, leaving a gooey green trail in their path.

“Dammit, if I get goo on my fucking boobs I’m never going to hear the end of it, and- ohhh my…” Anna said suddenly, trailing off as the vines suddenly snaked across the soft skin of her breasts and reached her nipple. It was like somebody had connected a live wire of lust straight to her brain through her boobs. 

The vines continued to play with her nipples, lightly stroking them, running their smooth green fibrous tendrils along the soft smooth skin of her breasts. They encircled her nipples, playing with them, slithering around her breasts. The trail of goo on her body had ceased to become gross- it was like a trail of white-hot pleasure running along her body, making her skin explode in dazzling flares of electric ecstasy everywhere it touched.

“N…no… wrong…” Anna said weakly as the vines continued to play with her. She knew somewhere in the back of her mind that this was wrong, that she shouldn’t want these vines to violate her, to touch and squeeze her breasts, to rub gently along her stiff, excited nipples, but she did. Oh god, she did.

It was like a drug, like nothing she had ever experienced before. It coursed through her body, a feeling that she didn’t even have words to describe, a feeling so powerful that it would have stopped any attempt to think of them even if she did. It was a feeling that ripped through her like a tidal wave, suppressing any thought, and she was having a hard time doing anything but ride it.

Another vine came up, snaking its way behind her. It slithered its way up to her waist, encircling it, and gently but firmly lifting her into the air. Anna struggled briefly, weakly, but it was only a token struggle- any desire for resistance she had was rapidly diminishing in the place of the sheer pleasure that raged through her system.

The vines acted as one, in concert with each other, as though directed by a single primitive intelligence. The vines wrapped around her tits continued to rub and curl around her nipples while another set of vines ripped off her leather armor with surprising strength, leaving her breasts bare to the cool air that flowed along them. 

At the same time, another set of vines came up, ripping the bottom half of her pants off even as the vines wrapped around her ankles, spreading them slowly but irresistibly. The vines held her in the air, immobile, her legs spread and her pussy bared, the cool air rushing between her legs.

Another vine snaked up, one bigger and thicker than the others. It began to move towards her pussy, and Anna knew what was coming. Through the haze of the intense lust that was running through her, she recognized what was going to happen to her. And a small part of her cried out against it. A small part of her didn’t want that thing inside her, violating her, pumping in and out.

But the rest of her did. Oh god, did she want it inside her. Her body sparked and yearned for that big, hard vine inside her, spreading that wonderful goo all over the inside of her pussy, making it feel amazing, making it into the same pleasure machine that her tits had become with the vines and the goo running all over them, snaking, feeling, touch, squeezing.

There was no ceremony. The vine plunged into her pussy.

“OH GOD!” Anna cried out, unable to control herself. She thought she had known pleasure before, but this was something else entirely. That small part of her that had been disgusted by this, that had screamed no to the violation by this plant-like being, was suddenly and forcefully silenced by the torrent of utter lust that screamed through her. Her mind began to weaken, her thoughts being taken over by the primal, animalistic power of ecstasy.

The vine continued to pump in and out of her, filling her completely, touching all the way deep inside her. It was better than any cock she had ever had, any dildo she had ever had: it was a fullness, completeness that was incomparable with anything she had ever before experienced. It drove in and out of her, spreading the pleasure goo inside her, coating the insides of her pussy, bringing her to heights of pleasure she had ever known before.

She came then, with the vine thrusting in and out of her, her orgasm wracking her body, an orgasm of ferocious power and intensity, her body spasming as it found itself helpless against the ecstasy rushing through it. But the vines did not stop: they continued, irrespective of what their subject felt or did not feel. They continued to play with her tits, continued to thrust into her pussy over and over again, swift, regular strokes that plunged as deep into her as they could go.

Another vine snaked up, running up her leg, and this one pressed itself against the tight virgin hole of her ass. Anna had never had anyone in her ass before- she hated the idea of it, didn’t think that she should have a cock in it. She used to joke with Jack that it was exit only.

But that was when she was capable of thoughts.

Now she said nothing. She simply moaned, her body yearning for more of her holes to be filled. The vine started to slip its way slowly into her asshole, lubricating itself with the slime it secreted, and her body shook with pleasure as both her holes were filled. The vine in her ass started to pump in time with the one in her pussy, pressing in tandem, creating a deep and glorious fullness that brought another orgasm on her.

She didn’t know how many orgasms she had. She couldn’t count them, didn’t know if they were continuous orgasms back to back or if they were one long, glorious orgasm that never ended. What she did know, however, was the pleasure: the complete and utter pleasure that coursed through her. And with every orgasm she started to succumb, started to lose herself except for the pleasure. The vines began to strip Anna’s mind away.

Her mindless body operated on instinct, desperate for her holes to be filled. She writhed unconsciously, attempting to buck herself onto the twin vines penetrating her holes, trying to get them deeper, trying to keep the pleasure coming. It was automatic- any thought processes that she had once were long gone, replaced only with the primal need for pleasure, the primal overriding need to fuck.

Another vine slithered its way up her body, making its way to her mouth and forcing itself in, sliding deep down her throat, leaving the pleasure goo all over her. She didn’t mind- she couldn’t mind. She accepted it mindlessly, welcoming the pleasure, welcome the vines violating her in every manner they pleased. 

Nothing else existed except them. Nothing else mattered. The world had melted away, her entire universe reduced to the wonderful, thrusting, glorious vines that filled every hole she had. She hung there, suspended, nothing more than a vessel for the vines to fill as the goo spread over her, bringing her pleasure even as it took her over.

How long this continued she couldn’t say. It continued long after her eyes glassed over, long after her skin, her hair, her entire body was covered with green. Her face wore no expression, her blank, unfocussed eyes staring straight into space as she was methodically and mechanically fucked by the vines.

And then the plant opened.

It blossomed open, the multicolor façade giving way to an opening inside. An opening filled with the same goo that now coated and permeated Anna’s entire body… an opening just about large enough for a person.

The vines began to pull Anna towards the opening, began to pull her towards the gaping blackness inside the plant. But they never stopped thrusting- the vine around her waist pulled her in delicately, gently, keeping the same speed as the vines that continued to thrust into her. They pulled her into the blackness, nestling her into the spot that looked almost purpose made for her, vines still firmly implanted into every hole of her body. 

She no longer wanted to resist. She no longer wanted anything. She was a thrall of the plant, taken over completely. Her blank, unseeing eyes stared forward as the plant’s leaves folded back in on themselves once again, the multicolored leaves taking their place, ensconcing Anna inside the plant’s center.

And just like that, the forest was quiet again, Anna’s screams of pleasure no longer echoing through its leafy canvases, the place undisturbed as if no one had ever disturbed it…

***

“I thought you said this place was dangerous.” Jack said as he and Mark trudged through the forest.

“It is.” Mark said. “We just haven’t come across anything dangerous yet. And remember, I designed it to be sneaky and subtle: we may not know danger is on us until it’s on us.”

“You mean until we’ve got our cocks in it, you mean.” Jack joked. Mark scowled at him.

“You’re joking, but you don’t know just how serious these things are.” He said. “Man, I’ve seen it happen. You’ve seen it happen- those lust traps in the tower. How quickly did they work on Anna and Kayla?”

“Pretty quick.” Jack admitted. “Alright, alright. I’ll watch out for any danger. What should we be looking out for in here, anyway?”

“Well… thankfully for us, not much.” Mark said. “I… uh… well, most of the traps are for, uh, y’know… the girls. I didn’t really have men in mind when I was designing it.”

“So we’re safe because you were perving on all the girls in the group. Nice. Way to go.” Jack said, grinning at his friend.

“Well, not entirely safe. There are still some dangers. Like-“ Mark started. But then a figure stepped out of the bushes. It was a woman- or at least it looked like one. She was a deep forest green from head to toe, her skin smooth and plant-like. And she was beautiful- that much Mark could see.

She was entirely nude, with nothing covering her, allowing a full view of her body. And it was an amazing body- it was almost impossibly perfect, both lean and curvy, with beautiful, full-sized breasts that tucked in to a small, svelte waist before blossoming into wonderfully inviting curves. Her legs, long, and lean, were toned and easy on the eye. Mark had to force himself to stop staring for a moment and get his bearings.

That she wasn’t human was clear- even her hair was green, the strands of hair more like tiny little vines than strands of human hair. Even her eyes were devoid of irises, just a pale milky white that seemed unseeing and yet saw them at the same time.

It was Jack that recognized her first. Which made sense, considering she was his girlfriend.

“A…Anna?” Jack said, not comprehending what he saw in front of him.

“Yes.” Anna said in a dull monotone. “This one is Anna. This one remembers. Jack. Mark.”

“What… what happened to you?” Jack said. She didn’t answer, not right away. But then Mark realized what had happened. His brain worked quickly, looking at her skin, looking at her hair, the way she talked about herself. Mark realized what had happened to her.

“Jack, wait. Get-“ Mark shouted, but it was too late. Anna raised her hand to her mouth, and she blew softly. A soft, pink dust came out of her mouth, billowing over them, coating them. The fine, colorful dust blanketed them as though Anna had blown on a flower, scattering its little petals all around.

Mark couldn’t get his warning out in time to Jack- his mind had realized the danger they were just a few seconds too late. It was all he could do to hold his breath and stop from breathing in the dust. With what little air he had left, he ran from the area that was most coated, trying to get the dust off him, brushing himself with his hands and rolling against trees and bushes to try and take off as much of the dust as he could.

He knew what Anna had become. He had written it in. It was the plant of a thousand lusts- a fabled plant said to grow only in places where great sexual acts had occurred. In a moment of comedic irony, he realized that it wasn’t exactly the most creative name for the plant or its origins. But its effects were far from comedic- it took a female vessel, enslaved it through the use of complex pheromones, and sent it out to collect seed from men.

The female vessel had its own weapons- spores that awakened lust in men. It was akin to the effects of a drug, but only much more powerful- it was airborne, the victim getting it into their nostrils, and after it happened they were powerless to resist its effects. He knew the effects were stronger the more you breathed in, which is why he got out of the target zone holding his breath as far as he could and brushed off as much of it as he could.

He could feel he wasn’t able to hold his breath much longer. He looked at Jack- Jack’s eyes had already dilated, and he could see his breath coming in deeper, more ragged breaths. He was fully under the drug’s sway, having taken it full in the face before Mark could warn him. Mark realized he wasn’t too much better off. He was blacking out from holding his breath too long.

He took a breath, hoping that he had brushed off enough of the spores to weaken the effect…

And then suddenly he realized how beautiful Anna was. That breath was like a new awakening, a new lens through which to see her. He had thought Anna wasn’t as beautiful as Kayla, but he was wrong. Anna was his everything, the most beautiful creature he had ever laid eyes on. How could he have been so blind?

“Come. Fill me with your seed.” She said. She didn’t have to tell them twice. Almost as one, Jack and Mark walked over to her. She was intoxicating. Her green skin, shining in the light, the way her tough, plant-like strands of hair moved softly with every move of her hair. He needed to take her. He needed to make her his.

He was going to fuck her. Needed to fuck her.

He could feel the arousal, the adrenaline coursing through his body as he looked at her, as he imagined taking her. Jack had a head start on him, though, and his cock was already out, hard and throbbing, moving towards Anna.

That was alright. There was plenty of her to share.

“On your back.” She commanded, and Jack obeyed, getting down on his back. She got down with him, straddling him deliberately, mechanically. She eased herself onto his cock without any problem at all, her lubricated pussy sliding easily onto his cock as she lowered herself down, down as far as she could go, taking him entirely inside her.

He didn’t respond, not with words. His brain was fogged over completely with the intoxicating effect of the spores, and he did nothing but grunt, slapping her ass roughly as she continued to thrust herself down on him, bouncing up and down on his cock, her beautiful green breasts bouncing up and down.

They were hypnotic. There was no other word to describe them. They held Mark’s gaze as they bounced up and down, as the sunlight played off them. They were so big and firm, so beautiful, he couldn’t help but look at them. His thoughts began to empty out of him as the lust entered, as the sight of her beautiful bouncing tits drove the thoughts out of his brain, replacing them with a blank, mindless needed to fuck.

The sight made Mark’s cock twitch. God, he needed to be inside her. Nothing else mattered. Nothing could matter. He moved behind her as she slid up and down on Jack, and she sensed him behind her. She cocked her ass up slightly, shifting position to allow him access to her other hole. He positioned himself, pressing his cock against her little rosebud, and started to push himself in.

It was wonderful, ecstatic, unlike anything he had ever experienced before. Her ass was unbelievably tight, and it gave way to his penetrating cock softly but firmly. He could feel the pressure from Jack’s thrusts, and he began to instinctively time his thrusts with Jack’s, slamming his cock into her ass faster and faster as their lust began to build.

The flesh of her ass was impossibly supple, impossibly firm, and he loved watching it as it jiggled and rippled with his thrusts. It was mesmerizing, and he found he could not look away from it- the sight of their cocks slamming into her as one, their combined force causing the soft flesh of her body to ripple and shake with the impact of their cocks plunging inside of her.

She showed no emotion, no pleasure at the entire thing. Her face was just as blank and emotionless as it had been when she first saw them, no trace of the fact that she had two cocks inside her evident on her features. She was completely enslaved by the plant, existing only to bring seed back to it. She was its vessel, nothing more. No thoughts, no feelings.

He felt himself slipping away as he pumped into her, heard his own animalistic grunts joining Jack’s as they fucked her. The raw ecstasy coursing through him was undeniable, the fury of his passion and his lust raging like a fire through his body. He thought of nothing else but fucking, thought of nothing else but unloading himself deep inside her, making her his, shooting his seed deep inside her supple asshole. He wanted nothing more than to fuck her forever, as often as he could, in every hole.

He would switch with Jack. Oh yes. He would take her pussy even as Jack took her ass. Then he would take her mouth, watching those deep green lips take his shaft deep into her throat, making his cock disappear between them. He would make her bob her head up and down on his cock, sucking him dry, making him unload deep down her throat. And he would do it again and again and again, forever and ever. Nothing could drag him away, not even Kayla.

Kayla.

The word seemed to come unbidden to his mind, and it seemed to pierce ever so slightly through the fog of lust that had clouded his brain. It gave him a little piece of himself back, a little rationality injected into the primal surge of overpowering lust that raged through him ceaselessly.

The plant! It was the plant. The plant was doing this to him, the plant was making him unable to control himself, unable to stop fucking Anna’s hot, tight little asshole. He needed to stop, needed to pull himself away before he succumbed completely to the influence of the drugs that he had inhaled into his brain.

But a part of him… a part of him didn’t want to stop. Why stop? It felt good. It felt very good. He could do this forever and ever, fuck Anna, fuck her any way he pleased. Was that so bad? No. In fact it felt so very, very good, his cock inside her, milking him, the tightness of her ass as he thrust in and out of her…

“No!” he said suddenly, a final, desperate plea to assert control over himself. It worked. The fog dispelled, he mustered up his willpower and pulled himself out of Anna. Even as he did so his body yearned for her. He felt the lack of her, the emptiness when he pulled out of her, and like an addict he craved to be back inside her.

He was only able to stop himself with a supreme effort of will, reminding himself that this was the drug’s effect on him, that he didn’t want this.

“Keep going.” Anna’s voice commanded, monotone. “We need your seed. Fill me with your seed.”

“No…” Mark said weakly, even though his body desperately wanted to do just that. “Jack, let’s go. We have to go!”

“No. Fuck. Must fuck. Fucking good.” Jack said, clearly unable to muster any thoughts beyond the primitive caveman vocabulary his lust allowed him. He had gotten the full brunt of the spore’s effects. If Mark almost hadn’t been able to throw off the drug’s effects on him, what hope could Jack have? Still, he had to try.

He tried to push Anna off of Jack, but it was no use. She seemed rooted to the ground, unable to be moved. He couldn’t get Jack out from under her either as he pistoned into her from under, his friends hands firmly gripping her ample hips, keeping her connected to him as he thundered into her. 

It was no use.

Mark put his cock back in his pants amidst the raging protest of his hormone-addled body. It was no use. There was nothing he could do. If he stayed here, he was done for- he would become a mindless fucking machine just as much as Jack was now, and he couldn’t do either of them any good in that state. No, he had to go- had to escape. He had to find that book. That was the only way he could fix it now.

He watched Jack grunt, his muscles tense as he shot his load deep into Anna, and for a moment Mark was almost overcome. That should be him coming deep inside her ass, shooting his load into her, filling her with his seed. There was still time. His hands began to slowly slide down to his pants. He could still fuck her. He could fuck her and then leave. What was to stop him? Wasn’t that a good idea?

No.

He stopped himself from going down that dangerous path. He had to resist, had to stay strong. All that would do would be to bring him back under her spell forever. He instead turned and ran, ran as fast as he can, until he could no longer see them or hear them. It helped to clear his mind a little, though the arousal still surged through him. It was wearing off, but he definitely wasn’t at his best.

He needed to get out of here as fast as he could. And he needed to find that tower. To save them all, he had to defeat… well, himself. 

He laughed at the absurdity of it as he ran. He wouldn’t have believed it. Still kind of didn’t believe it. But here he was, racing to fight an evil version of himself in a land of insane sex traps.

It would make for a great story.

***

Kayla was despairing.

The ever-flickering magical screen seemed only to show her the times that her friends had failed. First Mary had fallen, enslaved and turned into an empty-headed bimbo by the drugged tea in the inn of slavers. Now she was watching another view. This time of Anna and Jack, only… well, not Anna. Not anymore. She had been taken by some sort of plant, turned into a mindless vessel fit only to collect the seed of others.

And Jack had been taken by her, taken under the spell of her spores, turned into a mindless zombie fit only to fuck her over and over again.  At the moment Anna was bent over, Jack’s cock thrusting into her ass over and over again, all in front of the plant that had enslaved her. Worse still, it seemed as though the plant was… responding to it.

It shimmered and glowed, moving ever so slightly as they continued to fuck in front of it. It seemed… pleased. She knew that was silly, since it was plant, but that was the best word to describe it. Almost as if it took pleasure from the primal fucking in front of her.

“It does take pleasure. Some form of it, anyway. I am of the belief that it is at least partly sentient.” A voice cut in from the doorway. Her body flushed with pleasure at hearing it, pleasure she didn’t want it to. And yet it did. It was him.

“It seems as though your friends are falling rather rapidly to the pleasures of Ruiwen.” He said, smiling. “I’ve been scanning the world for them, and it looks like I’ve found two more. That leaves what? Stephanie? And…”

“You.” She said thickly. 

“Yes. Me. Or rather, a weaker version of me.” He said. He smiled. “You know he didn’t even seduce you?”

“What?” Kayla said weakly.

“You didn’t know? Oh dear.” He said. He smiled again, his demonic grin growing even wider. “He used the book on you, Kayla. That first time.”

“No, I… I liked him… I wanted him.” Kayla said. “You’re wrong. You’re lying to me.”

“Am I? Why would I lie?” he said. “I have no reason to. The truth is far more powerful than you could ever know. Like you, for example. You want to obey me, want to submit to me, even though you deny it. The truth will set you free. The truth is powerful.”

She didn’t know what to believe. There’s no way Mark would ever have used the book on her like that, except… would she have known if he had? Would she have known if that very first time he had implanted the seeds of her love for him in her? It could alter reality… 

“I… I…” she said, trailing off, her resolve fading, her world crumbling. What did she know anymore? She had no idea.

But that wasn’t true. He was right about her hiding the truth. God, she couldn’t stand it anymore. The sight of him, it burned through the fire. And yet he wouldn’t touch her! He was making her ask for it. Making her beg for it. He wouldn’t touch her until she asked him to.

She didn’t want to ask. She wanted him to take her, wanted to at least have the pretense of not having wanted him. But no. He wanted her to be irrevocably his, uncontested. He wanted her to beg to be his slave, wanted her to submit, and…

She did.

“Please…” she said, the first crack appearing in her armor.

“Please what, Kayla?” he said, turning on her, his devilish gleam apparent in his eyes. “Good girls are specific in what they want.”

“Please…” she said softly. She closed her eyes. “Take me.”

“Take you where, my darling?” he said, even softer, though his voice had the hard ring of the iron behind it. “I’d love to. Just say the word.”

“Take me… make me yours.” She said. She didn’t want to say the word, but she did. Her mind and her body warred, but her mind was so tired of fighting. So very, very tired. For weeks she had been fighting the magic, for weeks she had been in control of herself every waking moment. But her body, her hormones, her lust raged on, never ceasing. She couldn’t do it anymore. She closed her eyes and surrendered, saying a silent apology to Mark as she did.

Her body won.

“Fuck me.”

Almost as soon as she said the words, it was as though the floodgates of lust were opened. Her tired mind could no longer fight the rising tide, and she allowed it to submit to the raging undercurrent of lust that had she had been so wearily holding back.

“Oh, I will.” He said. “But first, you’re going to please me. On your knees, slut.”

She obeyed, the thrill her body received from obeying almost overwhelming. She got down on his knees and freed his cock from his pants, eagerly, greedily going to work on it. It was the cock she had always known, Mark’s cock, but it was different now- she had given it power, given him power, and it was her everything. She wanted nothing more than to suck it.

She started to run her hands up and down the shift, kissing the tip luxuriously, slowly, holding her raw arousal in. He groaned in pleasure as she did so. The groan sent a thrill through her, and she realized she loved it when he groaned. She loved pleasing him, and the knowledge and realization of it sent another shock of pleasure thrumming through her quivering body.

She looked up at him, her eyes now gleaming with a devilish gleam to match his own, and she began to slide her mouth over his cock. He moaned again, his hands entangling into her hair as he slowly began to guide her, snaking his hands along her head, giving her encouragement with his deep groans as she continued to take him entirely into her mouth. He loved it as she took him deep into her throat, as she made his entire cock disappear behind her lips.

“Oh god, yes. I forgot what a good cocksucking slut you are, Kayla.” He said, his eyes closing as his head thrust back. He groaned again as she rubbed his balls, continuing to slide his cock in and out of her mouth. 

She loved sucking his cock, loved being called a slut- it drew on her inner wellspring of lust, debased her, further diminished her rational mind. Every time his cock thrust down her throat she felt another thrum of passion, another thrum of lust burst up inside her. It was making her hot, so hot, the way his thrusts began to match hers, the way he was fucking her mouth, plunging his cock ever deeper into her mouth, down her throat.

He couldn’t last under the intense assault of her mouth, and sure enough she felt the tensing in his hips, that muscle spasm that signaled his orgasm. With a deep, satisfied, primal roan, he came into her mouth and she swallowed it all, eagerly licking up every last drop as he pumped it deep down her throat.

And yet he was still hard! He continued to thrust into her mouth even as he came, and she did nothing but continue to suck it, cleaning him, taking down every last drop. Once he was satisfied, he grabbed her hair, pulling her off his cock with a wet, satisfying pop.

“Now do you want to get fucked?” he said, looking her in the eye. Her mind was rapidly melting away under the brunt of her pleasure, and all she could do was nod. Oh God, did she want to be fucked. She wanted to be fucked, needed to be fucked so badly. 

“Good. Bend over, my little slut. Put that perky little ass in the air.” He said. She complied instantly, putting her ass in the air. 

“Now beg me for it.” He said. She could feel him behind her, feel the cock that could be in her pussy throbbing behind her. She wanted desperately for it to be filled, wanted desperately for it to be inside her, pumping in her, making her scream for more. 

“Oh god, please, fuck me.” She said. “Please, fuck me.”

“Fuck me what, slave?” he said. He slapped her ass, and she yelped at the impact, the white-hot mix of pleasure and pain searing across her body.

“Oh god fuck me, Master.” She said. She felt only the slightest glimmer of guilt. Her need for cock, her lust 

“Good. You learn quickly.” He said. He smiled. He pushed the tip of his cock in her just a little bit, just barely penetrating her pussy, and she gasped. She tried to buck back against him, tried to get more of him inside her, but she couldn’t. 

“Dirtier.” He said. “Let out that inner slut, Kayla. I know you’re in there. But the cock-craving whore you are. Beg for your slutty little pussy to be filled. Do it.”

“Oh GOD, please!” she said, trembling. He was right. She was a cock-crazed whore. She would do anything to have it inside her. “Please, fuck your dirty little slut! Fill her pussy with your big, fat cock! Oh god, please, slutty Kayla needs your cock inside her!”

“Much better.” He said. And with that, he plunged into her, burying his cock into her as deep as it could go. Her world exploded into a dazzling kaleidoscope of pleasure and the universe began to melt away. Nothing existed except his cock, nothing existed except her Master’s cock. It was her world. He was her world, and she would do anything to have that delicious, wonderful cock inside her, filling her. 

Anything.

The pleasure was too much, and she came almost instantly. It was irresistible, a crashing flow of raw, unadulterated ecstasy that destroyed any rational capacity for thought she had. She became a fucking machine, a slut built for sex as her world continued to dissolve into nothing but the feelings of obedience and pleasure that came with her Master’s cock.

He came inside her again. And again. The night wore on with the two of them fucking, her needs insatiable now that she had succumbed to the need to serve him. She sucked his cock, and rode him, and allowed him anything he wanted. After all, he was her Master.

She had said it just to please him, just to placate him. At some point after one of her multiple orgasms, however, it had become true. She had realized it, when he had his cock up her ass, thrusting, and her world was exploding in pleasure. He was her Master, and she wanted him to do whatever he wanted to her. All the time. She was his slut, his personal fuck slave, his to do whatever he pleased with. 

“Oh GOD, yes! Fuck that slutty ass, fuck it hard! Fuck Kayla’s tight asshole, Master!” She screamed. And it was not just for his pleasure, not just for him to hear. This time, it was true. Kayla had succumbed. She was his, body and soul.

And she didn’t even feel guilty anymore.
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