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It was ten o’clock on a Saturday morning, and the sun shone brightly on the Vancouver suburbs. The parks and beaches were full of noise and activity as students and workers enjoyed the weather on their day off. Peter Carlyle, on the other hand, was sitting in his basement suite with the windows shut and the blinds drawn. In telling you this, I don’t mean to insult the pale young man; after all, he was taking care of some important business.

Junk… Spam… Garbage… Peter leaned heavily on his desk, scrolling through emails with one hand while the other supported his stubbled chin. A coupon that I’ll never use… Pointless notification from the university… Oh, hey! Beta invite!

While Peter was hardly the most accomplished and “hardcore” nerd among his cohorts, he did enjoy the occasional videogame. He especially liked playing them for free, and was always on the lookout for opportunities to be involved in beta testing. For those of you not in the loop, “beta testing” is a phrase used by game publishers to mean “please play our game before it comes out so that we don’t have to pay actual employees to test it.”

The invitation in Peter’s inbox was quite plain, featuring a short letter followed by a link reading “DOWNLOAD NOW.” Not one to put his computer at risk, Peter decided to read the letter first.

Thank you for signing up for Path of the Trickster’s first closed beta test. Good news, [INVALIDNAME], you have been selected! Galileo Studios is proud to invite you to explore the unique mechanics and exciting opportunities that our newest game has to offer. A world beyond your wildest dreams awaits, so click the link below and prepare to rise above all others.

“Well, uh… Sounds like a good time,” Peter mumbled to himself. “Don’t remember signing up… Must’ve invited me by accident.”

He hesitated for a moment, mouse hovering over the download link, before shrugging and clicking it. I guess I can always do a virus scan on the file, after—

A split-second after the file started downloading, the air was knocked out of Peter’s lungs. He reeled back in his chair, sputtering and gasping as it keeled over and dumped him onto the cold wooden floorboards. His vision began to turn white, as if an intense glare was spilling out of his laptop’s screen and filling the bedroom.

Peter woke up with a start, unaware of what had happened or how much time had passed. He got to his feet slowly and carefully, eyeing his laptop. The moment he took one step towards it, a new email appeared in the inbox. He paused, took a deep breath, then sat down and began reading.

Thank you for downloading Path of the Trickster, [INVALIDNAME]. To get you started on the most stimulating adventure of your life, we have prepared a few tips. First of all, as you probably know, as of this moment you have taken on the role of the Trickster. What kind of Trickster you will be is completely up to you, but no matter where the Path leads, you will have a certain edge over everyone you encounter. Compared to the Tricksters of Legend, regular folk are perfectly trusting, reliably naïve, and astoundingly gullible. From the simpleton to the genius, all may be manipulated by any Trickster worth his or her salt. Take heed, though, Novice Trickster; wild actions will not be accepted without explanation, and conniving schemes will not go smoothly in each and every circumstance. You may be the least gullible person in the world, but not all suckers were created equal, so expect some unexpected reactions to crop up! For your first foray into your new role, we recommend simply going out into the world and pushing the boundaries a little. When they push back, push HARDER… For that is the true way of the Trickster. Good luck, and have fun finding your new self!

Peter stared blankly at the screen. “I… What?”

My dear reader, this is the part where most sane individuals would close their laptop, have a glass of water, and contemplate going to the doctor for a checkup. Most sane individuals would not consider the possibility that a magic email threw them out of their chair and knocked them unconscious. Most sane individuals would be more worried about what caused them to spontaneously faint than they would be about the ravings of a mysterious email. By this point, however, Peter was not feeling particularly sane.

So… Everyone but me is stupid now? No, wait, not stupid. “Trusting, naïve, gullible…” So they’ll believe anything? He stood from his chair, grabbed his coat, and made for the door. I’ve got to test this ASAP.

Peter squinted as he emerged onto the sunny suburban sidewalk. He lived just a few blocks from a quaint little shopping village where he often got coffee, so his feet naturally steered him in that direction.

The weather had brought out plenty of Peter’s neighbours, so it wasn’t long before he passed someone he knew. As he approached the village, he saw the middle-aged man who lived next door coming the other way.

“Morning, Peter,” he bellowed, snapping the young man out of his thoughts. “Good to see spring’s finally here, huh?”

“Yeah, uh, no kidding… Shame about the snow, though.”

“The what? Snow?” The man glanced up at the clear blue sky, shielding his eyes from the glare with one hand.

“Yep, I was listening to the radio, and I heard on the weather, um, station… There’s a 100% chance of snow this afternoon.”

“Really? Well I’ll be damned!” He shook his head. “That’s nature for yah, huh? Well, it’s a damn good thing I’m already headed home. Wouldn’t want to be caught in it dressed like this. Thanks for the tip!”

With that he walked on, leaving Peter alone and dumbstruck. He believed me. Why the fuck would he believe that? He took a look at the sky himself, searching in vain for a single cloud. 100% chance of snow, according to a radio station that doesn’t exist… If I can make him believe that, what can’t I do?

Peter stood tall as he entered his favorite café, his jaw set and a fire burning in his eyes. He didn’t quite understand what was going on, but if the magic email wanted him to push boundaries, he was damn well going to push boundaries.

The place was fairly busy, with happy customers sitting and chatting around most of the tables. Many of them were young couples and groups of friends, sporting casual wear and workout clothes. Everyone was clearly enjoying the sunniest day they’d seen since early fall.

Soon reaching the front of the lineup, Peter came face-to-face with the prettiest barista he knew. Samantha (as her nametag read in curly, rounded script) was a curly-haired brunette with a rounded face. She gave Peter a little smile as he approached.

“Hey there,” she said, pushing her black-framed glasses up and tucking an errant lock of hair behind them. “The usual today, or maybe something iced?”

Peter swallowed hard. “I’ll take a latte, please, and… Would you mind taking off your top?”

She cocked her head to one side. “Pardon me?”

“I’d like you to take your top off, please. I’ve always wanted to see what you’re packing under there…” He hesitated. “It’s not rude of me to say that, is it?”

“Well, um… No, I suppose it isn’t rude, if you say so,” she replied slowly. “But I can’t take off my clothes for you.”

Peter thought for a moment, trying to get in the right mindset. “But it’s the first real day of spring! When the weather gets warm, women working retail are supposed to show off their tits. That’s a big part of your job, you can’t just refuse!”

“I guess I can’t, can I?” She looked conflicted, but after a few seconds she nodded and began to unbutton her blouse. As it dropped to the floor, revealing a perky set of breasts in a lacy black bra, Peter’s jaw dropped with it.

“Thanks for reminding me before my manager got here,” she continued, ignoring the fact that Peter’s eyes were glued to her chest. “She really likes to emphasize the importance of good customer service, so—”

“Yeah, mhm, right,” Peter said, cutting her off. “What about the bra?”

“Um? What about it?”

“It’s a top too, isn’t it? It goes on your top, so it’s a top. That means you should take it off too.”

“Shi—shoot, right!” She hastily unfastened her bra and threw it aside.

“Much better,” Peter mumbled, still failing to look Samantha in the eye. As her nipples grew stiff in the cool air of the café, he licked his lips. “I’m gonna grab a seat now. When my latte’s ready, would you bring it over to me? I know I’m supposed to come get it, but I want you to sit with me while I have coffee. That’s something you’re allowed to do on request, isn’t it?” He gave her his best smile. “I heard your manager say that the other day.”

“Of course, I think I remember her saying something like that,” Samantha replied. “I’ll be right over.”

Peter began to make his way over to an unoccupied table in the corner of the room. This generally simple task was made much more difficult by the fact that he kept looking back at Samantha’s bare chest as she puttered around behind the counter. After narrowly avoiding colliding with several customers both seated and standing, he eventually reached his seat and sat back to watch the show.

Occasionally a co-worker or customer would approach Samantha, looking slightly concerned (but not as concerned as they probably should be, Peter noted). She would say a few words to them while gesturing toward her bare chest, and then they would walk away looking satisfied with her explanation.

Shit, they’re buying my bullshit even when it comes from her? I guess this Trickster stuff even works second-hand.

Among all of these absurdly quick dismissals, one in particular caught Peter’s eye. The only other female working in the café was a chubby girl manning the espresso machine. After she spoke with Samantha for a few seconds, she whipped off her shirt as well, tossing it in the corner along with her bra. She continued working happily, her heavy, swaying breasts threatening to knock over every object in her immediate area.

Oh wow, she’s REALLY buying into it. This is gonna be easier than I thought.

Though happy and relieved at that revelation, a new problem soon emerged for Peter. As he watched Samantha and her co-worker bouncing around preparing drinks, the front of his jeans grew incredibly tight and uncomfortable. After a minute or two of this, he could bear it no longer.

“ATTENTION EVERYONE,” he shouted, jumping to his feet. “Spring has sprung and I’m feeling horny, which is only natural. Don’t be surprised if I pull out my dick and start playing with it. Keeping such a big hard-on cooped up in my pants could cause serious health problems!”

Surveying the room, Peter noticed several people nodding sagely, and one enthusiastic thumbs-up from a tiny old lady on the opposite side of the café. A few people looked a bit irritated, but their faces softened when they realized that Peter’s announcement was done and they could return to their coffee.

“…Okay, cool,” Peter muttered, unzipping his pants and letting his erection out before sitting back down. He stroked it slowly up and down, his whole body tingling with nervousness and arousal. Holy shit… I’m really doing it. I’m jacking off in public, and nobody’s gonna stop me.

“One latte, and one fine girl to enjoy it with.” Peter’s cock twitched as he realized that Samantha was sliding into the seat beside him, holding his coffee with one hand and vainly attempting to cover her breasts with the other.

“Perfect… Thanks,” he said, continuing to play with himself under the table. “Hey, don’t be so shy! I didn’t ask you to pull out your tits so you could cover them up.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she replied, moving her arm a little. “It’s just, um… My, uh… My nipples are getting pretty hard, and, um…” Her cheeks were starting to flush. “I guess I’m a little embarrassed.”

“Uh oh, we can’t have that. That wouldn’t be professional at all!” Peter shook his head somberly. “Tell you what, I’ll help you out. All you need is something to keep your hands busy, and then you won’t be tempted to cover up.”

Samantha bit her lip for a moment. “I guess that makes sense—Oh!” No sooner had the words left her mouth than Peter grabbed her arm and tugged it down towards his crotch. He guided her fingers slowly but firmly, and within seconds she was tugging on his member.

“That’s it… Fuck, yeah, that’ll be perfect. Perfect solution,” Peter moaned. “Now I’m gonna take my hand away, and you just keep going—There we go! You’re getting more professional by the second.”

Samantha kept jacking him off, but her expression was conflicted. “I appreciate you trying to help, but this doesn’t seem quite—”

“No, you’re right. A little bit faster,” Peter interrupted. “You can grip it a little harder, too, I won’t… Oooh, yeah… You’ve done this a few times before, haven’t you?”

“I don’t think that’s an appropriate question, even for a regular customer,” she said, still blushing.

“Hey, fair enough. You’re just giving me a handjob… No need to get too personal,” Peter replied with a grin. “Faster, please, yeah… Oh fuck, I’m almost there, I’m gonna cum! Get down there and swallow it,” he grunted.

“What? No! Absolutely not,” Samantha snapped. “I might need to keep my hands busy, but my mouth—”

“Look, if you don’t suck me off, uh, there’s gonna be a huge mess! You shouldn’t…” Peter threw is head back and moaned. “You’ve gotta—Oh, fuck!”

Before Samantha could come to a decision, Peter lost control and came hard. The first few ropes flew out from under the table, splattering on the café floor several feet away. When Samantha realized what was happening she angled Peter’s shaft upwards, making him coat the underside of the table with the rest of his load.

“HEY!” As Peter caught his breath and opened his eyes, young woman was shouting at him from the next table over. She was a dark-skinned Latina girl, wearing a short skirt, a bright pink tank top, and a few teaspoons of thick white jizz on her thigh.

“What did you just—Oh my God,” she stammered, wiping frantically at her cum-stained leg. “Is this… Is this your…?”

Needless to say, Peter was in no state to come up with a reasonable excuse for ejaculating on a complete stranger. Nevertheless, he stepped up to the plate.

“Um, yeah, that’s, um. Terrible service here, huh?”

Samantha huffed, and her grip tightened on Peter’s spent member. “What?”

“Ow… Yeah, I can’t believe you didn’t catch it in your mouth. That’s gotta be against policy,” Peter said, gaining confidence. “Why don’t you go clean that up?”

“Oh… Oh no,” Samantha said, her face (and her grip) softening. “I’m so sorry ma’am! I’ll go get a cloth and—”

“C’mon, you let this poor woman get dirty and now you’re going to wipe her down with some old rag?” He snorted. “If you want to make it up to her properly, get down on your hands and knees and lick her clean. That should be more than enough to make it up to her, right?”

The woman thought for a moment, then nodded. “Right, that sounds reasonable.”

Without any hesitation Samantha slid under the table, gathering a few globs of Peter’s cum in her hair as she crawled over to the Latina woman.

“Ah, that tickles,” the woman gasped as Samantha began to lick her way up her leg. “Oh, by the way… Thanks for standing up for me,” she said to Peter. “I’m glad someone’s here to hold these people to a higher standard.”

“Don’t be too harsh on poor Samantha here. She just needs to learn when it’s appropriate to shove a guy’s cock in her mouth. She won’t do it again… Right?”

“Right,” Samantha replied, with only the slightest hint of an edge in her voice, before returning to her task.

“See? She’s learned a valuable lesson today. Next time a customer so much as glances at her cleavage, she’ll be on her knees in no time.” Suppressing a laugh, Peter slid out from behind the table, only to discover that his shaft was sticky with cum. The front of his pants hadn’t been spared either, sporting several visible wet patches.

“Aw, shit. Do me next, would you Samantha?” The barista wordlessly switched from the woman to Peter, beginning to lap at his cock. “There we go.” As she cleaned him up, Peter examined the other customer. His gaze wandered from the curve of her thick thighs (now wet, but semen-free) up to the ample breasts trying to break free from her thin top.

“So, um… I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name?”

“Ashley,” the Latina girl replied. “Nice to meet you.”

“My name’s Peter, and, well…” He cleared his throat. “Wanna go on a date with me? Like right now?”

Ashley raised an eyebrow. “Oh, that’s sweet. I’m sorry, but I’m actually on the way to see my boyfriend right now, so—”

“Oh, no, that’s okay. I totally understand,” Peter stammered, almost reflexively; this wasn’t his first rejection, after all. When he looked down in embarrassment, however, he saw something that boosted his confidence: a beautiful, topless barista licking cum off the front of his jeans. Taking a deep breath, he started again.

“Let’s be honest, Ashley… I just saved your whole morning. What do you think your boyfriend would’ve said if you showed up to your date splattered with another man’s load, huh?”

Ashley furrowed her brow. “Buuut you were the one who—”

“Saved you, right. I took control of the situation, and now you’re squeaky-clean. Don’t I deserve some kind of reward for that?”

“I… I guess so?”

“Right. Besides, let’s be honest: you’ve been eye-fucking me since I walked in. You want to spend time with me.”

“Um…” Now it was Ashley’s turn to glance at the floor in embarrassment.  “You noticed that?”

“Of course! Now let’s stop pretending you don’t want to come with me. Let’s go see a movie or something.”

“A movie? But my boyfriend—”

Peter let out an exaggerated sigh, placed his hand on Samantha’s head, and pushed his rapidly hardening cock deeper into her mouth. “Boyfriend, boyfriend, boyfriend. Look, would you rather I took Samantha here? Your rival and tormentor?”

Ashley shook her head. “No! Of course not… She’s only good for serving coffee and drinking cum… Well, no, she’s not even good at that! You can’t take her!”

Looking down, Peter noticed that Samantha’s fists were clenched. Jeez, it really didn’t take much to turn these girls against each other… I should be careful with this shit!

“Hey, like I said, she won’t make that ‘ol cum-catching mistake again. Also, this coffee’s not half bad,” he continued, taking a sip as casually as he could manage. “At least Samantha knows how to pay someone back, hmm? She’s on her knees in front of all these people, doing her very best to make me happy, and you won’t even come see a movie. Seems a little messed up.”

Samantha’s hands relaxed at the compliment, and Peter jumped a little as she wrapped her arms around his waist. Before he knew it she was pulling him deeper, taking inch after inch of his shaft until he was balls-deep in her tight throat.

“Oh, fuuuck… Damn, girl… See? Look at this dedication.”

Ashley nodded slowly. “You’re right. Of course I’ll see a movie with you. Should we get going?” She gave Samantha a dirty look. “Like, right now?”

Peter ran a hand through the barista’s hair. “Fiiine. Wouldn’t want you to get jealous or anything. But she’s got me pretty excited, so you’ll have to finish me off in the car, okay? Wait, do you have a car, or was your boyfriend going to pick you up or something?”

“No, I’m driving. I’m supposed to meet him at the—”

“Perfect! Lead the way.”

“This angle’s a little awkward,” Ashley gasped, as the car wheeled around another corner. Her flimsy tank top was bunched up around her neck as she leaned over from the passenger seat and squeezed her breasts around Peter’s cock.

“We’re almost there,” he grunted, yanking the steering wheel with one hand while the other felt its way up and down her bare back. “Keep going… I’m almost…”

“Oh! Oh God,” Ashley squealed, her body freezing as Peter shot his second load of the day onto her face.

“Ooookay… We’re here,” he gasped, smiling down at her. “Wow, you’re a mess. Let’s go.”

“What? I’m not setting foot outside this car looking like this,” Ashley replied, a few thin strands of cum stretching from her chin to her tits as she straightened up in her seat. “Do you have any, I dunno, napkins or something?”

“Nah, you’re fine. In fact, you should probably leave your clothes here. They’ll never let you inside wearing a top that’s soaked through, and the skirt would look weird without it.”

“…Are you sure?” Ashley stopped to wipe some of the dribbling load away from her eye. “Isn’t naked and, um… Dirty… Worse than clothed and dirty?”

Peter shook his head. “Trust me. I know the guy who owns this theatre. He’s a nudist, so he’ll totally forgive the jizz, as long as you lose the clothing. Now c’mon, let’s go!”

With that he hopped out of the car, slamming the door behind him. He only got a few steps before Ashley tore off her skirt, pulled the soiled top over her head, and rushed to catch up with him.

As they made their way through the parking lot, Peter glanced around warily. Even though Ashley was the naked one, he felt totally exposed. While his actions in the café were pretty damn brazen, he was able to build up to them in a relatively controlled environment; this was something else entirely.

What if someone calls the cops? Are these powers reliable enough to fool EVERYONE? Could I still end up in jail or something?

Just as they were nearing the doors into the theatre, they swung open and a rather large man stepped out. From his broad shoulders and varsity jacket, Peter instantly pegged him as a freshman jock from his university. He took one swaggering step, then tripped and nearly fell on his face as he noticed Ashley.

“Ah! Wuh…” His eyes flicked over to Peter for a nanosecond, before returning to Ashley’s lightly glazed tits. “Is that…?”

“Keep walking, dude,” Peter said, a little louder than he intended. “Nothing to see here, just a half-nudist couple on their way to the most liberal, accepting theatre in town. Hell, it’s almost a tradition to come here with a little bit of cum on you. C’mon, Ashley,” he continued, placing a hand on her shoulder and pulling her along.

“…Tradition? Oh.” The young man stood there slack-jawed, eyes glued to Ashley’s rear as she and Peter continued into the theatre.

“A superhero movie? Really?” Ashley threw her arms up, and Peter couldn’t help but ogle her tits as they bounced around freely. “I thought this was a date?”

“C’mon, it’s fine,” Peter said, ushering her towards the auditorium. Getting a cum-stained naked chick through the main lobby without freaking anybody out had been tricky, so he wasn’t eager for more attention. “You’re gonna love it. I heard, uh, that this is the most romantic—”

Ashley stopped mid-stride, her whole body freezing up. “Oh… Oh God.”

Following her wide-eyed stare, Peter saw a tall, curly-haired young man leaning against the wall up ahead. He was staring down at his phone, swiping and tapping with a bored look on his face.

“That’s Ben. That’s my boyfriend,” Ashley hissed, taking a step back. “He can’t see me like… With… Oh, shit…”

“Hey, hey, calm down. I’ll sort this out.” With that Peter strode forward and tapped the boy on the shoulder. “Excuse me!”

“Huh?” The moment he looked up, Peter stepped between him and Ashley and took a deep breath.

“Hi Ben,” he began, talking as fast as he possibly could. “My name’s Peter and I picked up your girlfriend and she’s with me and she’s naked and that’s okay and she’s got cum on her and that’s also okay and you’re fine with all of this and…”

He paused, trying to think of a better explanation while Ben’s face contorted into a picture of utter confusion.

“And, uh… She owes me for some stuff that happened, so like it or not, this is how it’s gonna be now. We’re on a date, and she’s also my cum dump, and there’s nothing you can do about it. Understand?”

“I… Fuck, really?” Ben’s bewildered expression settled gradually into an annoyed frown. “Well that’s the worst. How are we supposed to have a romantic date night with you around?”

“Oh, well I didn’t think you’d stay—”

“It’s okay, baby,” Ashley chimed in, stepping out from behind Peter. “We’ll make it work. Peter’s a nice guy, so I’m sure it won’t be so bad with the three of us.”

“Uh… Yeah, sure,” Peter mumbled. He wasn’t so sure about dragging along a third wheel, but Ben didn’t look too pleased as it was, and he didn’t feel like pushing his luck by forcing him to go home. “Let’s find some seats, yeah?”

As the three of them entered the auditorium, a few people in the back rows caught sight of Ashley’s naked body. Some stared in silence, while others began whispering frantically to their friends.

Peter sighed, then cleared his throat. “ATTENTION, MOVIE-PEOPLE! This girl is my personal slut, here to entertain me during the movie! I know that’s a pretty new thing, and that not all of you have seen a personal slut before, but please refrain from causing a fuss and interrupting others people’s enjoyment of the movie! You can watch, but don’t bug us, okay?” Stopping to catch his breath, he noticed a few heads nodding respectfully. “Okay, cool. I guess you guys can get busy too if you want… Just do it quietly.”

With that Peter lead Ashley towards one of the back rows, with Ben trailing behind them. He grinned as he realized that some of the couples in the theatre were already groping one another and pulling off their clothing.  I guess it’s easy to get people to do something if part of them already wanted it, huh?

As Peter planted himself in a seat near the corner of the auditorium, Ashley moved to take the one beside him.

“Woah, no. That’s Ben’s seat. You’ll be sharing with me… Well, actually, I think I want you on your knees for now.”

“Oh, right,” Ashley replied matter-of-factly, shuffling in front of Peter and dropping to her knees. “Blowjob?”

As Peter nodded and she began working on his fly, Ben sat down beside them. “Seriously? Ten seconds in and… And you’re…”

“Hey, this pre-show crap is the worst part of going to the movies,” Peter said, gesturing at the screen. “Gotta keep entertained somehow—Oh, oh man…” He trailed off for a moment as Ashley’s tongue danced around his swollen head. “She’s pretty good, huh?”

“Yes,” Ben practically growled. “She is.”

“C’mon, man, don’t be like that.” He reached down and pulled gently on Ashley’s shoulder, prompting her to take him in deeper. “You seem like a cool guy. We could be friends.”

“Well, thanks, but…”

“But you can’t get past the fact that my cock’s in your girlfriend’s mouth? Ungh, fuck… Her throat, now. C’mon, dude, it’s the 21st century. Let’s try to get along, yeah?”

“I guess that makes sense,” he sighed, trying to look away from his girlfriend’s enthusiastic sucking. “We can try.”

“Cool. So, uh…” Peter thought for a moment, struggling to think up some small talk while sliding in and out of Ashley’s tight throat. “Do you know anything about this movie? I’m kinda going in blind. Last-minute thing.”

“You don’t say?” Ben glanced at his kneeling girlfriend, who was beginning to gag softly. “Well, uh, I think it’s just the normal superhero deal, y’know? They make good date movies.”

“Yeah, you might be on to something there. I’m enjoying the date already.” Peter chuckled a little when he saw Ben’s expression. “Sorry, sorry. We’re friends, I’ll stop rubbing this in your face… Definitely gonna keep rubbing it in her face, though!”

“Oh, c’mon—”

“Don’t worry, dude, it’s funny. I think so, and I’ve got a good sense of humor, so you should probably find it funny too, right?”

Ben’s face softened a little. “I guess… I guess it is a little bit funny, yeah. I mean, you’re fucking my girlfriend’s mouth, right here in the middle of a movie theatre. Shit, I’ve been dating her for months and I’ve never gotten quite that deep, and that’s in the bedroom!” He smiled and shook his head. “That’s women for you, man. Dating them’s one thing, but once you’re their… Wait, what did you say you guys were…?”

“Huh? Oh, I think I called her a ‘cum dump.’ Y’know, sorta like a slave or whatever.”

“Right, right. A boyfriend and a master get treated pretty differently. Like, shit, is she trying to swallow you whole?”

“Sure seems that way—Oh, hey, look! Trailers are starting. Try not to gag too loudly, Ashley,” he whispered, running a hand through her hair. “Wouldn’t want to disturb anyone.”

“Mmmph.”

Almost two hours later, the three of them walked out of the theatre. Peter and Ben were in the lead, chatting happily about the events of the film. The former young man’s half-flaccid cock dangled out of his fly, slick with spit and cum.

Ashley trailed behind, an absolute sight to behold. Her face was dripping with multiple thick loads, with plenty more in her hair and on her round breasts. Her pussy was glistening too, and she walked with a slight limp, massaging her neck with one hand.

“I’m so goddamn stiff,” she mumbled, interrupting the boys’ chatter. “I’m gonna need a looong massage after today.”

“Hey, slow down,” Peter replied. “Are you saying you didn’t enjoy the movie?”

“I mean, it was pretty good, and your dick wasn’t bad either, but did you really have to bend me over the next row like that?” She sighed, rubbing at her back. “Not very comfortable, plus my tits were dangling right in that dude’s face.”

“He seemed to enjoy it, babe,” Ben quipped. “That dude was busy jacking off during some of the best scenes.”

“No wonder,” Peter said, reaching out to tweak one of her nipples. “You’re a hot commodity, and I’m not just saying that ‘cause you’re my fucktoy.”

“Aw, thanks. I guess it wasn’t so bad… At least I got to watch the movie whenever you wanted doggystyle. I could only listen from the floor.”

“Yeah, and I’m sorry about that, but I had to keep you down there. You give some pretty damn good head.”

As they reached Ashley’s car, Peter stopped and smiled at the couple. “Y’know, you guys have been great today,” he said. “You deserve a break… Hell, even a reward. My, uh, contract with Ashley is almost up, so you’re free to head home together. I have two final stipulations, though, which have to be followed to the letter.”

Ben nodded, as though this was all standard procedure. “Shoot.”

“First, when you get home you’re going to run Ashley a hot bath, and give her a nice long massage afterwards. She worked hard this morning, so really help her relax, okay?”

“Aw, thank you sir,” she squealed. “That sounds soooo good right now…”

“And Ben, you really do seem like a great guy. On any normal day, we’d probably get along great—”

“Normal day? What do you mean?” His brow knitted with confusion. “Are you saying something’s not normal? Wait… Is this all normal? Something’s not…”

“Ah, fuck,” Peter interrupted, realizing his mistake. “I mean, uh, normal like… Like… If Ashley wasn’t involved, y’know? I’m saying I don’t just like you because your girlfriend’s a good lay.”

“Oh. Uh…” Ben’s whole body relaxed visibly. “Right. Yeah, that’s cool.”

“Anyway, what was I saying? Oh, right. So since I still have authority over Ashley, and since we’ve gotten along so well, I’m gonna transfer some of that authority to you. That’s all standard procedure for this kind of life-debt situation.”

“Life-debt?” Ashley scoffed. “Let’s not go overboard. You saved me from one little cumshot, so I went on a quick date with you. As, um, a fucktoy. And got… Even more cum on me…” She trailed off.

Fuckfuckfuck. I’m losing them, Peter thought. I’d better finish this up and get outta here.

“Look, shut up for a sec, both of you. What I’m trying to say is that you should reward your boyfriend for putting up with all your shenanigans,” he continued, speaking quickly. “If he wants to make you his slave for a few hours, you should let him! It can’t hurt to play around a little. We had fun today, didn’t we?”

“Um, I guess—”

“Right, so you should let him treat you like I treated you. If a stranger can do it, why not him?”

Ashley looked uncertain, but Ben cut in before she could speak. “Hey, thanks man. I really appreciate that.”

“No problem. You two have an awesome day, alright? See you around.” With that he gave a little wave and turned on his heel.

That was close… I should be more careful about keeping my story consistent, he thought as he walked away, leaving the parking lot and heading into the nearby suburbs with no particular goal in mind. But man, this… Power… It isn’t consistent at all. Some of these tricks go over better than others, and some people are so much more gullible. I’d better play it safe, or I could get in some serious trouble.

As Peter was convincing himself to be more conservative in the future, his walk took him into a small neighbourhood park. Winding his way down the path, he saw a woman sitting on a bench. She was a pale-skinned blonde, at least several years older than Peter by his estimate. She was wearing a red sundress that did a perfect job of showing off her curves, and the young man couldn’t help but steal a look down the neckline at her prominent cleavage. She sat with her legs crossed, picking pieces off of the sandwich resting on her lap.

Upon seeing the woman, her delicate face absolutely serene in the afternoon sun, Peter’s thoughts of “playing it safe” vanished in an instant. In a flash of self-awareness, he backed up a few steps and tucked his shaft back into his pants before she noticed him. Then, taking a deep breath, Peter approached her.

“Lovely day,” he said, trying to sound casual. “The best we’ve had all year, I think.”

“Absolutely,” she replied, smiling politely.

“How’s, uh, how’s your lunch?”

She stifled a giggle. “Good. I love listening to the birds while I eat. It’s so calming.”

Peter nodded, gazing up at the trees for a moment. “Do you mind if I join you? This kind of day is even better when you share it, don’t you think?”

“Of course,” she said, her smile widening just a bit. “Take a seat, um…?”

“Peter,” he said, sitting on the bench and sliding up next to her until their thighs almost touched.

If the woman was uncomfortable, she didn’t show it. “I’m Teresa,” she said. “Oh, are you hungry? I only brought the one sandwich, but we could share if—”

“No, I ate. Don’t mind me, finish your lunch,” Peter said, leaning back and making himself comfortable. This is going pretty damn well… I guess she’s on board with the whole “sharing the day” thing.

After taking a few bites of her sandwich, Teresa spoke again. “So Peter… I don’t think I’ve ever seen you around the neighbourhood. What brings you here?”

“I was just on a date, actually.”

“Oh? How did it go?”

“Um…” He thought for a moment. “We were a little awkward at first, but once the ice was broken it went okay. Lots of passion for a first date. She said I was the sexiest man she’d ever met… And a few other girls happened to overhear her, and they all agreed. Apparently I’m way hotter than I realized!” He chuckled. “Kind of an ego-boost.”

“Oh really? Wow…” She looked Peter up and down, her pale cheeks beginning to blush. “So, um, you’ll be seeing her again?”

“Well, I’m not sure. It seemed like she might still have feelings for another guy. I don’t think I want to get in the middle of all that, y’know?”

Teresa nodded sympathetically. “I’m sorry to hear that. Still, don’t be discouraged. You’re so very, incredibly—” She cleared hear throat. “I mean, you’re handsome. You’ll find another date in no time.”

“You really think so?”

“I do. If I wasn’t married…” She trailed off, tearing her eyes away from Peter and staring intently at the last remaining crumbs of her sandwich. “You’ll be fine, I’m sure.”

Damn, I really can’t pick a single girl to save my life, Peter thought. Always going after the ones who’re already taken… But that’s not really a problem anymore, is it?

“Where’s your husband now? If I had a wife like you, I’d join her for lunch every day.” Peter inched a little closer, his body now touching hers.

“He’s working,” she replied softly, her breath quickening just a little.

“On a Saturday? Leaving you all alone? That should be a crime.”

“Oh, no, I’m alright. It’s a busy month for his department. He’s got to keep things running smoothly.”

“Well, if you say so. But hey, that means you’re officially on a wife-break!”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

Peter feigned surprise. “What, you’ve never heard of the wife-break policy? It’s a pretty universal rule… It applies to all office employees and their spouses, all across the country. Your husband’s never mentioned it?”

“No, he hasn’t,” she replied, cocking her head to one side. “What’s a wife-break?”

“Y’know when people have a friend at work who looks out for them, someone of the opposite sex? You see it on TV sometimes. A ‘work wife’ and a ‘work husband,’ who sorta take care of one another?”

“Mhm, I think I’ve heard of that.”

“Well, it’s usually platonic, but when a husband decides to voluntarily go into work on one of his days off, that means he’s on a ‘wife-break.’ He’s picking his work wife over his actual wife.”

“Okay, but I don’t think my husband has a work wife.”

“Oh, trust me, he definitely has one. Anyway, when your husband’s on a wife-break, their relationship changes. She becomes even more like an actual wife, if you know what I mean.”

“I… I don’t think I do.”

“I mean they fuck sometimes.”

Teresa looked completely aghast. “Oh my God! You can’t be—”

“Hey, relax! It’s not a big deal. They’re only fuckbuddies for the length of the break, then everything’s back to normal. Besides, the break goes both ways.”

“Okay…” She leveled out a bit, but Peter could tell she was still nervous. “So…”

“While he’s off fucking his co-worker, you get to fuck anybody.” Peter hesitated for a moment, then placed a hand on her leg. Here goes nothing.

“What, no… Really? Um…” She bit her lip. “No, I don’t want to do that. I think. Besides, he wouldn’t do it either, would he?”

“Are you kidding? Of course he would, it’s standard procedure. How else would he avoid getting stressed while working weekends? That’s totally normal. What’s unusual is the fact that he wouldn’t tell you about all this!”

“Hey, wait, you’re right.” Teresa was beginning to look more frustrated than confused. “I can’t believe he’d hide this from me, just so he could fuck… Whoever he’s fucking. I mean, I know Zach is the jealous type, but seriously?”

“Yeah, that seems pretty manipulative,” Peter said, moving his hand further up her thigh. “All this time, you could’ve been enjoying yourself. Seems like you’ve got a lot of lost time to make up for.”

“I do? I… Yes, I do.” She moaned softly as Peter’s fingers slipped under the hem of her dress and began pushing it up.  “We do… Oh, God… Can we do this right here? Won’t people see?”

“Don’t worry. It’s a Saturday, so everyone will understand what’s happening.” Peter leaned in and kissed her on the cheek as his hand snaked between her thighs. “You’re finally going to get what you deserve.”

“God, yes,” she gasped, before pulling Peter into a kiss. Even after the events of the morning he was startled by her passion. The pair melted into one another’s arms as Teresa’s tongue flicked past his. Peter wasted no time pulling her panties aside and slipping a finger into her warm, wet pussy. “Oh fuuuck…”

“I think this is going to be the best fuck of your life,” Peter said, fingering her slowly. “Mine too.”

“Really? A guy like you… Mmm. You must do this kind of thing all the time,” Teresa replied, unzipping his fly and pulling out his half-erect member. “Oh wow, you’re handsome down here as well…”

“Don’t sell yourself short,” Peter said as she began stroking. “Running into you is the best thing that’s happened to me all day… And that’s really saying something.”

Neither of them said a word after that. They spent another minute or two kissing and touching one another, totally unaware of the dog-walker who stared at them as she walked by. It was Teresa who made the next move, standing up to shed her bright red panties and then jumping on Peter’s lap.

She lowered herself onto his cock, slowly at first before plunging down to take his entire length. Peter grabbed her ass and held on for dear life as she rode him, flinging her head back and moaning loudly. Her hair whipped back and forth, catching the eye of a young man jogging on a nearby trail. Unlike the dog-walker he stopped to watch, peering over the bushes as the couple’s cries of passion reached a peak.

“Fuck… Teresa… I’m gonna cum,” Peter groaned.

“Me too, baby. Mmm…” She wrapped her arms tightly around him, pressing his face into her cleavage. “Don’t stop…”

“I’m not wearing… Aah, a condom.”

“Don’t you dare stop,” she repeated. “Oh fuuuck—!” Teresa went silent as her entire body tensed up, squeezing Peter’s cock and his body alike. He reached his breaking point at the very same moment, letting out a low grunt as he pumped his load deep inside her. They remained like this, as if frozen in time, until finally Teresa’s loosened her grip and Peter’s balls were empty.

Teresa gasped for air. “Holy… Fuck…”

“Yeah,” Peter barely managed to reply.

“Goddamn,” the jogger said from behind the bushes, just loud enough for the embracing couple to hear.

“Oh shit,” Peter grunted, looking over his shoulder at the man. Fuck, my mind’s blank. I can’t think of anything. “Uh, this is totally normal and stuff. Go on with your day.”

“Whatever you say, dude.” The stranger grinned and began to leave, stopping once or twice to sneak a peek of Teresa’s ass.

Huh. I guess that sorta worked, Peter thought, stroking Teresa’s back as she went limp on top of him.

“That was… God, you were right. I’ve never felt like that before,” she whispered in his ear.

“I guess I was,” he said, before kissing her neck a few times. “Listen, as, uh… Normal as all of this is, we probably shouldn’t lie around here forever. Do you live nearby?”

“Mmm, really close. Give me a minute to recover, and then if I can still stand I’ll show you,” she giggled.

“Make yourself at home,” Teresa said, gesturing to the sofa. “Can I get you a drink or anything?”

“Beer, if you’ve got it.” Peter sat down, taking in the luxurious living room. The whole house was appointed in an ultra-modern style, with white walls, a hardwood floor, and sleek leather furniture. “I like your place. Expensive?”

“Um… I guess,” Teresa replied, fidgeting nervously with her dress. “Sorta.”

“Relax, you can tell me anything. We’re gonna be totally open with each other, okay? I’m basically your husband now.”

“You mean for now, right? Until the break’s over?”

Peter shrugged. “Sure, let’s go with that.”

“Right. Uh, the place was a few million, but the whole reason we moved here was that Zach got a big promotion, so—”

“Zach’s your husband?” Peter was surprised to find himself feeling a little jealous. Hey, man, don’t get caught up, he told himself. It’s all just a game. A power trip. A fantasy. Besides, YOU’RE the homewrecker here… You’ve got no right to feel jealous. “I, uh, don’t really wanna talk about him. Let’s just keep it fun, okay? How ‘bout that beer?”

“Oh, right!” With that she headed off towards the kitchen, her hips swaying with every step.

“Hey,” Peter shouted after her. “You can lose the dress! Maybe grab something a little sexier!” Hearing no reply, he turned on the TV and settled in.

After a few seconds of channel flipping, he came across a daytime talk show. The host, a professional-looking Asian woman, was debating politics with an older man. Peter was about to keep surfing when he heard a sentence that made him bolt upright: “we’ll now be taking some calls from our viewers at home.”

Reaching for his cell, Peter dialed the number onscreen. After a few convincing words with the intern screening calls, he was live on the show.

“Hey there, I’m Peter. I’m a new viewer of your show, and I just wanted to say that… Well, I’m not sure I can take your opinions seriously,” he began.

The woman onscreen looked taken aback. “Excuse me? Why…?”

“Well, you don’t look very confident in your position. It’s very important for a woman to prove to her audience that she feels confident, or else how can they possibly respect the things she’s saying?” The guest nodded sagely as the host’s hand flew to her mouth.

“Oh dear, I think you may have a point,” she muttered softly. “Well, um, do you have any suggestions?”

“Sure do! It’s an easy fix, really. Lose the top.”

“You mean—”

“Yeah, just take it off. Bra too… Hell, if you really want to look confident, you could even go nude.”

She thought for a moment. “You really think that will help, uh, Peter?”

“I guarantee it. One more thing: if you’ve got a male guest on and he makes a good point, make sure to reward him. Just a quick handjob will do, but more is better if he deserves it and you have the time.”

“…Well, time’s usually pretty tight, but I guess as long as we keep the debate going… Thanks, Peter. I’ll certainly take that under advisement.”

“No time like the present. Anyway, good luck!” Unable to restrain himself any longer, Peter hung up the phone and burst out laughing.

“What’s so funny, hubby?” At the sound of Teresa’s voice, Peter looked toward the door… And his jaw dropped.

Teresa had changed her outfit, although her new clothes could barely be called that. A short plaid skirt hung just below her waist, barely long enough to hide her pussy from view. On top she was essentially naked, her breasts only half-hidden by the long scarf that hung from her neck.

“I’ve got your beer,” she said happily. She had a spring in her step as she made her way over to the couch, flashing Peter with every step.

“I, uh…” He cleared his throat. “Thanks. Oh, before you join me, would you mind turning up the heat a little?”

As Teresa nodded and went to fiddle with the thermostat, Peter stripped off his clothing and threw it behind the couch.

“Oh, you’re really making yourself at home,” she giggled, sitting down beside him. “And it looks like you’re getting hard again. Do you like the outfit?”

“Fuck yes,” Peter muttered, beginning to stroke his cock. After a moment’s consideration he stopped, grabbed Teresa’s wrist, and gently guided her to do it for him. “Why do you even own that?”

“The skirt? Zach got it for me.” Teresa looked embarrassed, tugging at the tiny garment. “To tell you the truth, I’ve never taken it outside the bedroom—And even there, I’ve only worn it a couple times. I’m not really into roleplaying, but I wanted to look sexy for you.”

“I’m honored,” Peter said, thrusting his hips a little. “And the scarf?”

“Oh, well the colors match well, don’t you think?”

“I’m not really thinking about color, to be honest. What I am thinking about is bending you over this couch and fucking you senseless.” Peter gasped as her hand tightened around his shaft. “H-how does that sound?”

Without a word Teresa got up, spun around, and flicked her skirt up. Leaning on the couch and arching her back, she looked at Peter with fire in her eyes. “I wanted to ask, but I wasn’t sure you’d be ready so soon…”

“If you insist,” Peter said, grinning as he positioned himself behind her and rubbed his head against her pussy, feeling her heat and wetness. “Are you ready?”

“Yes… Please, make me feel good again. Please, I—Aah, oh God…” She trailed off as he pushed inside her, grabbing her hips with both hands and picking up the pace with every second that passed. “Fuckfuckfuuuck! Fuck me!”

“I thought you were loud out in the park,” Peter said, swatting her ass playfully. “Good thing the windows are closed, huh?”

“I can’t help it, I can’t… You’re just too… How does it feel this good?”

Because I’m the lucky bastard’s who’s managed to convince you I’m the sexiest man alive, Peter thought. “Because we’re meant for each other,” he said aloud, before redoubling his efforts and riding her so hard that she nearly collapsed onto the couch. “You’re getting close, aren’t you?”

“Yes… Yes, I—”

“Cum for me.”

Teresa’s reaction was immediate: her legs went limp and she threw her head back as her whole body convulsed with the orgasm. Peter struggled a little, but managed to hold her up and continue fucking her as she gasped and twitched.

“Oh fuck… So good…” she mumbled with her face buried in the back of the couch.

Well, that’s a fun trick. Peter leaned over, kissed Teresa on the cheek, and whispered in her ear: “You’re gonna cum again soon, baby. Any second.”

“I am?” Her eyes widened. “Oh God, I am… Oh fuck, I—How—Aah!”

Peter slowed down, thrusting gently as he watched her pleasure-drunk body squirm beneath him. Okay, better not push it, he thought. Her mind might believe me, but I don’t wanna break her body.

“That’s… Never happened before,” she said, catching her breath. “I didn’t think I could, um… Feel that good.”

“Better get used to it,” Peter said, pulling out and wiping his wet shaft on her skirt. “We’re going to be doing a lot of ‘feeling good’ this weekend.”

“Mmm, I can’t wait… Speaking of which, you’re not finished,” Teresa said, her gaze falling between his legs. “Where do you want to cum?”

“Everywhere,” Peter replied, flashing her a smile. “Fuckin’ everywhere.”

Some time and a handful of orgasms later, Peter reclined on the couch and watched some TV. He finally got around to opening the beer, and although it wasn’t as perfectly cold as it had been, he’d never tasted anything so refreshing.

Teresa lay on the couch as well, legs tucked beneath her and head in Peter’s lap. While she wasn’t actively sucking his cock, her lips and tongue were certainly flirting with the idea, brushing against his shaft every few seconds as she teased him ever-so-slowly back to hardness. The remnants of his last load were still dripping down her chin, with more sticky blobs visible on the breast that wasn’t hidden by her loose-fitting scarf.

Between his total exhaustion and Teresa’s delicate half-blowjob, Peter could hardly focus on the television. For much the same reasons, he completely failed to notice the sound of footsteps on the front porch, or the key turning in the lock.

Peter’s first indication that Teresa’s husband was home came when he rounded the corner into the living room, saw the pair on the couch, and dropped his briefcase with a thud.

“HOLY MOTHERFUCKING SON OF A FUCK!” Zach took a deep breath, taking in the sight of his half-naked, cum-glazed wife licking a stranger’s cock in his own home. “I… I don’t…”

Peter shot up from the couch, moving faster than he had in his entire life. “Oh. Shit.”

Before anyone could say another word, Zach picked up the fallen briefcase and hurled it at Peter’s head. He ducked just in time to avoid it, feeling the heavy leather brush past his hair.

“No, it’s okay, I—”

Zach was in no mood to let him finish. “OKAY? Really?” He charged at Peter, crashing into him and dragging them both to the floor beside the couch.

As the older, larger man reared up and prepared to strike, Peter managed to get some air in his lungs. “You can’t do this!”

Zach paused, looming above Peter. “I can and I will, you little—”

“No.” Peter gulped. He was afraid to make the man angrier, but he knew that he had to talk his way out of this. “I wasn’t doing anything wrong.”

“Like hell you—”

“I had every right to fuck your wife, and you need to let me explain why.”

Zach lowered his fist slowly, still shaking with anger. “You’re right… You do need to explain what the hell’s going on.” He pinned Peter to the ground with both arms. “Talk. Now.”

It took a solid half hour of convincing and two more hours of awkward boundary-pushing, but as Peter sat down to dinner with Teresa and Zach that evening he finally felt sure that his explanations had stuck. Watching the couple as they served out the pasta and salad, he couldn’t detect a hint of anger, embarrassment, or negativity on either of their faces. Even as he sat naked at a stranger’s dinner table, he was beginning to feel downright comfortable.

“Let’s serve Peter first, hon,” Zach said. “Gotta make up for my poor hospitality somehow, right?”

“Oh, don’t worry, man. That was just a misunderstanding,” Peter replied, waving a hand dismissively. “That said, I’m pretty damn hungry, so I won’t complain about getting the first bowl.”

“You’d better not,” Teresa said with a wink. She still wore her incredibly-revealing outfit, although the scarf had been swapped out for a more sanitary chef’s apron. “This is my specialty. I’d be insulted if you weren’t jumping all over it… You know, the way you jumped on me at the park?”

“The park, huh?” Zach chuckled. “I should have known that’s where Teresa would go to pick up a temporary husband. It’s her favorite spot.”

“Zach proposed to me on that bench,” Teresa continued, moving around to Peter’s side of the table and ladling noodles into his bowl. “I guess it’s where you ‘proposed’ to me too!”

Peter smirked and wrapped an arm around her leg, stroking her bare thigh. “And I couldn’t be a happier groom.” He moved his hand higher and higher, reaching under the skirt to slip a finger into her pussy. “We make for some pretty awesome newlyweds.”

“Y-yes,” Teresa said, stifling a moan.

If Zach noticed, he didn’t seem to mind. “Speaking of your new, uh, relationship… How long are you planning on sticking around? I don’t mean to be rude, of course, but I’m done working for the weekend, and—”

“And you think you can just barge in here and pick up where you left off?” Peter shook his head, continuing to finger Teresa. “That doesn’t seem fair.”

“No, that’s not, uh…” Zach shook his head. “I was just curious. Feel free to stay as long as you like, of course.”

“I will, thanks. Don’t worry, though; I’m not planning on hogging your wife forever. I’ll probably be out of here in the morning.”

Even as she leaned down to give Peter better access, Teresa looked disappointed. “Oh? So soon?”

“Yeah, I’ve got stuff to take care of. Can’t stay tied down for too long right now. Still, I’m having an awesome time here, and I’ll be back soon… Maybe next weekend?”

“Oh, um… Zach is taking me out of town next weekend. We’re going to Seattle for—”

Peter didn’t let her finish. “Oh, cool! That sounds fun! I’m sure your husband would love to get me a ticket,” he said excitedly.

Zach looked up from the food and nodded. “I’d be happy to. Do you need a room at the hotel too, or…?”

“No, don’t bother. I’m sure I’ll find a bed one way or another.” He paused. “Speaking of which, about tonight… Do you have a guest bedroom?”

“I’m afraid not,” Zach replied. “Just the couch.”

“Ah, well that sucks. Hope you don’t have a bad back or anything.” With that Peter pulled his hand out from between Teresa’s legs and held up his fingers. “Clean, please.”

She took them into her mouth without a moment’s hesitation, licking and sucking them for a few seconds. Once she was satisfied, she leaned over Peter and placed a hand on his crotch. “Anything else I can do for you? A little entertainment while you eat, maybe?”

Peter laughed. “Tempting, but after how hard I’ve been working you today, I should probably give you a chance to refuel. Nutrition’s important, and an all-cum diet isn’t gonna cut it. Right, Zach?”

“Uh, I, um…” The question caught him off-guard, and for a moment he was frozen with embarrassment, but he quickly recovered. “Uh, probably. I’m not too experienced with all that.”

“What, you mean blowjobs?”

It was Teresa’s turn to blush. “…He means swallowing. I don’t really… Do that,” she stammered, stripping off her apron and sitting down at the end of the table.

“You swallowed mine earlier, though,” Peter said, struggling to keep a straight face.

“That was different. You said I’d like it, and I did, so—”

“So you’re gonna do it from now on! Good to hear.”

Teresa nodded hesitantly. “I guess I really should. I will.” She gave her husband a sheepish smile.

There, that’s my second good deed for the day, Peter thought. Now hopefully my conscience will quiet down and let me enjoy this!

Peter stifled a laugh as he saw Zach shifting in his seat and crossing his legs, obviously hiding an erection. “Something bothering you, man? Pants a little tight?”

“I, uh, that’s—”

“Relax, it’s okay. You’re staring at your topless wife, and she’s just promised to drink your cum on a regular basis. I’d be worried if you weren’t stiff as a board.”

Zach relaxed a fraction. “Right, right. I guess it’s normal,” he mumbled, before digging into his food. “Everything’s normal…”

The couch made a comfortable enough bed for Zach, and for a while he slept soundly. That didn’t last, though, as his beauty sleep was interrupted three separate times.

The first time he was woken up by a tap on his shoulder. Peter was standing there wearing one of Zach’s t-shirts and nothing else. “Hey, sorry to bug you.”

“Huh, um, no worries,” Zach mumbled, wiping the sleep from his eyes. “What’s going on?”

“Your wife says you guys have some lube tucked away somewhere, but she can’t find it. Any ideas?”

“Oh… Right, yes, it’s just in there,” Zach replied, gesturing to a closet in the corner. “Top shelf, right at the back, in a little box. We, um, never got around to using it.”

“Cool,” Peter said, opening up the cupboard and pulling out the box. “That’s all, sorry for waking you.” He opened up the container of lube and squirted a generous amount onto his shaft.

“No problem,” Zach yawned. “Have fun…” The last thing he saw before nodding off was Peter heading off towards the bedroom, stroking his cock slowly as he spread the lube around.

The second interruption to Zach’s beauty sleep came hardly five minutes later.

“Oh God, fuuuck!” He bolted upright when he heard the cry. It was his wife, that much was certain, but there was an animalistic edge to her voice that he had never heard before. Listening carefully, he heard a few heavy thumps, and then: “Fuck, it feels so big in there… Oh God, are you going deeper? How much more—Ah!” The thumps grew louder and closer together, reaching a steady rhythm.

Sighing with relief, Zach laid back down, pulling the blankets around himself. Nothing to worry about… Just Peter breaking in my wife’s ass.” He was back to sleep within seconds.

He didn’t wake again until the wee hours of the morning, when the sun was creeping through the living room window. Hearing someone making noise in the next room, he eased himself off the couch, stretched, and headed into the kitchen.

Teresa was digging around in the fridge, and only her naked rear end was visible to her husband. Her round cheeks were redder than usual, and Zach thought he could see a handprint on one of them. Shiny white streaks of cum were splattered from her back all the way down between her legs; Zach watched as a drip fell from the inside of her thigh and onto the tiled floor.

“Honey, you’re making a mess,” he grunted, rubbing at his face. “What are you doing up?”

Teresa let out a little shriek and turned around suddenly, still clutching a carton of juice. “Oh! Oh, jeez, you scared me,” she said, closing the fridge. “I’m just fetching our guest a drink. He says he’s leaving soon.”

“Good,” Zach grunted.

“Hey, don’t be like that. He’s our guest!”

“I know, I know. I’m just tired, that’s all.” He looked his wife up and down, letting out a sigh. “And, uh…”

“Horny?”

Zach blushed, and his wife’s smirk grew wider. “Well, you have been walking around naked. Do you, uh, want to join me for a bit, maybe…?”

“Oh my God, Zach,” she chuckled. “That’s not appropriate. Keep it in your pants… Er, in your boxers until our guest leaves, okay?”

“Right, of course.”

“Speaking of Peter, I’d better get back in there. I think he wants a little more hospitality before he goes. Are you planning on sleeping more?”

“Naw, I’m up now,” he replied with a shrug. “Guess I’ll try to get some work done… That is, if I can concentrate over the noise.”

“What, us? Don’t worry, I think my mouth is gonna be full this time.” With that Teresa leaned in to give her husband a peck on the cheek, and headed back upstairs.

After taking a moment to collect himself, Zach followed her. As he passed the door to the master bedroom, he stopped to listen:

“…He’s okay.” It was his wife’s voice, barely audible through the wood. “No, no, not mad at all. Don’t worry, he still feels really bad about that misunderstanding… Yeah, maybe a little bit. He, um, I think he wants to… Right… Oh, I’m sure he’ll appreciate that, but don’t feel like you have to leave early on our… Mmm, oka—mmph…”

She trailed off into a sputtering, choking sound that Zach could only assume was the result of Peter’s sizeable cock invading her throat.

“Looks like we’ll have some peace and quiet soon,” he mumbled to himself, striding off down the hall.

An hour later, Peter was sipping iced coffee in the fast food restaurant a few blocks away. His free hand alternated between twirling Zach’s car keys and adjusting the fit of the tight jeans covering his (somewhat sore) crotch.

I guess I could just lose the pants, but explaining that to everyone I meet would be a whole lotta work, he thought. Maybe something comfier, though?

Glancing around, he spotted the only other customer in the dining area: a middle-aged man wearing a pair of loose cargo shorts. “Hey, dude,” he said, waving at the man. “I like your shorts. I mean, my pants are way better looking, not to mention more expensive, but I kinda feel like trading anyway. We should totally do that, right?”

“Uh, seriously?” The man glanced at Peter’s jeans, appraising them for a moment. “Hey, whatever floats your boat man. Should we head to the bathroom, or…?”

“Naw, it’s fine to change here,” Peter said, dropping his own pants to the floor and handing them to the man, who shrugged and did the same.

“Thanks for the great deal, man,” he said, quickly making for the door before Peter could have the chance to change his mind. “No refunds!”

Peter chuckled as he put on the shorts. When he returned to his drink, he met the eyes of a mop-pushing employee a few tables away. She was a skinny ginger girl, her auburn hair tied back in a pigtail that swept back and forth as she cleaned up. She was staring over at Peter, and her gaze darted towards the floor the moment he turned in her direction.

Peter grinned. “Hey there. Trying to decide whether to tell me off?”

She glanced up at him. “Um, what?”

“I’m not supposed to take my pants off in here, am I?”

“I, um...” Her fingers drummed on the handle of her mop. “I don’t know if there’s, um, a specific rule, but… No, probably not.”

“I think the spirit of the rules would be more along the lines of ‘customers shouldn’t make people uncomfortable.’ That makes sense, right?”

“Right, so if you could—”

“Hold on, hold on. Taking off my pants would only make people uncomfortable if I were the only one doing it. If everyone was doing it, then nobody would care, right? It would be normal.”

“Maybe, but that’s not gonna happen,” she said with a frown.

“I’m not so sure. I just took my pants off, and that other dude did too. Seems like the only person holding out is you.”

“I can’t take off my pants, sir. They’re part of my uniform.”

“When they trained you, which did they spend more time on: the dress code, or customer interaction?” She opened her mouth to reply, but Peter kept talking. “If your pants are making people uncomfortable, you need to take them off immediately!”

She hesitated only for a moment before nodding firmly and tugging at her black work pants. Peter looked on happily as she worked them down her slim legs, revealing a pair of delicate, laced panties.

“Woah! I’ve gotta say, those aren’t what I was expecting a fast-food employee to wear,” Peter said, getting up from his table and moving towards her. “What’s with the lingerie?”

“Uh, it’s not… I just like to feel pretty while I work, okay? It helps my confidence,” she replied softly, her eyes on the floor once again.

“Hey, don’t be ashamed. They’re great, uh…” Peter sidled up to her, tilting her nametag up. “…Rebecca.” He slid his hand down her side, cupping her tight ass.

“What—What are you doing?”

“These make you feel confident because they’re attractive, right? They’re meant to attract men’s attention? Well, they’re working.”

“Men aren’t supposed to see them, sir,” she gasped.

“Well that’s just a waste of a damn good resource.”

“Resource?” She bit her lip as Peter’s thumb tugged at the edge of her panties.

“This body could keep a lot of customers satisfied, if you played your cards right. Let me show you how. It’ll be way more fun than the usual training, I promise.”

“Um… Okay,” she murmured. “Okay, what do we…”

Peter slid her panties down one leg, throwing them off to the side with her work pants. He then picked her up by the waist and laid her on the nearest table, dropped his newly-acquired shorts, and rubbed his rapidly-hardening cock along her pink slit.

“Oh, God,” she gasped.

“Oh God,” a voice behind Peter shouted. He spun around to see a pudgy, uniformed young man. He had a clipboard in one hand, and the other was clapped over his mouth.

“Uh, hey,” Peter said awkwardly, still tapping his member against Rebecca’s pussy. “So, uh, are you this lovely lady’s manager?”

The man nodded slowly, mumbling something incoherent.

“Kay, that’s cool. We’re doing some really important, uh, customer service training in here. It’s all really standard stuff, and it should really help your numbers, but you’re going to have to close down this section for a while. Focus on the drive-through, or whatever. Think you can handle that?”

He nodded again, looking slightly less mortified as he backed away. The moment he was around the corner, Peter turned back to the girl splayed out before him.

“Don’t worry about him. Where were we?”

Rebecca’s cheeks were bright red. “Um, I think you were just about to put it, uh, y’know… Put it in. Fuck me.”

“If you insist,” Peter chuckled before pushing inside. She was tighter than anyone he’d ever been with, and he only managed to get halfway inside before bottoming out.

“Jesus, you’re tiny,” Peter grunted, pulling back a few inches and then beginning to thrust slowly. “Wish I’d brought that lube.”

“Ah, I… Sorry,” the girl whispered, gripping the edge of the table with both hands. “I’m not, uh, I—I’ve never…”

Peter’s mind was somewhat preoccupied, but he still managed to put two and two together. “Wait, are you a virgin?”

She nodded. “I’m saving myself for marriage… Well, I was.”

“Oh…” Peter stopped moving, feeling a pang of guilt. “Oh, God, I’m—”

“It’s okay,” she interrupted, putting a hand on his hip and tugging gently. “Customer service is really important. I have to learn this sooner or later… Keep going.”

“If you say so,” he said, his voice wavering with uncertainty even as his hips kept pumping. “I don’t want to push you too far, especially if I’m the first guy you’ve been with.”

“You’re not. My boyfriend and I do anal, like, all the time. Anal doesn’t count, so…”

Peter’s eyes bugged out. “Oh. Wow. Did I, uh, mention that anal is even more essential to customer service?”

“Wait, really? So I’ve been training all along?”

“I guess you have. I’d better assess your performance.” He pulled out of the redhead’s pussy and glanced around the empty restaurant. “…That said, this is a dining area, so there are some sanitary concerns. We’d better take this to the parking lot.”

“That makes sense, I guess, but won’t my hands and knees get all scuffed up?”

“Hmm… Not if we take off the rest of that uniform and lay it over the pavement,” Peter replied, helping her stand and leading her towards the door. “Don’t worry about messing it up; I’m not supposed to tell you this, but there’s a surprise dress code update rolling out tomorrow. You won’t be needing any of this crap much longer.”

“Oh, really? That’s cool… What’s the new uniform gonna be like?”

“It’s super minimalist. Basically, you’re going to be wearing your own panties and nothing else.”

“That seems… Strange,” she said, raising an eyebrow.

“What? No, it makes perfect sense! Lower costs, one-size-fits-all, no laundry bills… You’re gonna love it.” Peter kissed her on the neck, copping a feel of her bare ass. “Speaking of which, tell me more about what you do with your boyfriend. I’m pretty new to anal, so I’m sure I could use some tips.”

“Huh? Don’t you do this kind of training, like, all the time?”

“Oh, right. Uh…” Peter hesitated. “Anal customer service is kind of a new thing.”

She shrugged. “Okay, well, first thing’s first: we’ll need some lube.”

“Oh, right, the lube. Well, I don’t have any on me, but I know someone who can hook us up. I guess we’ll be going a little farther than the parking lot.”

That was how Peter ended up back in Teresa and Zach’s house, less than an hour after he left. After a few fruitless knocks he let himself inside, ushering his latest conquest into the living room. Judging by the thumps coming from upstairs, Peter guessed that the married couple wouldn’t be joining them anytime soon.

Several hours passed, by the end of which Peter considered himself well-versed in the art of “technically I’m still a virgin after this” sex acts. The petite, auburn-haired girl, whose name he never discovered, left before lunch with a smile on her face and a trickle of cum between her legs.

Peter considered heading upstairs and thanking his hosts for the use of their couch and lube, but ultimately decided to give them some space; after the events of the previous day, Zach and Teresa had definitely earned their quality time.

Just as he was about to leave, Peter took a moment to relax on the couch. That moment soon turned into a full-blown nap as his sleepless night with Teresa caught up with him. By the time Peter’s phone started buzzing, he was out like a light.

The notification popped up on the little screen: “From: noreply@galstud.net. Subj: Path of the Trickster enters Beta Stage 2 – Difficulty changes are retroactive + effective immediately.”

At that exact moment, dozens of people all over town stopped in their tracks. Café patrons, theatregoers, several improperly-dressed young women… All of their eyes went wide as they thought the same thing: Wait… That explanation made no sense. What the fuck?

A few feet above where Peter was sleeping, Zach was frozen atop Teresa’s naked body, still balls-deep inside of her. She opened her eyes and met her husband’s gaze.

“I… What I did with Peter… Did, uh… Did that make sense?”

Zach pulled out and lifted himself off of his wife. “It had to. I… I was so sure. How could…?”

“How could we be wrong about that?”

He shook his head. “How could you do that with him?”

“Hey, that isn’t—You let me!”

Zach opened his mouth to shout something back, but stopped short and took a deep breath. “I think we’d better go downstairs, find Peter, and figure out what the fuck is going on.”

“I think you’re right,” Teresa replied, jumping out of bed.

Peter must have been woken up by the sound of his hosts scrambling to get dressed, because by the time they were headed down the stairs he was on his phone and halfway through reading the email.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned. “This is gonna be tricky.”
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