

World of Pleasure
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Picture, if you will, a charismatic young man with a twinkle in his eye. A man with an unusual gift, a power growing inside him since birth. Little by little he pushes his abilities, trying to find his limit… yet he never does. This man is a reality bender, the most powerful the world has ever seen. He will change the course of humanity as he sees fit… And being a young man, it doesn’t take much to figure out what direction he has in mind. His sexual appetite will guide his powers, and his powers will guide the future of every man and woman on this planet. Truly, he is mightier than anyone ever born… a man stronger than Alexander, with more control than any Emperor, Fuhrer, President or Khan could ever have dreamed. The entire world will bend to this man’s will.

This is not the story of that man.


Mike Duval was waking from a long, deep sleep. He opened his eyes, jolted upright, and promptly smashed his forehead on the shelf overhanging the bed. After a solid two minutes of gasping and curses, he stumbled towards the bathroom, still clutching at his head. The pain was immense, so he reached for a bottle of painkillers and cranked the shower to “numbingly hot.” He stood there naked and somewhat embarrassed, letting the scalding water run over his face as he waited for the pills to kick in.

The rest of the morning was uneventful; a note from Mom directing him towards some cereal (Jesus, really? I’m 21), a note from Sis that she’d taken the car (thanks for asking), a note from the bank that he should really be paying his college tuition from this account, not that account, because of this, and also that (too early, too in-pain; think about it later).

As he stumbled out the door, belly full of cereal and head still throbbing, he stopped to consider his options. He was supposed to be off to class, but he was getting a bit worried about the pain. Surely a little bump shouldn’t be hurting him this much, especially after taking medicine? After a mental check to make sure that skipping this lecture wouldn’t be too bad, he hopped on the bus headed towards the walk-in clinic.

One long, excruciatingly boring stay in the waiting room later, he sat and suffered through even more pain as an apathetic, grizzled-looking doctor poked and prodded at him.

“Well, Michael, there’s not too much bruising, or swelling, or discolouration… But you say you’re still in a significant amount of pain?”

Mike gritted his teeth. “Yessir.”

A bit more poking, a bit more wincing. “Are you sure this shelf was made of wood?”

“Pretty sure… I’ve had it for, like, ten years.”

The doctor frowned. “Well, you probably just wanged it really hard… I don’t think there’s any cause for concern yet, we—”

Before he could finish, Mike keeled over like a puppet with no strings. He was fully unconscious before he hit the ground, sliding out of his chair and onto the clinic’s ugly carpeting with a thud.

“…Okay, that might be cause for concern.”


Somewhere on the other side of the world, the powerful young man sat in his ivory tower… Well, in point of fact it was a tasteful penthouse suite, but over the years he’d manipulated several people into thinking it was a literal ivory tower. He was lost in thought, gazing out at the city skyline while two young women kneeled at his feet. They were naked save for the thin red collars around their necks, and both had a sticky white shimmer on their plump lips and round, full breasts. Gazing lovingly at their master, they took turns licking at the cock that jutted out from his black dress pants.

Gently pushing the girls away, the man rose to his feet and spoke in a loud, confident voice: “It’s time.” He placed his hands on his temples, closed his eyes, and changed the world.


For the second time that day Mike Duval woke with a start, narrowly avoiding another head trauma. His surprised jolt stopped just short of the large, white ring surrounding his upper body. Trying not to panic, he shimmied down the padded table he was resting on, emerging in a stark, utilitarian hospital room. Stumbling away from the MRI machine and spinning around in a daze, he came face-to-face with a very concerned doctor.

“Oh my God! You scared the crap out of me… Um, I mean, you need to sit down.” Mike nodded and sank back onto the platform. His face was blank as he looked the young doctor over. She was a tall, slightly lanky woman, wearing a tightly buttoned lab coat that didn’t quite fit. Her long brown hair was tied back in a ponytail which was beginning to fail on her, stray locks of hair draping over her tortoise shell glasses. She brushed these aside as she worked, fussing over the bewildered, barely conscious Mike. After taking his pulse and checking each eye with a tiny white light, she seemed to calm down a little.

“You had us worried for a minute there, Mr. Duval,” she said, sitting down beside him. If young Michael was in possession of his full faculties, he might have noticed that she was being awfully familiar, moving in close and placing a hand on his knee while she continued to talk. “Passing out like that is never a good thing, but given your quick recovery I think this is just a slightly unusual concussion. We’ll keep you here for at least a few more hours, run a few tests, make sure…”

She continued on, but Mike wasn’t listening. He was far too busy trying to figure out why the woman’s long, pale legs were totally bare. Her lab coat ended mid-thigh, leaving the rest of her legs exposed all the way down to her high-heeled sandals. Poor Mike, in his half-awake state, was unable to control the bulge that began to grow in his pants. To his horror, the doctor followed his gaze and noticed his distress.

“Oh!” She looked shocked, yes, but oddly concerned as well. “In your state, I didn’t think… Oh dear, how long has it been since you last ejaculated?”

Mike was nowhere near prepared for that question. “…Uh, bwah…” He shook his head, trying to clear away the fog. “What?”

“Did you blow your morning load already?” Without waiting for an answer, she began to unbutton her coat. “I’ll take care of it right away. I’m sorry I was even wearing this, it’s just that it gets cold in here, and I didn’t think you were conscious, so—”

“My morning what? What are you… I don’t…”

Ignoring his confused stammering, the doctor removed her lab coat and placed it neatly on the end of the table. Underneath she was completely naked, and quite the looker: a perky set of breasts sat atop a lithe frame, and she carried herself with the awkward sort of charm that few men can resist. Mike’s bulge visibly twitched, and she wasted no time reaching over and unbuckling his belt.

“Just relax… This’ll make you feel better, okay?” Expertly unzipping his fly and pulling out his cock, she slipped half of the length into her mouth before Mike’s jaw had time to drop. She got straight to work, bobbing her head gently a few times before taking him into her throat.

Mike sat straight upright, too shocked to even moan as he experienced deepthroat for the first time—At the hands of an anonymous doctor, no less. He watched dumbstruck as she swallowed him down again and again, her hair getting even more untidy as she gripped his thighs for leverage. Finally he managed to unfreeze, taking his eyes off the incredible sight only to get stuck again watching her bare rear end bounce rhythmically as she leaned over into his lap.

For a few minutes the room was silent except for the hum of machinery and the slurping suction of the woman’s mouth on his cock. His courage began to build over time, so he ran a hand through her hair and matched her movements with some small but firm thrusts into her tight throat. If she minded this treatment she didn’t say anything, continuing to suck with even more enthusiasm as Mike felt his balls churn and his shaft pulse. He knew he couldn’t last much longer.

“I’m gonna… Oh God, I’m… Ungh..!” She didn’t pull away or even slow down as he unloaded in her throat, continuing to bob her head until he grabbed it and pushed it down forcefully. After he shot his final few wads straight up into her throat, he released her, took a deep breath, and spoke again: “Oh, fuck, um… What the fuck..?”

Slowly, she pulled off his dripping member, sliding up inch by inch before finally releasing the swollen head with an audible pop. Sitting upright and wiping some thick white drool from her lips, she let out a happy sigh. “There, that should be much better. Too much tension can make any injury or ailment more serious… I wouldn’t be surprised if that’s what happened here.”

Mike opened his mouth to reply and then closed it again, looking on in awe as some of his cum dripped off of her chin and down onto her naked breasts. Just when he thought he was over the shock, he realized that his load wasn’t the first. Her skin was shiny and pale with caked-on jizz, from her chest all the way down to her midriff, and even between her thighs. Some of the globs were still fresh and wet, while others were barely residue, but there was no doubt: this doctor was covered in semen.

“Are you feeling alright…? You look a little pale,” she said, placing the back of her hand on his forehead. “I was going to take you to your room, but if you don’t think you’re steady yet…”

“Uh, no, I think I can walk okay,” Mike said, shaking his head. He didn’t know what was going on yet, but he was feeling more alert by the second and he knew this wasn’t a dream. Maybe this woman was a huge slut, or crazy..? Some sort of nymphomaniac? His brow furrowed with confusion as she took him by the arm and led him out into the hall, not even bothering to put her lab coat back on.

By the time they were halfway to Mike’s room, he was sure: this woman wasn’t crazy, the whole damn hospital was. Nobody batted an eye at the cum-stained beauty walking alongside him, and he noticed a few other girls with sticky hair and wet patches on their clothing.

Clothing… Oh God, the clothing. His eyes grew wide as he saw the outfits on display: nearly every woman he passed had some overtly sexual getup to gawk at, from necklines that plunged below the nipple to skirts an inch long. He nearly fainted again as they ran into a pair of teenage blondes, chatting it up with a handsome male doctor while wearing nothing but tiny pink thongs.  Like most of the males in the hall, the man was dressed fairly normally, with one exception: his pants seemed to lack a fly, letting his thick member hang out.

As Mike and his doctor passed the little group, the man turned one of the teenagers around and pressed her against the wall, slipping her thong to the side as he stroked himself to hardness. Although Mike craned his neck to see more, his doctor pulled him onwards and around a corner. As they continued their journey, Mike heard a high-pitched cry of pleasure and a deep growl coming from behind them.

A few steps later, they were at his room. It was a shared space, half of it currently hidden behind a blue curtain. As the doctor showed Mike to his own bed, he heard some shuffling and grunting from the opposite corner. Just as he was about to ask if everything was okay, his naked brunette companion spoke.

“Okay, just settle in here for a while, okay? I’ve got a few more patients to see to, but if you need anything just press one of the buttons here.” She showed him a remote with three small squares on it: one was red and contained an exclamation mark, another was yellow with a question mark, and the final button was pink and had a little picture of a set of lips. “Don’t worry, there’s plenty of nurses on the floor if you need any medical help or a quick blowjob. If you want something more exotic, I think the pleasure station’s fully-staffed today. They’ll page me if there’s an emergency, but beyond that I’ll see you when it’s time to check out, okay?”

With that she ticked a box on his chart and flew out of the room, leaving the bewildered Mike sitting alone on his bed. Not five seconds later the curtain flew open, and a deep voice bellowed at him.

“Hello there! Guess I have a roommate, huh?” The owner of the voice was a moustachioed man with the kindly sort of face that reminded Mike of his favorite uncle. He was propped up in bed on a mountain of pillows, and the floral-patterned blanket covering him was bulging and moving between his legs. “My name’s Dutch, and this is my lovely wife.” Throwing back the blanket, he revealed a woman sucking him off with incredible enthusiasm, her flowing reddish hair falling all over his lap, her bare ass sticking up in Mike’s direction. She was wearing nothing but a lacy, see-through, baby-blue camisole. She stopped blowing her husband long enough for a quick “hello” and a wave, and then got straight back to work. He covered her back up with the blanket, then continued chatting as if she wasn’t even there.

“So, friend, you look pretty healthy,” he said with a chuckle. “What brings you to the most boring place on Earth today, hmm?”

“I, uh…” Mike stared at the bobbing blanket for a moment, before regaining his focus. “I hit my head.”

“Oh dear, that’s not fun. No serious damage, I hope?”

“That’s what they’re saying… but I’m beginning to doubt it.”

The man chuckled again, and then shook his head. “Chin up lad, you’ll be back on your feet in no time flat. Ah, excuse me a moment…” With that he threw back the sheet again, motioning for his wife to stop sucking. She let his member free and sat up a little, allowing ‘Dutch to grab her breasts and wrap her cleavage around his cock. After a few pumps between her soft, supple tits he blew his load, smiling down at his wife as he came all over her neck and face.

“Ah… Thank you dear,” he said, reaching down and squeezing out the last few drops onto one of her nipples.

“Of course, hon,” she replied, nuzzling her cheek affectionately against his spent cock before climbing out of bed. “I wouldn’t dare leave you to these nurses… They’re so clumsy, and always in a rush, and—”

“Now now, honey, be nice. They’re very busy with healing the sick and such, and they seem to be doing a pretty good job of that!” He put on a tough face, flexed like a cartoon strong man, and they both laughed. Mike may have chuckled along with them, were he not too busy eyeing up the wife. Although she was a few years older than him, she clearly took care of herself. Every curve was visible in her slinky excuse for an outfit, and they were in all the right places. In a way, she reminded him of his mother: the young-for-her-age face, the well-proportioned body, the worried attitude with good intentions behind it…

Oh crap, his mother… His sister, his friends… Did anyone know where he was? He glanced around for his cell phone, and was relieved to find it in a little plastic baggy beside the bed, along with his wallet and keys.

“Excuse me,” he said to the happy couple. “I just have to make a quick call.” Dialling in his home number, he waited through a few rings. Across the room, Dutch and his wife were making out like teenagers, taking breaks every so often to bite at each other’s necks. Just as Mike was watching the man slip his hand into her flimsy top, stroking and squeezing one of her round tits, someone picked up the phone.

“Duval residence,” a male voice replied apathetically. “Sup?”

Mike furrowed his brow; he was expecting his sister or mother to pick up. “Uh, may I ask who’s speaking?”

“Steve.” He paused a moment. “Hey, Mike, s’that you?”

“Hey man,” he replied, sighing with relief. Although Steve was a bit of a loser, he was still a friend… And right now, with his morning getting stranger by the second, Mike appreciated the familiar voice. “Is my mom around?”

“Yeah, I just fucked her ass on your front lawn… Why?”

“Fuck you,” Mike replied with a snort. “You could have just said ‘no.’ Why are you even at my house?”

“I told you, man, I was using your mother. Do’ya want me to go get her, or…?”

Mike rolled his eyes. He was in no mood for Steve’s bullshit. “Suck my diiick,” he said loudly, then quieted down when he remembered that he wasn’t alone. “If my mom’s actually there, put her on the phone… I hope she didn’t hear all that shit.”

As Mike waited to get his mother on the line, he felt someone’s hand running up his leg. He looked down to see Dutch’s wife kneeling on the floor beside his bed, licking her lips seductively while she unzipped his fly.

“Woah, what the fuck?” Mike bolted upright, but didn’t pull away.

She raised an eyebrow. “You want your dick sucked, right? Or did you change your mind?”

Our hero took a deep breath and closed his eyes as the woman fished out his cock and began licking at the tip. Okay, he thought to himself, this is really fucking happening. Not just a crazy doctor, not just some weird dress code… I can use this woman… Maybe any woman… However I want. Holy. Fuck.

Mike didn’t have any more time to freak out. Just as the wife began taking him between her warm lips, his mother picked up the phone.

“Hey, Mike, where are you? I thought you only had morning classes today?”

“I, well, I didn’t go to class… ah…” Mike steadied himself, trying desperately to talk normally while receiving his second blowjob of the day. “I… hit my head, so I went to the clinic, uh, and…”

“Oh my God, are you okay?” If his mother found something strange about his speech, she didn’t say anything; Mike figured she was too worried to notice. “Where are you? Do you need a ride, or… mmph…” She trailed off into muffled mumbling for a few moments, then gasped. “Sorry, Steve really wants to fuck my face. Just tell me where you are, oka— mmp!”

For a split second, Mike was furious. How could she be sucking his friend’s cock when he had some serious medical shit going on? Then he looked between his legs, saw the woman working her way further and further down his own rod, and felt a little hypocritical.

“Uh, yeah, I’m at the hospital. Don’t worry, though, I’m just fine… I’ll take the bus home in a bit, okay?”

The only reply was a muffled grunt, then the sound of the phone changing hands. “Sorry, she’s wearing that lipstick I really like. Just had to mess it up,” Steve said with a snicker. “You okay and everything?”

“Yeah, sure,” Mike grunted, still having trouble coming to terms with what was going on. Without even noticing, he had put his hand on the back of the woman’s head, forcing his cock deeper with each stroke. “Don’t worry about me, asshole.”

“Woah, what’s with the hostility? You should get over here and join me… A few loads between your mom’s tits and you’ll feel way better. Always helps, right?”

Shaking his head with disbelief, Mike hung up the phone and tossed it on his bed. That’s when he noticed what he was doing to the poor woman; he was balls-deep in her throat now, a thin trail of spit trickling from her lips as she struggled to take his full length. In his aggressive state of mind, Mike didn’t let up for a moment, grabbing her head with both hands and beginning to actively thrust into her.

“Holy mackerel!” Dutch piped up from the other corner. “You’re really giving it to her, huh?” He sounded more amused than shocked. “I’m usually pretty gentle, so she might have some trouble with that. Just keep pushing, though, and she’ll get used to it. My girl’s a tough one, right honey?”

She tried to reply, but managed little more than a grunt with Michael’s cock pistoning in and out of her throat. Jesus Christ, am I really doing this? He could hardly believe his own audacity, but rather than pulling back he decided to double down. Standing up off the bed with his shaft still completely inside her, he pushed the woman up against the wall and began to thrust downward into her throat. Every ten strokes or so he would pull out, allowing her a split-second to breathe as he rubbed some drool and precum onto her lips, before plunging in again. He thrust as fast as he could manage, watching in awe as her throat twitched, her arms flailed, and her husband lay there without a word of protest.

“I’m… Gonna… Cum… Down… Your… Fucking… Throat,” he grunted, pulling his dripping cock out. He stood there stroking it furiously as he waited for her reply.

She sputtered and coughed for a moment, then looked him in the eye. “Of …of course, sweetie. Please, go ahea—mmgh!”

Mike grabbed her and shoved inside once more, burying his length as far as it would go. Her throat squirmed and pulsed around him as he thrust once, twice, and then let loose deep into her gullet. She swallowed again and again, choking down a thick stream of the young man’s cum. He watched her face the entire time, a primal growl escaping his lips. This… This is insane. It’s really happening… I can do anything. I’m gonna do… Everything. Everything I’ve ever wanted… I’m like a fucking God…

And for a few moments, while he pumped a bucketload of cum down the throat of some stranger while her husband looked on, he was.


Meanwhile, the actual God was channel surfing in front of a truly monstrous flat screen TV. This time there were no slaves at his knees; his favorite harem girls were preparing dinner, besides which he was just about spent from a day of inspecting and making adjustments to his new world. Of course, he could have restored his own stamina and started up yet another orgy, but right then his considerable intellect was occupied mulling over a new project.

Flicking through the news channels, he finally settled on an image of a European head of state, holding a press conference while reaming out a gorgeous young supermodel. He prattled on about national security and immigration reform, punctuating every sentence with a firm slap on the woman’s ass. The leader’s words couldn’t be less interesting to the reality bender, but his actions… His position… This wasn’t just sex, this was power. An entire nation hung on his every word, and that sounded fun.


Back in the land of mediocrity, poor Mike Duval was arguing with a bus driver. He’d felt somewhat awkward after Dutch’s wife had collapsed on the hospital tiles in a gasping, shuddering, drooling heap, so he’d called for his doctor to come discharge him as soon as possible. In his haste to leave, however, he’d totally forgotten about the issue of transportation. His house was halfway across town, and he didn’t have a penny of bus fare.

“Kid, I’m sorry, but I can’t let you on,” the driver said, his voice kind but firm.

“I… but… I just got out of the hospital! I don’t… I didn’t…”

The man sighed. “Look, I hear you, but I can’t take you anywhere unless you pay the—”

“Jeez, I’ll pay for this nerd if it gets us moving,” said a voice from just behind Michael. He turned to see a girl about his age, pouting her ruby-red lips in an expression of mock annoyance. She was wearing a thigh-length black turtleneck top, with an oval cut out of the front to allow her breasts to spill free. She winked at him, swept past, and plunked a few coins in the machine.

“Works for me,” the driver mumbled, copping a feel of the girl’s round butt as she passed by. He smiled for a moment, and then looked down at Mike, who was still standing on the curb. “C’mon, kid, you’re all good. Let’s go.”

With a nod and a nervous grin, Mike climbed onto the bus and hurried to take a seat beside the beautiful girl before anyone else could. He needn’t have worried, though; apart from them the bus was almost empty, save for a well-dressed man rubbing one out onto a preppy-looking schoolgirl’s face near the back.

As he plopped down beside the girl who paid his fair, she gave him a smirk. “Finally. You’d think you’d be in a rush to sit down first?”

Just as he was about to ask what that meant, she reached for his belt. Mike stifled a cry of joy as, for the third time that day, a beautiful woman deftly unzipped his fly. Unlike the other two, though, she didn’t dive in to suck him off. Before he knew it she was straddling him, hiking her long sweater up and pressing his shaft against her pussy. Between that and her exposed nipples brushing against his chest, Mike was fully hard within seconds.

The moment she sank down on him, surrounding his cock with her warm, tight insides, he let out a rumbling groan of pleasure. “What, first fuck of the day or something?” She raised an eyebrow. “I mean, I know I’m amazing, but c’mon.” Not waiting for a reply, she wrapped her arms around his shoulders and began to bounce on his lap, working his dick with rapid, undulating movements. “Mmm, you’re not too bad yourself,” she admitted, biting her lip. “Bit of a wet fish, but your cock… Bigger than I’m used to.”

Despite the heavenly situation and the flattery, Mike didn’t take the insult lying down. “Wet fish? Gee, I guess I’m done being nice,” he growled, grabbing her hips and bucking forcefully into her. As she gasped and tightened around him, he continued: “Maybe I should teach you a lesson, huh? Really pound you out here, then on the dirty floor, then mount you like a dog on my front lawn…” He paused for a moment, reminded of what Steve and his mother were currently doing back home, and then shook away the thought. New world, new rules… Today is all about fun. “…Hell, maybe I should tie you to my bedpost, in case I need a cumdump tonight. How does that sound?”

She looked him in the eye, shuddering with pleasure as he continued to use her body like a fleshlight. “…Well, okay. I’ll be your slave, but I have to call my boyfriend if you want me overnight. We’re supposed to go on a date, so…”

Holy shit. She’s serious, isn’t she? Mike began thrusting even faster, then on a whim leaned forward and locked lips with the girl. She froze with surprise for a split second before leaning into the kiss, her tongue dancing with his. After a few moments he pulled away, doing his best to look her in the eye despite all the bouncing.

“In a moment, I’m going to let you go. You’ll get off me, drop to your knees, and take my load on those tits you’re so keen on showing off. Since I’ve got better things to do than use you all night, you can go see your boyfriend… But no cleaning up first, understand? Leave my cum on, or else I’ll find you and punish you. Understand?”

She nodded slowly, seeing the fire in Mike’s eyes. “Uh… Sure, no problem. Do you want my address, or—ah!” Mike pushed her off his lap just as the bus hit a red light, sending her stumbling backwards. As soon as she regained her footing she got down on her knees, spreading her legs and holding her rack up with both hands. “Come on, then… Please hurry up and bust a big ol’ nut all over me, ‘cause I’m about to topple over again,” she said, flashing Mike a smile as he rubbed his member in front of her face. “Really get ‘em covered… It’ll give me and my man something to talk about over dinner.”

That was more than enough to send Michael over the edge. Reaching down to pull her breasts closer, he began to pump out thick ropes of cum, the first of which shot clear over her cleavage and landed across her face. Still grinning, she wiped it off and deposited the gooey blob between her tits, where it joined the rest of the mess Mike was making.

As the last of his seed spurted out onto her chest, she grabbed the edge of the seat and pulled herself back up. “Huh… Not bad.”

Understatement of the century, Mike thought as he looked her over, but out loud he merely grunted.

“Oh wow, this is my stop already,” she said, glancing out the window. “Gimme your phone.” Just as Mike was about to tell her that he wasn’t serious about the whole ‘coming back to punish her’ thing, he shrugged and handed over his cell anyway. She punched in a few digits, tossed it back to him, and headed for the doors. “Take care, big boy.”

As she disappeared outside, Mike leaned back, looked up at the ceiling, and laughed. There he was, sitting on the bus with his dick hanging out, more alive than he’d felt in years. I could get used to this. Whistling a tune, he dropped his pants to the floor and kicked them under a nearby seat. Won’t be needing those… Seems like boxers are more than enough now.

A short ride later, the bus was pulling up at the end of Mike’s block. Giving a friendly wave to the driver, he hopped off and began strolling down the sidewalk. With every house he passed, his excitement grew: I think that teenage girl with the perky tits lives there… Oh, that’s Mrs. Martinez’s house, guess I’ll finally be able to slap that big ass…Oooh, yeah, I always see the woman from that house watering her lawn in a sun dress; I wonder if she does it naked now?

As Mike walked down the road a woman was approaching from the opposite direction, but he was so lost in thought that he didn’t register her presence at all. The next thing he knew he was face to face with a massive set of breasts, each one nearly the size of his head, which were straining to escape an undersized bikini top.

“Oh! Afternoon, Michael!” He looked up to see a familiar face: the pair of tits belonged to Susan, a neighbour and friend of his mother’s. She was a large woman, a few inches taller than Mike with the curves to match, and she was certainly showing them off that day; the skimpy top was all she’d worn out of the house. She beamed down at him from behind her picture-perfect blonde bob cut, paying no mind to the fact that Mike’s head was inches away from her cleavage.

“Hey there Susan,” he replied, reaching around and grabbing a handful of her bare ass. “Looking good today. Out for a jog?”

“Same old, same old,” she said with a giggle, leaning in to give Mike better access. From up close, he couldn’t help but notice the whitish streak running down the inside of her leg. “My husband got out of work, and we went for brunch. Gotta work off those pancakes!”

“Looks like you did some ‘working’ already.” Mike moved his hand between her thighs, eliciting a gasp as he ran his index finger along her slit. It came back sticky and wet, coated with her juices and those of her partner. Hmm. Not sure if I’m comfortable with sloppy seconds… Not yet, anyway. Without a word he put a hand on Susan’s shoulder, pushing her downwards.

She took the hint immediately, sinking to her knees and leaning back. “Oh, you need a little relief? What can I do—mmm…” Her words turned into a gentle moan as Michael stuck his finger in her mouth, letting her lick it clean. As she sucked down the juices, he pulled his rapidly hardening cock from his boxers, letting it flop out between her breasts.

“Hold them together for me, would’ja?” he said. She mumbled something unintelligible before squeezing her rack with both hands, wrapping it around Mike’s shaft. He groaned with pleasure and started to thrust, placing his hands on her shoulders as he slid his cock between her soft mounds. “That’s it… Fuuuck…”

As his initially desperate motions settled into a rhythm, Mike took a moment to reflect on his circumstances. He was standing in the middle of the sidewalk, a few doors down from his house, getting his dick worked over in broad daylight by a neighbourhood housewife... And I don’t feel a drop of shame. Huh… Guess it doesn’t take long to acclimatize to heaven.

Glancing about, he noticed a young couple walking by across the street, both as naked as the day they were born. They were chatting away, occasionally stopping to grope one another or sneak in a passionate kiss. Catching the woman’s eye, Mike beckoned them over, grinning as they approached without question.

“Hey there. Mind if I borrow your girlfriend for a minute?” He reached out to tweak one of her tiny pink nipples, still thrusting rapidly between Susan’s tits. “I’m having fun with this one, but I wouldn’t mind finishing in your girl’s mouth.”

The man shrugged. “She’s my sister, actually—”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Mike interrupted, stifling a laugh. “May I borrow your sister for a minute, so I can shove my dick down her throat and jizz there? Or maybe bust all over her face?” The girl was already dropping to her knees beside Susan, but Mike kept his gaze fixed on her brother. “That okay with you?”

He shrugged again, looking a little confused. “Of course, man. Take your time.”

“Won’t be long,” Mike grunted, pulling his cock out from between Susan’s melons and rubbing it against the younger woman’s lips. “What do you think, Sue? Make her swallow or give her a facial?”

“Oh, me? Hmm…” Letting go of her breasts, she pondered for a moment. “She’s a little too clean for this late in the day. I think a nice coat of cum would really bring out her features, don’t you?”

“Good choice,” he replied, jacking off with his tip still rubbing against her face. A moment later he was cumming, coating the girl’s face as his little audience looked on. Although his volume was a little lower than it had been that morning, he still managed enough to make a huge mess. As he squeezed out the last few creamy blobs on her cheek, he noticed that one of her eyes was stuck shut. “Huh… Sorry about that,” he said, leaning back to admire his handiwork.

Just as he was about to tell the girl she could clean herself up, Susan leaned over and planted a kiss right on her cum-stained lips. She followed up with two more and then started using her tongue, scooping in and sucking down his sperm as fast as she could manage. The young woman offered no objection, a faint smile on her face as Susan licked her up and down.

As much as Mike was enjoying the show, he decided it was time to be on his way. Thanking both of the kneeling women, he went to shake the brother’s hand, but found it a little busy; he was stroking his exposed member like it was going out of style. As Mike tucked his own cock away and headed for home, the man stepped between his sister and Susan, putting their mouths to work on either side of his shaft.

Leaving the moaning threesome behind, Mike finally reached his own yard. Walking down the path, he shook his head with disbelief. It seemed like a lifetime ago that he was last here, stumbling towards the bus stop with his brain on fire. Back then, the world had been normal… Back then, he would have been furious to know that, somewhere in the house, his own dear mother was very likely getting used and abused by Steve. But now? What the hell am I supposed to think now? Should I just let him do it?

Walking up the porch steps, he put his hand on the doorknob and froze, uncertain. Should I… Could I… Use her as well? And my sister? He saw them in his mind’s eye: first his curvy, fit-bodied mother, showing off her cleavage as she bent over the kitchen table, then his older sister, her thick ass bouncing as she hopped around to the beat of some pop song. I can have them. It’s normal, it really is… Everyone will expect me to… How can I not?

Taking a deep breath, Mike Duval opened the door and entered his new home.


“You ladies like the new home?”

The reality bender stood on the third floor balcony, arms wrapped around his favorite girls. He was wearing a double-breasted suit, its brilliant white fabric and golden buttons shining in the early morning sunlight. The ladies were dressed to match, thin red collars replaced by white straps, each adorned with a row of diamonds. Inscribed in fine golden thread were their names: Venus stood to his left, and Cypris to his right. Their faces, bodies, and intricate blonde hair braids were all identical, leaving only the collars to differentiate the pair.

“Just when I thought we couldn’t be any more spoiled,” Venus purred, pecking her man on the cheek and running her hand slowly down his back.

Not to be outdone, Cypris reached down and fondled the bulge in his perfectly-creased pants. “All this in a day… Prime Minister… Truly amazing.”

He cracked a smile, still looking out over the lush green gardens in front of the palace. “The shortest nation-wide election in history, or so my campaign manager tells me.” He watched as a convoy of three limousines came rolling down the driveway, speeding past row after row of immaculate palm trees. “Ah, the staff is here. Cypris, will you please go see to them?”

She hesitated, her hand still tracing the outline of his thick cock. While she had a duty to obey, she also felt compelled to take care of his growing erection. “Can I see to this first, sir?”

“No, I’m sure Venus can handle that,” he chuckled. “You know just the way I like things… See to it that they learn.”

With a reluctant nod and one last squeeze, she turned away and headed for the stairs. Venus stuck out her tongue at her retreating companion’s back. Even after all the changes the reality bender had made, he left their friendly rivalry intact.

“Do be nice, Venus,” he said, stepping back from the railing as the girl fell to her knees. “She’s your own mother, after all… That deserves some respect, doesn’t it?”

The girl froze, mid-way through unbuttoning his pants. “…My sister, you mean…” Her brow furrowed. “…I thought…”

The Prime Minister clicked his tongue and placed a hand on her head. “Dear me, I thought we were going with ‘mother and daughter’ this week… My mistake.” As he ran his fingers through her hair, Venus’ face cleared, her warm smile returning.

“Forgive me, sir,” she said, pulling out his member and giving it a few long strokes. “A daughter can get jealous sometimes.”

He smiled as she took him into her mouth, her tight grip on his thighs wrinkling the perfect lines of his suit. In truth, he’d forgotten the girls’ real relation. All he knew was that they both lived in the first house he’d ever ‘broken into,’ and that his fledgling, poorly-controlled powers had transformed them into mirror images of his fantasy woman. Their pasts and personalities changed at his whim, with only their bodies and a few key traits remaining constant.

“Don’t worry,” he mumbled softly as his cock slipped into her throat with little resistance. “You’re just as talented as your mother… I promise.”


Mike’s house was quiet, although all the lights were on, and a muddy pair of sneakers was sitting in the front hall; he recognized them as Steve’s. Everything looked more or less normal as he wandered through his home looking for the two. If Mike had bothered to look closely at the framed photographs sitting on the cupboard, he might have been a little surprised… As it was, though, his eyes flicked past without noticing.

As he wandered from room to room, he began to feel a bit silly. I haven’t walked through the kitchen in my underwear since I was a kid… All that craziness in the hospital or out in public is one thing, but it’s starting to feel… Well, close to home. Just as he was about to head up to his room in search of pants, he ran into Steve coming the other way, jogging down the stairs buck naked.

“Hey, man!” He greeted Mike with a wave and then squeezed past him, headed for the kitchen. “Just going for a snack. Am I gonna have to share?”

“Uh… Hey,” Mike replied, leaning back to avoid touching his nude friend’s body. “No, I’m not hungry.”

“I meant your Mom, dipshit,” Steve shot back over his shoulder.

“…Oh.” Mike gritted his teeth. Fuck that. “Yeah, about that… Would you mind giving us a minute? I’ve gotta talk some things over with her.”

“Sure, whatever,” came the reply from the kitchen. “I’m gonna cook up some ramen anyway. Go for it.”

Mike hustled up the stairs, his heart thumping. I thought I was ready… Fuck, I need to get out of here. Get Mom out of here.

Bursting into the master bedroom, his jaw hit the floor. His mother was there all right, her athletic form sprawled over the foot of the bed. She was dressed in nothing but a black collar, complete with leash, and she appeared to be asleep. Moving closer, he saw that her mouth was wide open, allowing a trickle of white fluid to spill out onto the mattress. Her face, breasts, and long brown hair were all a mess as well, splattered with more than a few thick loads.

Finding a spot on her shoulder that wasn’t glazed with Steve’s cum, Mike gently shook his mother awake. “Mom… It’s Michael. We’ve gotta go.”

Her eyes fluttered for a moment before she looked up at him and smiled. “Oh, there you are! How are you feeling, hon?”

“I’m fine, don’t worry about me. We’ve gotta get out of here, okay? I need to go… Uh, somewhere, and you’re coming with me.”

She furrowed her brow. “But… What do you need? I don’t think Steve’s done with me… Can’t we stay here for a while? I’m sure you need to rest—”

“No, no! Um…” Mike paused, trying to think up a reason to leave. I can’t just tell her I don’t want to see her getting used by Steve… They think it’s all normal, so I’ll look crazy. “…I… I want to take you somewhere more public, okay? Little road trip, that’s all. Steve says it’s fine, he’s on his way out.”

“Mmm… Well, okay then,” she relented, sitting up and stretching. Mike watched her closely, staring hypnotized at a rope of jizz dangling between her firm, round breasts. She followed his gaze, wiped the cum off with her finger, and sucked it down with a sly grin. Just as Mike thought he couldn’t get any more uncomfortable, she picked up her leash and offered it to him. “Shall we?”

“I… Uh…” He shook his head, hesitated, and then switched to a nod. Come on, man, you can do this. Gotta get out of here. Taking the leash, he helped his mother to her feet and they flew out the door.

“Hey! Michael, slow down!” She kept up as best she could, but still found herself being dragged along as Mike half-ran down the stairs and through the hall.

“C’mon, quick. We’ll take your car.” Grabbing the keys on his way past the front cabinet, Mike didn’t waste a moment getting his mother out the door. He thought he heard Steve yell something as he slammed it behind them, but he paid his friend no mind. Can’t deal with you right now, man. Find another woman to play with. A few more steps and they were in the car, out the driveway, and speeding through the suburbs.

Both mother and son were silent for the first few minutes of the drive; Mike staring straight ahead as he drove, and his mom occasionally glancing at him and fussing with her collar.

After a while, she finally spoke. “Michael, do you want me to…” She trailed off, pointing down at his crotch. “…You seem a little stressed… Road head helps everything, right?”

“I. Um.” It’s too soon. Not ready for this. Shouldn’t… Fuck, it’s getting hard. He continued staring straight ahead as his rapidly stiffening cock pushed up against the fly of his boxers, then poked through. “Um.”

She stared hungrily at his exposed tip. “I know you want it…” Bending down towards his lap, she hovered an inch away. “Just a lick, maybe?” Her tongue darted out, barely grazing the side of his shaft.

Fuck it. Not bothering to reply, Mike took one hand off the wheel and pushed his mother’s head down, forcing his entire cock into her mouth with one smooth stroke. Taken off guard she began to choke, but he held her in place while she sputtered and drooled. You want it? Fine. Too busy driving to thrust or exert any real control, Mike simply continued to push her down, letting the gulps and twitches of her tight throat get him off.

Glancing down at his cock-sleeve, he noticed her eyes were rolling back and her face was getting a little red. With an exaggerated sigh he pulled her off, shaking his head as she spat a stream of gooey fluid onto his lap and struggled to breathe. “C’mon, I know you can do better than that,” he growled, reaching over to fondle one of her breasts.

She coughed a few more times, then nodded. “Ah… Yes, dear… Let me try—mmph!” He shoved her back down without warning, grabbing her by the collar and forcing himself even further into her throat.

“Damn right.” This time she was more prepared, even managing to work her tongue back and forth a little while she held him inside. A few moments later, though, he pulled her off again. “That’s enough for now. We’re here.”

Wiping some drool from her chin, Mike’s mother sat up straight and looked out the window: just a nondescript parking lot. “Huh… Where is ‘here’ exactly?”

He shrugged, and then hopped out of the car. “Just want some coffee for now. C’mon.” She followed suit, carrying her own leash in one hand as she followed him towards the café. It was a run-of-the-mill chain place, and it looked pretty busy with the after-work crowd.

Suddenly, a deep voice from behind startled the pair. “Well hello there, beautiful.” Turning around, Mike and his mother saw a tall, well-dressed young man, advancing quickly towards the naked woman. “Damn, not bad… Get down on your hand and knees, slut. I need some ass.”

Just as Michael was about to freak out at the guy, he caught himself. He’s allowed to have whatever he wants from her… If I take a swing at him, that’s on me. Biting his tongue, he watched as his mother knelt down on the sidewalk, sticking her rear up towards the stranger.

He wasted no time pulling out his sizeable cock, spitting on it and stroking a few times while lining up with her asshole. “Spread your legs a little more… There ya go…”

As he placed his tip up against her entrance and began to push inside, Mike’s mom cried out and then turned to her son. “I… Aaah… Don’t let me keep you. Go get your coffee… I’m tight, so I’m sure he’ll be done by… Ooh… By the time you’re…” She trailed off, gasping as the man slid his full length into her.

Michael was frozen, totally unable to respond. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing… That his own mother’s ass was getting fucked right there in the street, that he couldn’t do anything about it, and that some deep, dark, and growing part of him just wanted the next turn. Is that wrong? Or is it just… The new normal? Isn’t anything still off-limits?


“The harem area is off-limits, of course.” The Prime Minister stood in front of his new staff, wrapping up his short pep talk. “Only females and myself in there… and even then, only the cleaning and maintenance staff whom I personally approve. Any unauthorized personnel will be…” He paused. “…Well, I’ll think of something when the need arises. You won’t like it.”

After dismissing the group with a wave, he strode through a few gilded hallways, eventually emerging in the spa room. A crystal-blue pool stretched out before him, the far edge hidden behind wisps of steam. Two of his girls were swimming laps, with several more lounging around the edge. With a weary sigh, the reality bender wandered over to one of the plush chairs and settled in. Taking possession of a country was a hard day’s work, even for the most powerful man alive.

He was about to signal for one of the girls to come help him relax, but he hesitated. He’d been playing around with these particular women for days, trying them out in anticipation of building his new governmental harem. He felt a little tired of the selection at hand, and he wasn’t the sort of man to tolerate boredom.

Closing his eyes, he decided to push his powers to the limit. Changing a person’s mind was one thing; modifying the nature of the world was another. At the top of his range, however, was “wishing.” Occasionally he would gather up his desires, wrap them into a bundle, and then force it upon the universe. Whatever changes resulted always served to make his day more interesting, even (or perhaps especially) if it wasn’t exactly what he’d wanted. Without a specific change in mind, the results were unpredictable… And in a world that bowed to his every command, unpredictability was a special treat.

Smiling to himself, he spoke aloud: “Bring me someone unique… Someone who doesn’t quite fit this new world of mine.”

If he expected anything from this wish, it was a fiery, rebellious woman… Someone with a will strong enough that they had resisted his new world order, someone who would actually present a bit of a challenge… A woman like that would have been an interesting change of pace.

What he got was a strange diorama: Three people appeared in a flash of light. Two were rutting like animals, a man in a suit straddling a slightly older woman, pulling on her leash as he thrust into her ass. The third stood off to the side, watching the pair with a deeply conflicted expression on his face. A few moments after their arrival, all three cried out and looked about, totally dumbfounded by their teleportation.

“I… What… What the fuck?” Mike spun around like a top, nearly falling to the ground. Gold… marble… water… beautiful girls… And one laughing, smiling man, sitting cross-legged in an ornate chair. “What the fuck? Where… Wha…. Who are you?”

“I could ask the same question, young man,” he chuckled, rising to his feet. “My name is Elliot Jupiter. Welcome to la Repubblica di Giove… I’m sure you’ll enjoy your stay.”
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