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  Chapter one
The Invitation's Edge


The apartment was a shoebox, barely big enough for two people to breathe without bumping elbows, and the walls were so thin you could hear every moan, fart, or whispered insult from the next room. Tonight, the living room felt even smaller, suffocating under the weight of Kendrick's nerves. He fumbled with the Monopoly box on the battered coffee table, his hands slick with sweat, the cardboard nearly slipping from his grip. Monopoly was supposed to be safe, a pathetic attempt to paper over the cracks between him and Oswald, his asshole of a roommate, whose daily routine consisted of turning their home into a warzone of dick-measuring contests and casual humiliation. The overhead light flickered, casting ugly shadows over the sagging couch (stained, probably with something unspeakable), a couple of folding chairs that looked like they'd been stolen from a dumpster, and a rug so filthy it was more bacteria than fabric. The air was thick with the stench of fake butter from the microwave popcorn, mixing with the sour tang of week-old takeout and the ever-present musk of sweat and unwashed socks. Outside, traffic rumbled by, oblivious to the slow, simmering misery inside. 
Kendrick glanced at the clock—7:45 PM—and felt his heart hammering in his chest, his hands shaking as he lined up the game pieces with a desperation that screamed loser. He was the definition of average: a body that only looked fit if you squinted, brown hair cropped short in a failed attempt to look confident, blue eyes that never met anyone's for long, especially not Oswald's. Tonight, he was pretending he could change that. Inviting Oswald to game night with Ingrid was his pathetic olive branch, a last-ditch effort to make peace with the guy who'd spent six months making him feel like a worm. But underneath the dread, something else twisted in his gut—a sick, humiliating excitement at what Oswald might do, what chaos he might unleash. He pictured Ingrid's laugh, her smile, the way she made everything feel less shitty, but the thought of her sitting across from Oswald, of Oswald's eyes crawling over her, made Kendrick's cock twitch with a shameful, perverted thrill. Was it jealousy? Or was it something even more pathetic—a craving to watch, to be humiliated?
The buzzer ripped him out of his spiral, and he scrambled to let Ingrid in. She swept into the apartment like she owned the place, tall and athletic, her body a walking wet dream that made Kendrick's cock twitch just looking at her. Her auburn hair spilled over her shoulders, catching the shitty light, and her green eyes sparkled with that cocky, teasing glint that had hooked him from day one. She wore a tight top and jeans that clung to her ass and thighs, the kind of outfit that made it impossible not to stare, the denim stretched over muscle and curves that begged to be grabbed. "Hey, you," she said, her voice low, pressing a kiss to his cheek, her lips soft and warm, leaving a smear of heat on his skin. Her fingers lingered on his arm, tracing down to his wrist, and Kendrick felt a jolt shoot straight to his groin, his cock already half-hard and aching. She smelled like vanilla shampoo and sweat, the scent mixing with the filth of the apartment and making him want to drop to his knees and beg.
"You're early," Kendrick managed, his voice cracking, pulling her in like he was afraid she'd vanish. Her tits pressed into his chest, soft and warm, and his cock jerked in his pants, already betraying him. Ingrid grinned, standing tall, her eyes flicking around the dumpy room with a smirk. "Trying to get me alone before Oswald turns this into a dick-measuring contest?" she teased, her hand sliding down to grab his ass, squeezing hard enough to make him gasp. Ingrid felt a rush of excitement; game nights were usually just the two of them, safe and boring, but tonight, with Oswald—the asshole Kendrick never shut up about—there was a dangerous edge. Kendrick's stories made Oswald sound like a brute, the kind of guy who fucked first and asked questions never. Part of her wanted to see what that was like, to feel that raw, unapologetic energy up close. Her pulse quickened, her nipples stiffening under her bra, a secret thrill running through her.
Before Kendrick could say anything, the front door crashed open—no knock, no warning, just Oswald barging in like he owned the place. He swaggered in, tall and built like a linebacker, his black t-shirt stretched tight over biceps that looked like they could snap Kendrick in half. His hair was cropped short, his hazel eyes cold and hungry as they swept the room, landing on Ingrid and lighting up with a predatory grin. "Well, well, look what the fuck we have here," he boomed, slapping Kendrick on the back so hard he nearly faceplanted into the coffee table. The slap stung, a reminder that Oswald could do whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted, and Kendrick's face burned with humiliation and a sick, submissive thrill. Oswald's cologne hit next, thick and spicy, drowning out the popcorn and marking his territory. He turned to Ingrid, his eyes crawling over her hips and tits before finally meeting her gaze. "Ingrid, right? Kendrick's been hiding you. That outfit's wasted on him—those legs deserve better." His voice was deep, cocky, and full of the kind of confidence that made Kendrick want to disappear.
Ingrid flushed slightly, her skin warming under his scrutiny, a spark of something electric igniting in her core. She laughed it off, crossing her arms in a way that accentuated her cleavage unintentionally—or was it? "Flattery won't win you the game, Oswald. But thanks." Her confident posture held, but inside, her thoughts raced: his presence was overwhelming, a wall of muscle and ego that made the room feel charged, intimate in its confinement. Kendrick watched the exchange, his stomach twisting with jealousy that manifested as a hardening in his pants, confusing and unwelcome. Why did Oswald's audacity turn him on? He cleared his throat, gesturing to the couch. "Let's get started. Snacks are out, beers in the fridge." As they settled in, thighs brushing against each other on the too-small couch—the soft fabric rasping against denim, the warmth of bodies seeping through clothes—the air thickened. Oswald's knee bumped Ingrid's accidentally-on-purpose, a brief contact that sent a jolt up her thigh, her breath catching as she shifted, feeling the first stirrings of dampness between her legs.
The game started off tame, dice clattering on the table, but Kendrick couldn't stop himself from over-explaining the rules, his voice shaky and desperate. Oswald sprawled across the couch, arms wide, his hand hanging just above Ingrid's shoulder, claiming space that wasn't his but might as well have been. "This is adorable, Kendrick. Playing house with your girl. But let's not waste time with kiddie shit." Oswald's eyes glinted, and he cracked open a beer, the sound loud and final. The first few rounds were a blur: Ingrid landed on Boardwalk, laughing like she owned the place; Kendrick bought properties like a nervous virgin; Oswald scooped up utilities, grinning like he was collecting notches on his bedpost. Then Oswald bankrupted Kendrick with a hotel, smirking. "Alright, loser does dishes for a week," he said, and it wasn't a suggestion.
Kendrick hesitated, his blue eyes flicking to Ingrid for support. "Come on, man, it's just a game." But his voice cracked, betraying the hesitation that Oswald pounced on. "Afraid of a little wager? Makes it real." Ingrid watched, her green eyes narrowing slightly, but she felt a thrill at the shift—the power imbalance hanging in the air like humidity before a storm. Her fingers toyed with a game piece, the cool metal grounding her as her mind wandered to what other bets Oswald might propose. The scent of his cologne grew stronger as he leaned forward, brushing her arm when passing the dice, the contact lingering a second too long, his skin rough and warm. Kendrick noticed, his jealousy spiking into a confusing arousal, his cock stirring again as he imagined Oswald's hands on her.
Oswald kept winning, his grin getting wider and meaner every time. He started making up rules: the best parking spot was his, he got the TV remote, whatever he wanted. Every time Kendrick lost, Oswald rubbed it in. "Better luck next time, champ. Or maybe you're just not man enough for this." Kendrick's face burned, the humiliation crawling under his skin, but underneath it all, he felt a sick, needy heat, his breath coming faster as he wondered if Ingrid saw him as a loser now. Ingrid jumped in, "Go easy, Oswald. Kendrick's not that bad," but her voice was teasing, her legs crossing and uncrossing, the denim rubbing against her pussy, making her even wetter.
Then Oswald upped the ante. He stared at Ingrid, eyes hungry. "One more round. If I win, I get some alone time with Ingrid. Just a little chat, nothing dirty—unless she wants it." The words hit like a punch, the room going dead quiet. Kendrick's heart hammered, torn between wanting to scream and wanting to watch, his cock throbbing in his pants. "No way," he tried, but his voice was weak, pathetic, and his hard-on was obvious. Ingrid's pulse raced, her nipples poking through her shirt, the fabric doing nothing to hide how turned on she was. "It's just a game, right?" she said, her voice shaky, curiosity winning out. Oswald grinned, all teeth. "What's wrong, Kendrick? Scared I'll show her what a real man is?"
The dice clattered, and of course Oswald won. "Kitchen time," he said, standing up and holding out his hand for Ingrid like he was claiming a prize. She took it, her skin tingling at his grip, strong and possessive, and let him lead her into the kitchen. Kendrick was left behind, cleaning up the mess, his hands shaking, straining to catch any sound of what was happening. In the kitchen, Oswald leaned in, his body blocking out the light. "So, Ingrid, what's a girl like you doing with a loser like Kendrick?" he asked, voice low and cocky. Ingrid felt exposed, her body flushing, heat pooling between her legs as Oswald's words and presence pressed in on her. Their conversation was all teasing, Oswald's compliments bold, his laughter rough, and Ingrid's arousal building with every second she spent alone with him.
When they came back, Ingrid's cheeks were flushed, her hand on Kendrick's sending a shock through his whole body. He burned with humiliation, but his mind was spinning with filthy fantasies of what Oswald might have done to her. Oswald just smirked, looking at Ingrid like she was already his. "Next time, we play for real stakes—private time that actually counts," he said, and Kendrick's cock throbbed with a mix of dread and desperate, pathetic excitement.






  
  Chapter two
Wagers of Whispered Secrets


The days after the first game night crawled by, the apartment stinking of leftover tension and humiliation. Kendrick couldn't stop replaying the night: Oswald's cocky grin, the way he'd touched Ingrid, the low voices in the kitchen while Kendrick was left to clean up like a fucking servant. The shame of it burned, but what burned hotter was the hard-on that wouldn't go away, even hours later. He'd had to jerk off in the bathroom, cock in hand, thinking about Oswald's hand on Ingrid and the way he'd been made to feel like a loser. The new rules Oswald had laid down—his parking spot, his remote—were just reminders that Kendrick was the one getting walked on. But instead of getting angry, Kendrick found himself wanting more, desperate to feel that humiliating rush again, his dick twitching at the thought of another round. 
Ingrid couldn't get the night out of her head either. Even when she was running, legs pumping, she kept thinking about the way Oswald had looked at her, the grip of his hand on her arm—so much rougher than Kendrick ever was. She loved Kendrick, sure, but Oswald's confidence made her ache in places Kendrick's shyness never touched. She remembered how wet she'd gotten just from the way Oswald stared at her, and in the shower, her fingers found her clit, rubbing herself to a fast, guilty orgasm while she pictured Oswald's hands all over her. When she texted Kendrick about another game night
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