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Chapter 1


​ Chapter 1

I found them in the basement. I was so
drunk by then my knees nearly gave out when I saw it. Yet, even in
my shock, the whole thing sort of made perfect sense. The signs had
been there for weeks - it would be silly for me to tell you I was
all that surprised.

But still, it
is difficult to watch
your girlfriend fuck your best friend.

The first time I noticed something
weird was at a pool party at a friend’s house. Alicia and I got
into an argument that morning about her bikini – it was just way,
way too small. Alicia is curvy in all the right places, with huge
tits, and a nice, plump ass. All of that flesh was basically out,
with her butt cheeks gobbling up the bikini bottoms, and the bikini
top basically just a glorified nipple cover. Needless to say, I
didn’t win that argument. We went to the party, and Alicia
proceeded to get drunk.

Now, obviously all of our male friends
were staring, and people were drinking. My best friend, Chris, was
late to the party that day but showed up in red swim trunks and
looked like he’d been working out a bit more as of late. I could
tell that he was looking at Alicia a bit more than usual, talking
to her a bit more than usual, and just generally giving her more
attention.

It was a friend of ours,
Robert, who complimented Alicia’s bikini. It irked me. I remember
that very specifically. Why was he commenting on my girlfriend’s
swimsuit? But I didn’t say anything, I didn’t want to make it
awkward. And besides, I was way more concerned with the way Chris
was staring at Alicia. Not to mention how smiley Alicia was being with
Chris.

Anyways, a few weeks
later, Chris and I went golfing. We got drunk on 9 holes and I lost
– again. It’s
been a point of contention in our friendship for a very long time,
the way I always lose, the way he always bullies me for it during
and after. It got so bad at one point that it really put a strain
on things between us. Luckily, that day, he was going easy on the
trash talk. Which is good, because I’m already frustrated from
losing. Chris could see how angry I was, how drunk, and how it was
a bad time to start teasing.

We went home to have a few drinks.
Chris doesn’t say a word about the golf match. Things are going
fine, I’m starting to loosen up, starting to forget about the game.
Chris even looks a little sleepy from all the booze and
sun.

And then Alicia came downstairs - in
nothing but a short red robe that barely made it halfway down her
thick, caramel-colored thighs. My stomach knotted right away. Why
would she come down with so little on? It was obvious she wasn’t
wearing a bra either, and you could see the heavyset line of her
cleavage within the lapels of the robe.

Chris sat straight up and life came
into his eyes.

“Hey Chris,” Alicia smiled, walking
over to us. “Hey, Andrew. How was golf, guys?”

“Hot today,” Chris winked. “Don’t
blame you for dressing light.”

“I just like to be comfortable,”
Alicia slid onto the couch, on the other side of Chris so Chris was
now in the middle. She leaned back against the armrest and the robe
pulled further up her thighs. I honestly didn’t know if she was
wearing panties or not. “So, who won?”

Anger flared in my stomach.

“Just the usual,” Chris said with a
creeping, arrogant grin. “I whooped up on Andrew and handed him a
participation trophy.”

Alicia giggled. I turned
red.

“Thing is, Andrew just isn’t good at
stuff like that,” Chris chuckled, his back to me, his eyes on
Alicia.

“Stuff like what?” Alicia took the
bait.

“Sports? Athletics? I mean, he’s never
really been able to compete with me.” He turned and looked at me
over his shoulder. “Have you, buddy?”

“Fuck you,” I spat. “I gotta
piss.”

I went to the bathroom to splash cold
water on my face and let the anger ebb, so I didn’t explode in
front of Alicia. But I could hear them talking. Could hear Alicia
giggling and Chris talking his shit.

“I mean I kinda feel bad for the guy,”
his voice was smug laughter. “Maybe he could compete with some
other guys, but he’s just never really been able to beat me in
much…that’s why I’m so confused how he landed a chick like
you.

“Stop it, Chris – you’re
awful!”

But it was clear in her voice that she
didn’t think he was awful. And when I came out of the bathroom, I
was no less angry, and Chris was even less inclined to stop the
bullying.

“Look at how red his face
is, Gab,” he said, nudging her shoulder hard enough to make her
tits jiggle in the robe. “That’s not sunburn. That’s
defeat.”

They literally laughed at me together.
I bit my tongue, tried to hold it in.

“Oh my gosh, Andrew,” Alicia said
between guffaws, “are you okay? You’re literally getting redder as
we speak.”

“Told you!” Chris laughed.

“It’s just a game, babe,” Alicia
laughed.

The only reason I sat
there and took the abuse was because I wasn’t about to leave Chris
alone with Alicia - not with how drunk he was, and how high he was
on her attention. I mean, Chris was married for God’s sakes. But I knew
that didn’t mean much to him. I acknowledged right then that
something was up, and I’d have to keep my eye on him.

Fast forward to just a few hours
ago.

Alicia and I hit the bar
with some friends -a married couple. Before we went, Chris came
over and dropped his car off and he, myself, and Alicia took an
uber. Alicia was wearing a white shirt, the three buttons near the
collar undone and her smushed cleavage showing. The shirt
was tight. She
paired it with jeans that were even tighter, like second skin sort
of tight, and her big, plump ass was outlined in perfect blue
denim. I had started to notice that she dressed differently when
Chris was going to be at the function.

The five of us started drinking pretty
heavily and soon enough Chris suggested darts. When it was my turn,
I started to aim at the board, shifting the dart along my eyeline
to steady my shot.

“If it’s anything like the fairway
he’ll kill someone,” Chris murmured. Alicia erupted into laughter.
My heart rate spiked. I tossed the door and hit the outer rim
closest to the wall. “Ha! What I say?”

I glanced at them. Along the way, a
few feet away, watching me take my turn. Chris on a barstool,
Alicia standing next to him – shoulder to shoulder. If you were a
stranger who’d just walked in, you’d think they were a couple. Our
married friends, Donna and Dave, were looking at me with suppressed
grins. I realized I was the butt of the joke.

“The bull’s eye is in the middle
dumbass,” Chris joked as I lined
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