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  Chapter one
Unspoken Arrangement


Chuck’s Monday at the design firm was the usual grind: endless client revisions, color tweaks, the kind of dull routine that made his cock ache for something better. On the drive home, he kept thinking about Bree—what she’d make for dinner, if he could talk her into at least jerking him off tonight. Three weeks since she’d touched his cock with anything but her pussy, and even that was rare now. He opened the apartment door and was hit by the wet, obscene sound of someone sucking cock. Not just any cocksucking—hungry, eager, the kind that made his skin prickle. 
Derek sat sprawled on Chuck’s couch, his jeans and boxers bunched around his ankles, tattooed arms draped casually along the back cushions. Between his spread thighs knelt Bree, her auburn hair cascading down her back as she bobbed rhythmically on Derek’s thick cock. The slurping sounds were obscene, echoing through the living room alongside Bree’s muffled moans of pleasure. Saliva glistened on Derek’s shaft each time she pulled back, strings of spit connecting her full lips to his cockhead before she dove down again, taking him deeper.
Chuck froze in the doorway, his messenger bag slipping off his shoulder and thudding to the floor. His hands clenched into fists, knuckles white, useless at his sides. Jealousy burned in his chest, sharp and hot, but underneath it, his cock betrayed him, swelling in his khakis, the fabric suddenly too tight. He hated how fast it happened, how the sight of Bree on her knees made his cock throb even as his stomach twisted.
Bree’s hazel eyes flicked up, locking onto Chuck’s face. Her pupils were dilated with arousal, her cheeks flushed pink as she continued working Derek’s shaft. She didn’t pull off, didn’t pause. Instead, she held Chuck’s gaze while her lips stretched wide around Derek’s girth, her tongue visible as it swirled around the swollen head. A small, pleased sound escaped her throat, vibrating against Derek’s cock and making him grunt.
“Yo, Chuck! Perfect timing, bro,” Derek called out, his voice casual as if they were discussing the weather rather than the fact that his cock was currently disappearing into Chuck’s girlfriend’s throat. “We’re going camping this weekend up at Redwood Lake. You coming? Make sure you bring your girl so we can get heads around the campfire.”
Derek’s words made Chuck’s face burn, humiliation and arousal crashing together inside him. Bree gagged as Derek’s cock hit her throat, her body jerking, then settling as she forced herself to take more. The wet, choking noises filled the room, obscene and raw. Chuck should have been disgusted, should have told them to stop, but his cock just throbbed harder, leaking into his underwear, aching for something he knew he shouldn’t want.
“Fuck yes,” Bree moaned, finally pulling off Derek’s cock with a lewd pop. Her lipstick was smeared, saliva coating her chin and dripping down to her shirt. She stroked Derek’s spit-slick shaft with both hands, her movements practiced and eager. “I’m his slutty cockhole. I love being Derek’s personal cockhole.”
The words punched the air out of Chuck’s lungs. His face went hot, sweat beading at his hairline. Bree—his Bree, the girl who slept in his bed every night—was on her knees, calling herself Derek’s cockhole, and she meant it. Her nipples pressed hard against her shirt, her breath coming fast, her whole body lit up with excitement. She wanted this. She wanted to be used.
“Bree,” Chuck heard himself say, his voice hoarse and strained. “Why won’t you… Why them and not me? It doesn’t make sense.”
Bree glanced over at him, her expression shifting to something almost tender even as she continued jerking Derek’s cock. “Babe, you’re my boyfriend. I respect you too much for that gross stuff.” She leaned forward, running her tongue along the underside of Derek’s shaft from base to tip. “This is degrading. It’s slutty. I can’t do this with someone I actually love.”
The logic was insane, twisted, completely backwards. Yet Bree stated it as a simple fact, as if it were the most reasonable thing in the world. Chuck opened his mouth to argue, to point out how fucked up that reasoning was, but Derek chose that moment to grip Bree’s hair roughly with both hands.
“Enough talking, cocksucker,” Derek growled, guiding Bree’s mouth back onto his cock. He held her head firmly, controlling the pace as he thrust upward into her throat. “Show your boyfriend how well you service dick.”
Bree’s muffled moans filled the room as Derek used her mouth, her hands braced on his tattooed thighs for balance. Drool ran down her chin, pooling on the hardwood floor between her knees. Her eyes watered as Derek pushed deeper, his balls slapping against her chin with each thrust. Through it all, she stared at Chuck, maintaining eye contact as another man’s cock plowed her throat.
Chuck’s hands shook. His cock pressed painfully against his zipper, so hard it almost hurt, even as jealousy and shame twisted in his stomach. He couldn’t look away. Bree’s lips were stretched wide, Derek’s cock bulging in her throat, and she took it all with desperate hunger. The image seared itself into his brain, impossible to forget.
“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” Derek announced, his grip tightening in Bree’s hair. His hips jerked erratically, his muscular body tensing. “Swallow it all, slut. Every fucking drop.”
Derek’s head fell back as he came with a loud groan, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself directly down Bree’s throat. Her throat worked as she swallowed, not spilling a single drop, her hands massaging Derek’s balls to milk every bit of cum from him. When he finally released her hair, Bree pulled off slowly, licking her lips and cleaning his softening cock with dedicated strokes of her tongue.
“All right, man, my balls feel ten times lighter.” Derek zipped up and stood, clapping Chuck on the shoulder as he passed. His grin was smug, satisfied. “You really know how to pick a good head monster. See you this weekend.”
The door closed behind Derek, leaving Chuck and Bree alone in the sudden silence. Bree rose from her knees, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She looked at Chuck with bright eyes, her face still flushed with arousal.
Chuck closed the space between them in a few stumbling steps, grabbing Bree and smashing his mouth against hers. Derek’s cum was thick on her tongue, bitter and hot, and the taste should have made him recoil. Instead, his cock jerked, throbbing in his pants. He kissed her harder, his hands digging into her hips, needing her, needing to claim her.
“Bedroom,” he managed between kisses, his voice rough with need.
They stumbled down the hall, stripping as they went, clothes hitting the floor in a trail. By the time they reached the bed, Chuck’s pants were tangled around his ankles, Bree’s shirt forgotten. He shoved her onto the mattress, not caring about foreplay, just needing to be inside her. His cock slid into her easily—she was dripping, still wet from Derek’s cock, her cunt slick and ready.
Chuck fucked her hard, fast, the filthy names Derek had used for her pounding in his head. Slutty cockhole. Cocksucker. Head monster. The words made his balls ache, his orgasm building too quickly. He tried to slow down, tried to hold back, but all he could see was Bree’s mouth stretched around Derek’s cock. He came in less than a minute, spilling into her with a broken, desperate groan.
“Already?” Bree giggled beneath him, her tone teasing but not unkind. She ran her fingers through his hair as he collapsed beside her, his chest heaving. “That was even faster than last time, babe.”
Chuck’s face burned. He’d barely lasted, not even a minute, while Derek had used Bree’s mouth for what felt like forever. The comparison was brutal, humiliating. His cock still twitched, half-hard, even as shame and doubt crawled through him.
Could he really keep doing this? Watching his friends use Bree’s mouth, knowing she’d never do the same for him? Jealousy gnawed at him, but underneath it was something worse—a sick, hungry arousal he couldn’t admit to. His body wanted what his mind hated, craving the thing that broke him.
Bree curled against his side, her breath warm on his chest. “Love you, babe,” she murmured sleepily.
Chuck stared at the ceiling, the scene in the living room playing over and over in his head. He couldn’t stop questioning himself, their relationship, everything he thought he wanted.

      ***Dinner was silent, leftover pasta that Chuck barely tasted. He tried to focus on eating, on Bree’s mindless talk about her day, but all he could see was Derek’s cock vanishing into her throat. The shower after was useless—he scrubbed himself raw, trying to wash away the memory, but it clung to him. He’d just tied a towel around his waist when the doorbell rang.
Through the bathroom door, Chuck heard Bree’s delighted squeal. “Jordan! What brings you by?”
“Need to borrow that power drill Chuck mentioned last week,” Jordan’s voice carried down the hallway. “That cool?”
Chuck’s jaw clenched. They didn’t even own a power drill. Jordan’s excuse was a joke, and they all knew it. But Bree played along, her voice breathless, excitement leaking through every word.
“Of course! Come in, come in. Let me help you look for it.”
Chuck stepped out of the bathroom, steam curling around him, already knowing what he’d see. His feet slapped the floor, water dripping from his hair, towel barely holding on. The bedroom door was open. Bree was on her knees on the bed, already tugging Jordan’s zipper down, her hands sure and eager.
Jordan’s stocky frame stood at the foot of the bed, his hands relaxed at his sides as Bree freed his cock from his jeans. The moment her fingers wrapped around his shaft, her face transformed—pupils dilating, lips parting, breath quickening. She didn’t hesitate, didn’t tease. Within seconds, her mouth engulfed Jordan’s cockhead, her tongue swirling around it as she sank down to take more.
Chuck stopped in the doorway, fingers digging into the frame. The wet, hungry sounds of Bree sucking cock filled the room, loud and filthy. Jordan’s shaft was slick with spit, shining in the lamplight as Bree bobbed faster, her nipples hard and obvious through her tank top, her whole body flushed with need.
Chuck felt his cock swell under the towel, thickening no matter how much he tried to will it away. The towel tented, his body betraying him, his face burning with shame as pre-cum leaked from his tip.
Jordan didn’t acknowledge Chuck’s presence at all. He stood with his head tilted back, one hand moving to grip Bree’s auburn hair, using it to guide her movements on his cock. “That’s it, blowjob slut. Show me what that mouth is good for.”
Bree moaned around Jordan’s shaft, the vibration making him grunt with pleasure. She pulled back until just the head remained between her lips, then drove forward, taking him deep into her throat. Her eyes watered as she gagged slightly, but she didn’t pull off. Instead, she held him there, her throat working around his length before sliding back.
“Fuck yes,” Bree gasped when she came up for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to Jordan’s cock. She stroked him with both hands, her movements quick and eager. “I love being your cockhole. Use my throat however you want.”
The words hit Chuck like a shock. His cock was rock hard, straining against the towel, and he couldn’t move, couldn’t look away. Bree was worshipping Jordan’s cock, licking it like it was the only thing that mattered, then swallowing him whole again. She looked like she loved it.
Jordan’s hips began to thrust, fucking Bree’s mouth with increasing intensity. His grip tightened in her hair, holding her head still as he used her throat as a jerk-off sleeve. “Take it deeper, you pretty cocksucker. All the way down.”
Bree’s hands moved to grip Jordan’s thighs for balance as he drove into her mouth. Drool ran down her chin, dripping onto her tank top and soaking the fabric. The wet, choking sounds of Jordan’s cock hitting the back of her throat mixed with her muffled moans of pleasure. Her whole body was flushed with arousal, her breathing ragged whenever Jordan pulled out enough for her to gasp for air.
Chuck’s hands shook on the doorframe, knuckles white. His cock throbbed under the towel, leaking pre-cum, the fabric damp and sticky. Bree’s lips were stretched wide, Jordan’s cock bulging in her throat, and she looked hungry for it. The image burned into Chuck’s mind, impossible to erase.
Bree’s glazed eyes suddenly found Chuck’s, holding his gaze as Jordan continued thrusting into her mouth. Her expression was ecstatic, drunk
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