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  Negotiating the Agreement


Rachel smoothed her pencil skirt as she carried the last platter of appetizers into the dining room. The scent of roasted chicken and garlic filled the air, mixing with the low hum of conversation from their closest friends. Mark and Jenna sat close on one side of the table, their easy laughter filling the space, while Tyler leaned back in his chair with that intense gaze of his fixed on Sophia. Derek stood at the head, pouring wine with that calm, protective smile that always made Rachel's stomach flip. 
She caught his eye and felt the familiar spark. They had talked about this for weeks, turning the idea over during late nights after work. A free-use agreement. Not just for their bedroom, but something that could stretch into their shared circle. The thought sent a low thrill through her, even as her professional mind listed all the reasons it should stay a fantasy.
"Everything looks amazing, Rach," Jenna said, reaching for a glass. "You two really know how to host."
Rachel smiled, settling into her seat beside Derek. "We like having everyone over. It keeps things interesting."
Mark grinned, his sandy hair falling across his forehead. "Interesting is one word for it. Last game night still has me thinking."
The comment hung there, light but loaded. They had all been tipsy that night, trading stories that edged into territory none of them had named out loud before. Flirtation had always simmered beneath their group dynamic, but tonight it felt sharper.
Derek cleared his throat and rested his hand on Rachel's thigh under the table. "Speaking of interesting, we've been talking about something. Something we want to run by all of you."
Tyler set down his fork, his tall frame shifting forward. "This sounds serious."
"Not serious," Rachel said quickly, her voice steady even as heat crept up her neck. "More like an idea. A contract, actually. For the group."
Sophia's dark curls tilted as she leaned in. "A contract? Now I'm curious."
Derek squeezed Rachel's leg once, a silent check-in. She nodded, and he continued. "We were thinking about a free-use agreement. Between the six of us. Rules we all agree on, signals, boundaries. Nothing that touches work or crosses lines anyone isn't comfortable with."
The table went quiet for a beat. Then Mark laughed, low and playful. "Free use. Like, Rachel could be... available?"
Rachel met his eyes. "If everyone consents. And only within the rules we set tonight."
Jenna's cheeks flushed, but her smile was warm. "I've thought about things like this. Never said it out loud."
Tyler nodded slowly. "Signals and safe words first. No assumptions."
The conversation shifted fast after that. Plates were pushed aside. Derek pulled out a notebook, and they started drafting. Rachel's pulse raced as they listed everything.
"A bracelet on the wrist means available that day," Sophia suggested, her voice soft but clear. "No bracelet, no play."
"Safe word is red," Derek added. "Yellow for slow down. Everyone respects it immediately."
Mark tapped his fingers on the table. "Time limits? An hour max per use unless the person agrees to more?"
"And no work hours," Rachel said firmly. "Evenings and weekends only unless we all vote otherwise."
They went around the table, each person adding or adjusting. Jenna wanted explicit consent checks before any group element. Tyler insisted on aftercare protocols for everyone involved. Sophia wrote down a note about emotional check-ins the next day. Rachel felt the weight of it settling into something real, something they could all hold.
By the time the rules were sketched out, the air in the room had thickened. Rachel's skin felt too warm under her blouse. Derek's hand had stayed on her thigh the whole time, his thumb tracing slow circles.
"So we all agree?" Derek asked, looking at each face.
One by one they nodded. Mark's easy smile, Jenna's eager lean, Tyler's steady gaze, Sophia's gentle nod. Rachel's own voice came last. "We agree."
Derek stood and pulled her chair back. "Then let's make it official. Tonight. With all of you here to witness the first use."
Rachel's breath caught. She had known this was coming, but the reality of it hit her hard. Her body responded anyway, a slow ache building low in her belly. Derek guided her to the living room, the others following at a respectful distance. They settled on the couches while Derek turned to her.
"On your knees, Rach," he said, voice low and direct. "Show them how this starts."
She dropped down, the carpet soft under her knees. Her green eyes lifted to his, and she saw the mix of love and command there. Her hands moved to his belt without hesitation, fingers working the buckle open. The sound of the zipper filled the quiet room.
"Good girl," Derek murmured. "Take me out."
Rachel freed his cock, already hard and warm in her hand. She stroked him once, twice, then leaned in to run her tongue along the underside. A soft sound escaped her throat. The group's presence pressed in around her, not touching, just watching. It made every movement sharper.
Derek's hand settled on the back of her head. "Slower. Let them see."
She obeyed, taking him into her mouth inch by inch. Her lips stretched around him, saliva already slicking the way. She hollowed her cheeks and sucked, eyes watering slightly as she worked deeper. Derek's breathing grew heavier above her.
"That's it," he said. "Use your hand too."
Her fingers wrapped around the base, twisting in time with her mouth. Wet sounds filled the room. She could feel the others' attention like heat on her skin. Jenna shifted on the couch. Mark's smile had gone intent. Rachel's own arousal built steadily, her thighs pressing together.
Derek pulled her up after a few minutes. "Stand. Skirt up."
She rose on shaky legs and hiked her pencil skirt to her waist. Her panties were already damp. Derek hooked his fingers in the waistband and tugged them down, leaving her exposed to the room.
"Bend over the arm of the couch," he instructed.
Rachel did as told, forearms braced against the cushion. Derek stepped behind her, one hand gripping her hip. He rubbed the head of his cock through her folds, gathering wetness.
"Look at them while I fuck you," he said.
She lifted her head. The four faces watched with varying expressions of hunger and care. Derek pushed inside her in one smooth thrust. Rachel gasped, her body stretching around him. He set a steady rhythm, each stroke deliberate.
"Tell them how it feels," he said.
"Full," she breathed. "So good. I can feel all of you watching."
Derek's pace increased slightly. His hand slid around to rub her clit in tight circles. Rachel moaned, pushing back against him. The orgasm built fast under the dual attention. When it hit, her legs trembled and her inner walls clenched hard around him.
Derek followed soon after, groaning as he came deep inside her. He stayed there for a long moment, stroking her back. Then he helped her stand, pulling her skirt down gently.
"Rules hold," he said to the group. "Check-ins tomorrow."
Rachel met each person's eyes in turn. Her body hummed with satisfaction and the knowledge that this was only the beginning. The agreement was real now, signed in action as much as words.






  
  Monday Morning On Call


Rachel stepped into the office building with her usual composed stride, but everything felt different this morning. The slim fit of her pencil skirt hugged her hips a little tighter than usual, and the silk blouse brushed against her skin like a reminder. She had chosen the outfit carefully, the same way she always did, but now her mind kept drifting back to the contract they had signed at the dinner table. The bracelet on her wrist caught the light as she adjusted her bag. It signaled availability, and she could not stop noticing it. 
She reached her desk and set down her coffee, trying to focus on the stack of reports waiting for her. The marketing team meeting was in twenty minutes, and she needed to review the latest campaign metrics. Yet her thoughts kept circling back to Saturday night. Derek had taken her in front of their friends, and the memory sent a warm flush across her chest. She pressed her thighs together under the desk and opened her laptop, forcing herself into work mode.
"Morning, Rachel," called one of the junior coordinators from across the aisle. "You look sharp today."
"Thanks," she replied with a quick smile. "Just trying to stay ahead of the deadline."
Inside, her mind raced. She wondered if anyone could tell that the rules had changed. The group had agreed on signals and safe words, but bringing this into the office park felt risky. Derek had mentioned the possibility of daytime exceptions during the drafting, and she had nodded along, caught up in the thrill. Now the reality pressed against her professional armor.
She stood and smoothed her skirt before heading to the conference room. The hallway felt longer than usual, her heels clicking with each step. Her auburn hair brushed her shoulders as she walked, and she caught her reflection in a glass door. She looked put together, the sharp green eyes and impeccable blouse exactly as expected. No one would guess she was wearing a bracelet that meant her husband could claim her at any moment.
The meeting started on time. Rachel took her usual seat near the head of the table and opened her notes. Derek sat two chairs down, his dark hair neat and his expression focused on the projector screen. He glanced her way once, and the look carried a quiet heat that made her stomach tighten. She shifted in her seat and tried to concentrate on the numbers being discussed.
"Rachel, can you walk us through the engagement rates from last week?" the team lead asked.
She cleared her throat and began speaking, her voice steady and articulate. The words came out smoothly, but her mind kept flashing to the way Derek had gripped her hips on Saturday. She described the campaign lift with perfect clarity, yet every sentence felt like it sat on top of something else entirely. The bracelet felt heavier on her wrist.
Derek spoke next, his tone calm and professional. "We should consider pulling the supply closet data for the next phase. Rachel, maybe you can grab the backup files during the break?"
The request sounded ordinary, but Rachel heard the shift in his voice. It was the signal they had discussed. Her pulse jumped. She nodded once, keeping her face neutral. "Sure. I'll step out in a few minutes."
The meeting continued for another ten minutes. Rachel answered questions and jotted notes, but her body hummed with awareness. When the lead called a short break, she stood and walked toward the hallway. Derek followed a moment later, his footsteps steady behind her.
She reached the supply closet first and pushed the door open. The small space smelled of paper and cleaning supplies. Shelves lined the walls, and a single bulb cast dim light. Derek stepped in behind her and closed the door, turning the lock with a soft click.
"Bracelet still on?" he asked, his voice low.
"Yes," Rachel answered, turning to face him. Her breath came a little faster. "I'm on call."
Derek stepped closer and cupped her face with one hand. "Good. We don't have much time before they notice we're both gone. Bend over the table for me."
She moved without hesitation, placing her hands on the small metal table in the center of the room. Her skirt rode up as she leaned forward. Derek lifted the fabric slowly, bunching it at her waist. His fingers hooked into her panties and tugged them down just enough to expose her. Cool air touched her skin, and she felt the first stir of wetness between her legs.
"Already ready for this," he murmured, running two fingers along her folds. "You like knowing the rules are in play, don't you?"
"I do," she whispered. "It keeps me thinking about it all morning."
Derek freed his cock and pressed the head against her entrance. He pushed in with one firm thrust, filling her completely. Rachel bit her lip to keep from moaning out loud. The stretch felt intense after the weekend, and her body welcomed him with a rush of heat. He gripped her hips and started a quick rhythm, each stroke deep and purposeful.
"Quiet now," he said, his voice steady even as his pace increased. "We can't make noise. Just take it."
She nodded, her cheek pressed against the cool surface of the table. The sound of skin meeting skin stayed soft, muffled by the closed door. Derek reached around and rubbed her clit in small circles, matching the movement of his hips. Pleasure built fast, sharp and urgent. Rachel's thighs trembled, and she pushed back against him, chasing the sensation.
"That's it," he encouraged. "Come for me. We don't have long."
The orgasm rolled through her in a sudden wave. Her walls clenched around him, and she let out a soft, broken sound that she tried to swallow. Derek followed right after, burying himself deep as he came. He stayed inside her for a few seconds, breathing hard, then pulled
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