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In central Sicily, dangerously close to the active volcano Mount Etna, sat the gleaming palace of Elliot Jupiter. Of course, once the reality bender had completed his makeover, none of that was true anymore. Sicily was a thing of the past, replaced by the fledgling la Republica di Giove, and the volcano’s fury had given way to a dramatic but completely harmless pillar of smoke.

That was the sight that greeted Mike Duval when he threw open the velvet curtains of his guest bedroom. He stepped onto the balcony, leaned heavily on the gilded handrail, and watched the mountain’s ash drift up into the clear, blue sky. A gentle breeze ruffled his silky housecoat, and he kicked off his slippers to feel the sun-warmed tiles.

“Enjoying the view, sir?” Mike spun around to see a tall, thin, tuxedo-clad man, fiddling with his bowtie as he stood just outside the room.

“I, uh… Yeah, it’s…” Mike’s brow furrowed as he looked at the butler. It took him a moment, but then it all came flooding back: this was the same man who had jumped on his mother outside the café, just before they were all transported away. Then… What happened after that?

He cleared his throat. “What’s your name?”

The butler raised an eyebrow, still trying to adjust his bowtie. “Barry, sir.”

“Okay, Barry. What the hell are you doing in that outfit? Do you remember anything from last night?”

“Yes, sir. One moment I was balls-deep in your mother’s ass, the next we just sort of… Appeared in the Master’s spa. You freaked out, then I freaked out, then your mother… The Master laughed for a while, but then he got tired, so he put us all to sleep.”

He finally gave up on the bowtie, letting it hang lopsided as he moved towards the bed. Pulling at the sheets, he began to neatly fold and tuck while he continued to explain. “A while later he woke me up, and said he wanted to ‘do something nice for young Michael.’ He put his hand on my temple, and…” He paused for a moment, shaking his head in disbelief. “…And now I’m a butler. Good at it, too, though the uniform doesn’t quite fit. Not that I’m complaining.”

After he finished, Mike stood in silence for a few seconds, watching the man he’d been so furious at make his bed. “Why aren’t you complaining?”

“I don’t follow, sir.”

“Yesterday, you seemed like a bit of a big-shot. Now you’re folding my sheets.”

“Yes, and?” He seemed genuinely puzzled.

Mike gave up, waving dismissively. “Forget it.” With that he walked out of the bedroom, leaving his new butler behind and wandering down the hall.

The passageway was ostentatious to say the least: intricate trim, gold accents, a baroque painting every few feet… It reminded Mike of an art gallery, although he’d never been in one with so much class. At first the only sound was his slippers padding along the maroon carpet, but soon he began to hear several female voices talking and giggling.

Turning a corner, he found himself in a richly-appointed sitting room. Plush chairs, a few wooden tables, and couches of all kinds filled the large space wall-to-wall. Draped over several of them were scantily-clad young women, all lavishing attention on… Mike’s mother. She sat in the middle of it all, a thin white robe clinging to her curves as she lounged and chatted with the girls.

“Mom!” Mike was more than relieved to see the familiar face, nearly tripping over a stool as he rushed over to meet her. “Are you okay?”

“Never better,” she smiled, patting the seat beside her. As her son sat down, she gestured to the women around them. “These lovely ladies are taking good care of me. Apparently they’ve never been to North America… Can you believe that?”

“I… No,” Mike said, flashing a few of the girls an awkward grin. “I mean… Where are we?”

A dark-skinned beauty to his right spoke up. “La Republica di Giove, of course,” she said with a giggle. “Where do you think?”

“La Republica… What?” Mike shook his head. “Sorry, I don’t speak, uh…”

“Italian, dear.” His mother put a hand on his shoulder. “The Republic of Jupiter. Didn’t you hear about it on the news? Our host was elected Prime Minister just yesterday. It used to be Sicily… You know, that big island just off the tip of Italy’s boot? But then—”

“But then I happened,” a confident voice spoke from the doorway. Both mother and son turned to see Elliot Jupiter, standing nude and unashamed with a steaming cup of coffee in his hand. A thick, impossibly long cock hung between his legs, already half-hard at the sight of the girls. “I hope everyone slept well?”


Six thousand miles away, a 19-year-old girl in a sailor outfit was lying face-up on a white table, getting her mouth and pussy filled by two salarymen. As they thrust and groped her lithe body they spoke in rushed tones, the staccato of formal Japanese echoing in the glass-walled conference room. Three more men were arranged around the table, pouring over documents and occasionally speaking up.

The girl, for her part, was paying no attention to any of them. She held her cell phone up, leaning around the shaft pistoning down her throat to peer at the bright colours dancing across the touchscreen. As the executives used her body and ironed out the details of an important shipping agreement, Hitomi Nemoto was determined to finally beat the level she’d been stuck on for days.

Her father, one of the men leafing through a stack of papers, had been selected to provide the weekly fucktoy for his department. Whenever that happened Hitomi always downloaded a new game, and tried to master it before her term was up. This one was proving difficult, especially since her father’s coworkers were particularly needy this week. She was quite the multitasker, but being roughly mounted by a new man every thirty seconds would put a handicap on anybody’s performance. Life at home wasn’t much better, with four brothers and a boyfriend constantly competing for her attention… Or at least her holes.

As the “game over” screen popped up yet again, she let out a muffled, barely-audible swear and stared up at the ceiling. Dammit… I wish I could have a little peace and quiet for once.


Mike looked the reality bender up and down, almost as dumbfounded as he’d been the night before. Coming face to face with an omnipotent being takes some getting used to.

Elliot picked a nearby recliner and plopped himself down, eyes flicking between the young man and his mother. “Coffee? I hope you like it black, so I can just make a copy of my cup… Creating stuff from scratch is a bit of a bitch this early in the morning. Got to wake up a little, y’know?” He chuckled, waving a couple girls over. “Well, I guess you don’t. You will.”

As Mike looked on in silence, a pair of skinny brunettes came over to Elliot and knelt at his feet. After some consideration he picked one, put a hand on her shoulder, and gave her a gentle push towards his crotch. As she took his member and began to stroke it, both hands sliding over the tanned flesh, the other girl raised hers as if holding two invisible cups.

Mike blinked, and suddenly they weren’t so invisible: the woman was holding two cups of coffee, identical to Elliot’s own. As her partner took the man into her mouth, sliding inch after inch of his shaft between her lips, she rose to her feet and offered the coffee to Mike and his mother.

“Thank you, Jane,” Mike’s mom said, taking the cup and nudging her son.

He accepted his as well and grunted out a thank you, unable to take his eyes off the woman bobbing her head over Elliot Jupiter’s crotch.

His host took a sip, then smiled knowingly. “There it is. That’s the look people gave me before I changed things… ‘Wow, that girl’s blowing that guy right in front of me! I can’t believe it.’ Well, I suppose by now you’re starting to believe it, hmm?”

Mike nodded slowly. “I’m getting there.”

“You’re getting there,” he repeated. “Let me help you get there faster. Like I said, I’m Elliot Jupiter, first and only Prime Minister of la Repub—Y’know, let’s just go with ‘Republic of Jupiter.’ No need for pomp and circumstance… We’re all speaking English here, and I’m sure you’ve figured out that it’s named after me.”

Mike nodded again, trying his best to follow along even as the sight between Elliot’s legs was beginning to raise a tent in his robe.

This didn’t go unnoticed by the Prime Minister, who paused his speech. “Ah, my apologies. You need a release, and I suppose you’re not about to grab your own mother and use her… You’re not used to that yet, which I suppose is why I brought you here.” At a snap of his fingers, the woman sucking him off pulled away, turned around, and crawled over to Mike. “You take mine, and I’ll make use of your darling madre.” Draining the last of his coffee, he threw the delicate white cup over his shoulder; Mike didn’t hear it hit the ground, let alone break. “Unless that’s a problem?”

“I… Uh…” Before poor Michael could respond his mother was moving over, dropping her flimsy robe to the floor and taking her place at Elliot’s feet. “Couldn’t you… Y’know… Use somebody else? You have plenty of girls, why..?”

Elliot laughed, grabbing Mike’s mother firmly by the hair and rubbing his glistening member across her cheek. “Come on, Michael, be reasonable. I’m treating you like a prince, yes, but what’s the point of bringing you here if I can’t enjoy your discomfort a little? You’re the only man in the world who can see through the changes I’ve brought about… That’s an opportunity for fun if I ever saw one.”

With that he gave the side of his shaft a sharp flick with his index finger. Much to Mike’s surprise, a burst of thick white jizz instantly shot out, leaving a sticky trail along his mother’s cheek. She flinched but didn’t attempt to pull away, sticking out her tongue to take another short, controlled blast in her mouth. “I know it’s a little out of order, but I like to mix things up a little… Why delay the money shot until the end, right?” He smiled down at the woman for a moment. “You can suck me off, now… Wait, what’s your name?”

“Tricia, sir,” she said, a trickle of white on her chin. “I hope that’s pleasing to—”

“Yes, yes,” he grunted, pushing into her mouth. “There we are, deep as you can. We’ll see about working on that gag reflex later… Just do your best for now.” He looked back to Michael, giving him a half-apologetic smirk. “Anyway, where were we?”

“The… The Republic, and…” Mike stumbled over his words as his mother tried enthusiastically but hopelessly to fit Elliot’s member down her throat, and the beautiful girl between his own legs reached into his robe and pulled out his length.

“Yes, right, The Republic of Jupiter. Despite my powers, the extent of which you’re probably beginning to understand, I’ve never been at the head of an actual organization before. This little nation is my latest project. What we’re here to talk about… Well, that’s my second-latest.”

“All the sex and crap everywhere, right? The world going crazy?” Mike struggled to continue the conversation while the servant took him into her mouth.

“Yes, indeed. The world going crazy.” He grinned. “Or, more specifically, the world accepting a new definition of ‘sanity.’ I’ve been using women as I see fit for years now… Whoever I want, wherever I want, however I want.  I guess I thought it was high time Joe Public got the same privilege. It took some focus and preparation, but I was able to rewrite taboos from the bottom up.” He grunted as Tricia managed to swallow his thick rod a few inches deeper. “You’re welcome.”

Mike didn’t reply for a few minutes, finishing the last of his coffee in silence. Elliot didn’t rush him, content to watch him think it over and enjoy his mother’s ministrations. Eventually, he spoke.

“You’re the devil,” he said flatly.

Elliot snorted, then shrugged. “Probably. I’ve never checked.”

Mike glanced down at the girl sucking him off, then back to his host. “…Are you looking for an assistant?”

The most powerful man in the world raised an eyebrow. “What are your qualifications?”

“Hmm. Well…” Mike hesitated. “You said it yourself, didn’t you? I’m the only one you can’t change.”

“I didn’t say that, not exactly,” Elliot replied, shaking a finger. “We don’t know that yet… But you can certainly see my changes, changes that were supposed to be retroactive. That’s not immunity, but it’s something, and ten points to you for catching on to it.” He gave Mike a smile, pushing his mother off of his crotch and rising to his feet. A thin rope of drool and semen connected his swollen head to Tricia’s lips for a moment, before she licked it up greedily.

“Let’s head over to the lab. It’s time to find out just how special you really are.”


Four thousand miles away, a 28-year-old woman was standing behind a counter, wearing nothing but a red spandex skirt and matching collar. The latter held a laminated label reading “Becky – Sales.”

She finished ringing up a well-dressed blonde woman, and another stepped up to take her place. Every customer in the store was a middle-aged woman, and quite nearly all of them wore expensive business attire with a few tasteful holes for easy access. The room was packed, two neat lines by the front desk and another towards the far wall. There several of the businesswomen were kneeling on a padded bench, bobbing their heads frantically as they sucked the row of impossibly large cocks protruding from a series of glory holes. Every so often one of them would take a few large gulps, wipe their lips on the provided towels, and be on their way. The moment they left their spot it would be occupied again, another eager woman pouncing on the wet, still-hard member.

Becky smiled at the customer. “Good morning, welcome to White Fountain. How would you like to serve us today?”

“I’m looking for something sweet, not too tangy… Oh, and big, of course. Enough calories to last me ‘till lunch, and I’d like to have some fun with it.” She glanced over at the glory holes. “Is Vince working today? He’s always thick.” She let out a short giggle. “The load and the dick, God bless’im.”

Becky nodded knowingly, pointing off into the corner. “Second spot from the right. See, there, that lady with the nice ass… Oh dear, she can barely fit him.”

The customer laughed again before handing Becky a few bills. “Poor innocent thing… Doesn’t know how to handle a real breakfast. You watch, I’ll put her to shame.”

With that she was gone, bustling over to her favorite glory hole while Becky waved over the next woman. Jeez, it’s crazy today… I’m never gonna make it to lunch. That’s the last time I ever drink on a work night…

She smiled anyway, greeting the next customer. “Good morning, welcome to White Fountain!”


Mike trailed behind Elliot as they walked the long hallways, heading for the mysterious “lab.” Despite the fact that Mike had a robe and slippers while his host was wearing nothing at all, he felt incredibly exposed. Never in his life had he been so at the mercy of another human being… That is, if Elliot Jupiter could even be called human.

The two of them walked in total silence for what seemed like an hour. Mike thought of starting up some conversation, but Elliot seemed satisfied to pad along in silence, so he followed suit. They had left his mother behind; she was in dire need of a bath by the time Elliot was through using her mouth, especially given his “cum before the blowjob” policy. She had tried to kiss Mike goodbye, but he had politely declined, taking his leave just as the gaggle of young women whisked her off to the spa. I hope she’s okay, Mike thought, tapping his thigh nervously. They could do anything to her, and neither of us would be in a position to object.

“E voilà,” Elliot declared suddenly. Mike looked up to see a large doorway, two stainless-steel slabs set in a heavy frame. It looked out of place in the delicately-appointed palace, and more than a little intimidating.

“So this is your, uh, lab?” Mike raised an eyebrow. “What exactly am I in for, Mr. Jupiter?”

The Prime Minister laughed, tapping at a keypad. “Please, call me Elliot. Or ‘sir,’ if you really must.” Something inside the wall shifted with a clunk, and he pulled the door open.

As the pair stepped inside, Mike felt like he was walking into a science fiction movie. The lab was a large, open space, every white-tiled wall dotted with flat screens, whiteboards, and computer consoles of an unknown nature. On one side a window looked out over the rolling hills of the Sicilian countryside, while the opposite window overlooked a reinforced testing chamber. A meeting table sat in the middle of it all, the oval slab of glass covered with papers and a few laptops.

The room’s sole occupant was a rather tall woman, wearing only a white utility belt as she sat at the table sketching on a notepad. Her features were rather plain, and after all Mike had seen over the past 24 hours her exposed breasts drew only a short glance. Her dark brown hair was done up in a tight bun, and as the pair entered she stuck her pencil in it and rose to her feet, sidling over to meet them.

“Mike, I’d like you to meet Vanessa,” Elliot said, leaning in to peck her on the cheek. “I tried to change it to ‘Minerva…’ You know, Roman goddess of being really, really smart and all that? She wouldn’t have it.”

Vanessa snickered, swatting playfully at his shoulder. “Damn right. Way too corny. I don’t need a superhero name, boss. I’m not like your other favorites.”

“No, you really aren’t, and I’d be a fool to go messing around in that brilliant mind of yours.” Wrapping an arm around the woman, he turned to Mike. “Vanessa is in charge of researching my ability. I tried to do it myself for a few years, but that didn’t last. Turns out it’s pretty hard to do psychology, neuroscience, and metaphysics on your own brain… Go figure.”

Mike nodded, reaching out to shake Vanessa’s hand even as Elliot felt up her naked body. “I’m Michael… Pleased to meet you. So you’re, um… all of those things, then? Like some kind of super-scientist?”

“Mmm, more or less. I was a smart cookie to begin with, but Elliot’s worked wonders on my learning ability. Four extra degrees in as many years… Not a bad superpower, although it’s not quite as amazing as his.”

Smiling down at her, Elliot placed a hand on her breast, squeezing gently. She moaned and threw her head back, chest heaving. After a moment Mike noticed that her bust was growing, bulging outward more and more with each breath she took. He stumbled backwards, nearly falling over.

“Holy shit, did you… Are you—”

“Uh-huh,” Vanessa gasped, reaching out to steady herself on Elliot. “Most of his girls, he leaves their bodies just how he wants them… But he changes me every time.” She let out a groan, one hand drifting down between her legs. “Every damn time, something different… Oh, fuck…”

Elliot grinned, continuing to massage her tits with both hands. “It’s your own fault, dear. You always make such a fuss… It’s cute.” He was really making progress now; she had reached pornstar proportions, and showed no signs of stopping. “I especially enjoy it when you go on about conservation of mass while fingering yourself. Would you, please?”

She bit her lip and nodded, glancing over at Michael. “Well, for the new kid’s benefit… And because you asked so nicely...” She ran a hand down her incredible cleavage while the other slipped a finger inside her pussy. “Needless to say, this shouldn’t be possible. At all, ever, no matter what. Not only is he making my girls larger…” She glanced down, watching as they reached the size of melons and kept on growing. “Much larger… But he’s doing it without even converting anything. I’ve tested it again and again… No heat, light, no radiation or, or energy of any—Ah, fuck… Any kind. He’s not just moving ‘stuff’ around, he’s creating something from nothing. It’s impossible.”

“And with that, you’re more or less up to date on all the research we’ve managed.” Elliot chuckled, finally pulling his hands away. Vanessa had grown far beyond “huge:” two round, perky breasts the size of her head jutted forward, topped off with firm pink nipples as thick as her thumb.

Mike gaped for a moment, his robe beginning to tent again. “Can I, uh, touch them?”

“Of course,” Elliot replied. “You’re my guest, after all.”

With that he gave Vanessa a gentle push towards Mike, slapping her on the ass just as she fell into the startled young man’s arms. The moment his hand touched her rear, it began to bounce and swell. This transformation worked much faster; her round cheeks ballooned out obscenely, and within seconds Mike was holding onto a thick ass that would make any pop star green with envy. As her breasts pressed into his chest, her thighs slid against his painfully hard member, and her panting face hovered inches away from his own, Mike’s fears and inhibitions vanished like smoke.

“Can I fuck her?” he growled, looking deep into her eyes as his hands explored her cartoonish curves.

“Look at her, Michael,” Elliot said, crossing his arms. “I didn’t give her a body like that so you could talk about the weather. Like I said… Be my guest.”

Without a moment’s pause, Mike dragged the panting girl over to the table, swept aside a stack of papers, and laid her down. She looked up at him hungrily, her enormous tits bouncing as her chest heaved up and down.

“Please,” she gasped, “don’t wait, just… Please…”

Mike tore off his robe like it was on fire, throwing the garment to the side where it landed on some expensive-looking piece of computer equipment. Lining up with the girl’s pussy, he pushed inside with one smooth, slow stroke.

“Oh God, fuck…” She was soaking wet yet gloriously tight, squeezing Mike’s shaft as her hips bucked and shuddered. “Faster, please…”

Mike grunted and obeyed, the table rocking back and forth as they rutted like animals. For a few long moments his mind was blank, overcome by pleasure as he focused on nothing but the fertility-goddess-made-flesh in front of him. Eventually, though, he was brought out of his stupor by the sound of Elliot Jupiter’s laughter.

“Oh wow, I, uh… I forgot you were here,” the young man said, barely slowing his thrust as he turned to look at his host. “Do you want a turn too, or—Wait, what the fuck?”

Elliot was sitting in a nearby office chair, grinning ear to ear as he watched the pair go at it… But he wasn’t alone. Another girl knelt between his legs, identical in appearance to Vanessa. Mike’s jaw dropped as he glanced between the two: the girl on the table, her legs spread and her face dripping with sweat, and the one sucking off Elliot, pushing out her absurdely round ass as she squatted on the floor. They could be twins, Mike thought for a moment.

“They’re not twins.” Elliot gently pushed the second Vanessa away, motioning for her to turn towards Mike.

“Yeah, uh… He does this too, sometimes. Takes getting used to.” The voice came from both girls simultaneously, their lips moving in unison.

Mike gulped, his hips still thrusting on automatic as he tried to take it all in. “So… You cloned her?”

Elliot shrugged. “I don’t know about ‘cloned.’ That implies two distinct organisms from the same source, doesn’t it?” He looked to the Vanessa on the floor, who nodded briefly before taking him back into her mouth. “Mmm… There’s still just one Vanessa here. Same mind, two bodies. It’s a good trick for turning twosomes into threesomes. Never used it to share a girl before, but that’s why you’re here, isn’t it?” He chuckled. “New frontiers, and all that. Got to stave off boredom somehow, right?”

Mike nodded slowly, then turned back to his version of Vanessa and picked up the pace. Okay, just one more fucked up thing to get used to… Not gonna overthink this.

They kept going for a few minutes, each man using their copy of the beautiful scientist. There were a few odd moments when the Vanessa on the table pouted her lips as if sucking on an invisible cock, or the Vanessa on the floor bucked her hips in time with Mike’s thrusts, but for the most part he was too busy to take notice.

Though he held out admirably under the circumstances, Mike’s stamina ran out far too soon. A moan escaped Vanessa’s lips as the young man pumped her full of hot cum, pinning her voluptuous body to the table with each desperate thrust. Her copy moaned as well, a deep sound muffled by the thick member sliding in and out of her throat. The vibration must have had some effect, because Elliot was soon grunting and digging his fingers into her hair.

Mike slumped forward, placing both hands on the cold table for support. He watched panting as the girl beneath him swallowed again and again, mirroring her counterpart as she sucked down Elliot’s massive load.

Once she was done, she licked her lips and smiled up at him. “So, uh… I guess we should run some tests, huh?”

They both looked over to Elliot. The second Vanessa had disappeared without a trace, his half-hard shaft dripping onto the floor. Seeing Mike’s surprise, he grinned again.

“What? Gotta put the poor girl back together, or she won’t be able to science it up real good. Right, Vanessa?”

She giggled, giving Mike a little push. He slipped out of her and stepped back, helping her to her feet. “So are you going to put my body back, or..?”

“Let’s let the guest decide,” Elliot replied, picking up Michael’s robe and throwing it to him.

As he got dressed Mike looked the woman up and down, glancing from the beads of sweat on her chest to the milky-white trickle running down the inside of her thigh. “No, I think she’s just fine as-is.”

“Good man. Might be a little distracting, but who’s in a hurry?”

Mike nodded and smiled as Vanessa bustled about, switching on some of the equipment around the lab. “So… What kind of tests do you have in mind?”

“Well, my big reality shift was supposed to be global. We need to find out why you weren’t affected.” Elliot stroked his chin, eyes absentmindedly following Vanessa’s ass as she skipped around the room. Snatching up a clipboard, she turned to look at Michael.

“Why don’t you start by giving us a brief patient history,” she began, eyes glimmering with enthusiasm. “Then we’ll talk about what happened the morning of the change.”


Five thousand miles away, a young black man drummed his fingers impatiently. Thomas “T-Bone” Stacey was generally an easygoing guy, but he was beginning to get frustrated. His tall, muscular form sat hunched on the living room sofa, half-heartedly poking at the screen of a smartphone. He was supposed to be at football practice in a few minutes, but he knew today was going to be one of those days.

“What’s the matter, Tom? Sure you don’t want some?”

Rolling his eyes at the squeaky voice, Tom glanced down to the floor. His sort-of-friend Jacob was squatting there awkwardly, thrusting his unimpressive cock into a pretty blonde girl’s mouth.

“What do you think’s the matter, Jacob? I’ve got practice today, and you’re doing that dominance shit with my girlfriend again.”

Jacob snorted, burying his fingers deeper in the girl’s hair as he forced himself further down her throat. “Yeah, so? Get out of here, then. I’ll be done by the time you get back.”

“Come on, man…You know I need her on the sidelines to let off steam. We’ve been over this.”

“And I need to let off steam now, sooo… Too bad, I guess?” Jacob smirked, wrapping his thighs a little tighter around the blonde’s head.

“Dude, don’t make this a big thing. I don’t wanna—”

“What, fight me? You gonna beat me up, right here in your living room, just because I like using your girlfriend like the stupid, fucking… Hng… Slutty piece of… Fuck-meat she is?” Jacob’s voice grew louder as he goaded the athlete on. “Is that what you’re gonna do, huh? Gonna hit me?”

Rolling his eyes again, Tom rose to his feet. “No, of course I’m not gonna hit you. Jesus. I’ll find another girl… Don’t be such a spaz.”

Tom grabbed his jacket, headed out the door, and began to jog in the direction of the local field. Some people, man… Why do they have to make sex such a big deal?


After several hours of talking, testing, and occasional fucking, the laboratory was a bit of a mess. Elliot, Vanessa, and Michael sat around the glass table, taking a rest while a few of the palace servants entered the lab to serve cocktails. All three were curvy Asian girls (Japanese if Mike was any judge… Which he wasn’t). Dressed in silky white aprons, silver tiaras, and little else, they pranced about the room setting down the colorful-looking drinks.

After idly slapping one of the passing beauties on her perfectly round ass, the Prime Minister spoke first. “So… We’re done for the day, right Vanessa? Got the data you need?”

She nodded slowly, brushing some of her dishevelled hair aside to glance at a notepad. “Mmm, I think so. Most of these scans look perfectly normal, so—”

Michael’s eyes snapped up from watching a droplet of cum make its way down the side of Vanessa’s inflated breast. “Most? What wasn’t normal?”

The scientist hesitated. “Well, you have to understand, no two brains are exactly alike. There’s always some variation, some anoma—” She paused again. “…Differences to sort out. We’ll talk about it after I’ve had time to work through all the data, okay?”

Michael was opening his mouth to reply, but Elliot spoke first. “Right you are, dear. We can talk about this later. No offense to your lab, but it’s a little… Utilitarian for cocktails, isn’t it?” He rose to his feet, grabbing his drink and then Vanessa’s. “Lounge, deck, or spa?”

“Ooh, spa,” Vanessa replied with a smile, letting Elliot help her to her feet. “I could use a swim.”

As Mike followed them towards the door, watching Vanessa’s enhanced rear end bounce up and down with every step, a thought occurred to him. “So, uh… Are you gonna be changing her back, or..?”

Elliot slowed his stride to walk beside the woman, placing a hand on the exaggerated curve of her hip. “I don’t know. You’re the guest; what do you think I should do?”

Vanessa giggled, leaning against his shoulder. “C’mon, boss, you know what he’s going to say already. The poor kid’s never seen a body like this… There’s no chance in hell he wants me back to normal.” She looked back to Michael, shooting him a kind smile and wiggling her ass a little. “Right, Mike? Want all this to disappear?”

The overwhelmed young man shook his head. “Nooo. No, not a chance.” He reached out to grab a handful, feeling up her soft flesh as they walked. “What do you want, though? I’d feel pretty bad keeping a genius scientist cooped up in a body she doesn’t want.”

“Aw. Relax, I’m used to it. I don’t mind staying all blown-up until you get bored.” She sounded genuine, so Mike simply shrugged and kept on groping.

Moments later the group passed through an archway, emerging into the gold-and-white splendour of the spa room. Several girls, all nude, waved to them from the plush red seats. Wisps of steam rose lazily off the mineral pool, where another group of ladies were paddling around and chatting in high, sweet tones.

As he made his way poolside, Michael noticed that two men were among them. One sat with the lounging girls, resting his hand on a beautiful pair of tits. Glancing down his naked body, Mike’s eyes widened as he saw that the man’s cock was nearly touching the floor. At well over a foot long, he was more than a match for any porn star Mike had ever seen. Unlike those stars, though, his balls were scaled up as well, hanging down like a pair of apples. The other man was perched with his feet in the water, letting two of the pool girls lick their way up and down his equally incredible member.

Turning to his host, Mike gestured at the pair. “So, who..?”

Before Elliot could answer, Vanessa cut in. “Ooh… Breeders. Y’know what, I’m gonna hit the showers and get back to work, if that’s okay. No offense, boys, but I’m not sure I’m in the mood for breeders.”

Elliot shrugged. “You can go if you wish, my dear. But if you’d prefer to stay, I could always tell them to ignore you?”

She shook her head. “No, no, the whole ‘every woman in sight’ thing is half the fun! Besides, I have numbers to crunch. Don’t wait up!”

With that she gave a little wave and skipped off towards the shower room. Mike looked to Elliot for explanation, raising an eyebrow. To his surprise, the reality bender looked a little embarrassed.

“The breeders are…” He paused. “Well, you already know that I get bored of just doing everything I want sometimes. That’s the whole reason you’re here, after all.” Michael nodded along. “Before I changed the world to allow any man to take any women at his leisure, I played around with the concept on a smaller scale.”

He pointed to the statuesque man getting sucked off on the edge of the pool. “My breeders are a primal sort of folk, the ultimate alpha males. I removed their inhibitions, expanded their libido, their equipment… Enhanced hormones, a couple fertility tweaks…”

Elliot paused as the breeder reached out and pulled one of the girls out of the water, gently but firmly laying her facedown on the wet marble floor.

“Well, here we go. A live demonstration for you, my boy.” As the pair watched, the breeder lifted the girl up by the hips and guided his thick shaft inside her. She squirmed and cried out, struggling to accommodate his size but clearly enjoying the ordeal as well. As he began to thrust slowly he beckoned to the other girl, who scrambled out of the pool and crawled over to lap and suck on his balls.

Elliot grinned. “There’s no telling how long that lovely blowjob was going on for… I doubt he’ll hold on much longer. But a good breeder always finishes inside— aha, there it is.”

The man grunted, pushed his entire length inside, and threw his head back. The girl moaned and bucked like a wild animal, and for a moment Mike worried that she might fall back into the pool. After a few seconds the breeder’s cum began to spill out, thick spurts overflowing onto the other girl’s face and into her waiting mouth.

“Oh wow. Oh my God.” Michael shook his head in disbelief as the man pumped out more and more, coating the girl’s entire upper body in jizz even as she swallowed down as much as she could.

Elliot chuckled. “And that’s just the seed that didn’t make it inside his real target.” He laughed again as the man pulled out, causing yet another burst to splatter onto the girl’s breasts. “See why we call them breeders?”

“So she’ll be… She’s actually..?”

“Pregnant? Oh my, yes. No doubt about it.”

“Huh. But, well,” Mike stuttered for a moment. “Why isn’t every girl in the whole damn palace knocked up?”

“They probably would be,” he replied with a grin, “but as much as I enjoy a beautiful pregnant body, my tastes demand a bit more variety. That’s why I only activate the breeders occasionally, and replace most of the employees who fall victim. In fact, seeing them run amok inside the palace is a bit of a new thing. Usually I’d set the whole gang loose on a small town or somesuch, but lately I’ve been too busy changing the world to play around with scenarios like that.”

“Hmm.” Michael stood silently for a while, watching as one of the spa girls climbed up on the second breeder’s lap. Struggling to maintain balance, she began to lower herself onto the man’s ridiculous member. After a few moments another girl leant her assistance, using both hands to hold his cock steady.

“How is a man like you ever ‘too busy?’ If you can’t achieve something you want, it’s because of a lack of imagination.” He paused. “No offense.”

“None taken,” Elliot replied, patting the younger man on the shoulder. “You have a point, really. I suppose I lose perspective sometimes… Which is why I need someone like you around, isn’t it?”

With that he strode off towards another room, leaving Michael to tear his gaze away from the breeder’s display and follow. They emerged into a smaller white-and-gold chamber, this one dome-shaped with a large hot tub at its center. Three women were already inside: a curvy black girl with long flowing hair, a younger blonde with a blank expression on her face, and… Mike’s mother, with braids in her hair, red nail polish on every finger, and a huge smile on her face.

“Mr. Jupiter! And Michael, dear,” she greeted them in a singsong voice. “I hope your morning was as much fun as mine.”

Mike laughed nervously. “I think so, Mom,” he managed to say. He was suddenly very aware of the two breeders in the room behind them, and God knows how many more roaming the palace. “So, uh… What have you been up to?”


Eight thousand miles away, the up-and-coming field anthropologist Dr. Brian Noyce was preparing to attend a wedding ceremony. The object of his study, a remote island tribe, was abuzz with excitement as a group of local girls were coming of age. A week ago, before the world changed, he would have been there mostly to observe. He would participate in the basic rituals and songs but otherwise stand on the sidelines, just as he had done a dozen times in villages around the world. But even the most disconnected societies were subject to Elliot Jupiter’s powers, and so the anthropologist’s role had changed somewhat.

Dr. Noyce stood at the very center of the village, head held high and hands clasped at his back. Behind him were four of the “big men,” elders respected by all, adorned with colorful charms. In front, standing in a rough semicircle, were nine beautiful young women. All of them were naked from the waist up, their large breasts dripping with specially-prepared oils. Some wore short skirts woven from bright green leaves, while others had modern thongs and pieces of lingerie bought from the local government trading post.

Unlike the men, these girls were not stiff, stoic pillars of pomp and ceremony; they posed seductively, running their hands down their curves as the doctor looked them over. As his eyes passed over each they redoubled their efforts, some licking their lips or pulling their skirts aside. The rest of the village, gathered in a crowd surrounding the entire display, hooted with encouragement.

After a long while, Dr. Noyce spoke. “Anoka. Umaravi. Otella No.” His voice was loud and clear; one of the elders nodded approvingly, smiling faintly at the outsider.

The three girls he had named stepped forward, each brimming with excitement and pride. At first they took slow, measured steps towards the doctor, until one of them sped up and overtook the others. The tension broke and they all rushed forward chirping and hollering, each wanting to be the first to embrace their new husband.

The parents of the trio were equally elated, all six of them emerging from the crowd and embracing one another. They cheered their daughters on as they surrounded Dr. Noyce and began tugging at his clothes, pulling each unfamiliar Western garment off and casting it to the side. He would not wear clothing again for at least a week, as every woman in the village took turns congratulating him on his new brides.

The un-picked girls were disappointed, but not overly so; they were soon chatting and laughing with all the rest, secure in the knowledge that one of the local boys would make them a fine husband. As a rich and respected outsider Dr. Noyce was one of the most coveted bachelors, but plenty of handsome hunters and future leaders still remained.

The choice made and the festivities begun, every man and woman assembled began to make their way to the Big Hut. The fire pits were already roaring, ready to cook the two whole pigs and mountain of bananas that had been prepared for the day. Dr. Noyce and his brides would be gone in a month, returning to his homeland to settle down and join the rest of his wives. Before then, though, the village was going to make every effort to convince them to stay. Though rarely successful, this proud tradition served as the perfect end to every outsider’s stay with the tribe.

As he sat near the fire, taking turns kissing two wives while the third bounced on his lap, Dr. Noyce was both eager and hesitant to see his journey come to an end. He had loved his time with these people, but also looked forward to all the attention he would get upon his return. He and his wives would be on two or three talk shows within the first week, entertaining the public with explicit tales of escapades in a land cut off from the world.

Swooping into a culture, taking the best women, and sharing them with the world, he thought, isn’t that what anthropology is all about?

A tiny, leftover piece of his former conscience insisted that it wasn’t, but it was far too quiet to notice.


The five of them all lounged in the hot tub together: Elliot Jupiter, young Michael, his mother Tricia, and the two palace girls. As they sat there in silence, Mike couldn’t decide whether the atmosphere was awkward or relaxed.

After several minutes Elliot answered that question, spreading his arms and yawning loudly. “God, this is the life. I know what you’re thinking, Michael… If you had my power, you’d be out there in the world, inventing some new sin every minute of every day. Am I right?”

Mike nodded briefly, so he continued. “Well, it was like that at first. Now I like to grab some R&R every once in a while too. Can’t keep running around and fucking all the time, it’d tire me out.” He shrugged. “Well, technically I could keep the ‘ol body going, but my mind still needs the change of pace.”

Unsure how to respond, Mike simply nodded again. Looking to the women, he saw that all three had their eyes closed. His mother’s head was lolled to one side, resting on the ebony girl’s shoulder. They were clearly either asleep or totally and completely chilled-out.

“So, Mike, my boy,” Elliot continued, sitting up straighter. “Now that we’ve got no work to do or women to bore, I think we should talk business.”

“My job offer, right? You’re serious about that?”

He nodded. “Why not? I genuinely think we could have some fun together, and maybe make the world a better place while we’re at it. I need some human perspective, and you seem like my man.”

Michael was about to ask what he meant by “human perspective;” it seemed a little ominous. Before he had the chance, Elliot was barrelling on. “This is the part where I’d talk about pay and hours, but that’s not really how this works. Most of my employees work for me simply because I change reality so that they always have… On top of providing for their every need, of course.” He drummed his fingers on the side of the hot tub. “That isn’t really going to cut it with you, is it? I might be able to mess with your head, convince you that being my sidekick is normal, but that would be contrary to the whole point, wouldn’t it?”

“I guess it would,” Mike replied, unsure of what else to say. This wasn’t exactly the kind of job interview he was familiar with.

“Then I guess you and I are going to have to enter into a good-old-fashioned business arrangement.” Elliot grinned widely. “It’s been a while since I’ve had to make an actual two-way deal, so this is a little bit exciting for me. For you too, I hope? It’s not every day you find a genie in a bottle.”

“Are you saying you’ll give me three wishes to work for you?”

The Prime Minister chuckled. “I’ll give you as many ‘wishes’ as you want, as long as they don’t get in the way of my own desires.”

Mike swallowed. This might be the wrong decision… But I can’t pass it up. I’d never forgive myself. “I think we’ve got a deal, sir.”

Elliot looked pleased, but he raised an eyebrow and leaned forward. “I’m glad to hear that, but I want to make sure you understand: I’ll give you near-infinite power, but I’m still the boss. I want you to advise me, but if I choose to do something and you feel the need to stop me… Well, you won’t be able to. Ever.”

“I understand, Elliot,” Mike said, nodding firmly. “I can handle that.”

“I’m sure you do… But just for the fun of it, let’s make extra sure.” With that the reality bender snapped his fingers, and two men emerged into the domed room. Mike’s heart skipped a beat when he realized it was the two breeders from before, in all their naked, cock-halfway-to-the-floor glory.

“Wait. Wait, no, are they—”

“Yes, they are.” Elliot raised a finger in the air and flicked it towards Michael’s mother. The men nodded, strode over to the side of the hot tub, and began to lift her out. Tricia woke up with a start, head whipping around to look at the two men, and then down between their legs

“Oh… Oh my,” she mumbled, eyes wide. As the men lay her down on the tiles, one kneeling by her head and one at her feet, she looked shocked but not in the least bit resistant. In fact, she gave one of them a nervous smile as he spread her legs.

Is that because of the enhanced hormones that Elliot mentioned? Mike wondered, his heart racing. Or maybe it’s just the new status quo… She’s just that used to it?

“Last chance, Michael,” Elliot said, clearly amused. The breeders were ready to pounce; one held Tricia’s leg with one hand and lined his massive cock up with the other, while the second man tilted her head back and placed his bulging tip against her parting lips.

“Last… Last chance..?” Mike gulped, his thoughts scattered.

“If you want the job, this is happening. Two pumped-up freaks… Excuse the term, gentlemen… Giving your mother the fucking of her life right in front of you.” The breeders were impassive, almost frozen in time as Tricia squirmed between them. “No protection, of course, so you’ll be blessed with a new sibling in nine months’ time.”

“And if I refuse?” I have to do this, I just… But I can’t…

“I’ll put you and your dear mother back where you came from. You’ll go back to your ordinary life… Well, not ordinary, because my changes aren’t going anywhere. You’ll be able to have any woman you like, any time and any place.”

That could work. Maybe that would be enough power, right?

“Of course, your mother will still be vulnerable to situations like this regardless. Perhaps not with the freaks, but still… Men like your former butler can and will take her at their leisure.”

Allowing Michael a moment to think, Elliot beckoned to the other two girls in the hot tub. They moved to sit on either side of him, rubbing their bodies up against his shoulders as they stroked his cock beneath the bubbling water.

Wait… If doing this will grant me unlimited power, the power to change what I want, then—

Realizing exactly what Mike was thinking, Elliot nodded. “Yes, I think you’ve spotted it. The only way to protect the people you love, to keep them away from men or to have them all to yourself…” Elliot was practically giggling; Mike could see that he hadn’t had this much fun in a long time. “The only way is to let these men breed with your mother, here and now.”

He’s got me. Michael ran a hand through his wet hair. If I’m doing this to protect her, then I can do it without feeling selfish. I’m doing it for her, so no regrets... Right..?

He closed his eyes, and then nodded. “Deal.”

The choice made and the signal given, the two breeders pushed into Tricia from both ends. Elliot’s eyes flicked from them to Michael as he drunk in the scene, still being stroked by the two palace girls.

Is he enjoying this so much because he’s evil? Or just because real conflict is foreign to him? Unable to look away any longer, Mike watched the men pound into his mother, her throat and pelvis bulging with their impossible members. Her entire body was shaking, and the moans would have been deafening if her mouth wasn’t stuffed full.

Does it even make a difference?
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