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Chapter One


I opened the door to let Greta in. She was my
boyfriend’s oldest friend. I already knew that. I was hoping
against hope that she was boring and dumpy. 

She wasn’t. 

She had a bubbly personality, curly blonde hair with
a pink streak dyed into it, brilliant blue eyes, and tits much
bigger than mine. Not that she was trying to show them off, but
they were big and it’s impossible to hide tits that big.

I knew she was bigger than me because my tits were
barely bigger than A cups. 

She was easily a D.

“Eleanor?” she asked behind a huge smile with
brilliant white teeth.

I wanted to hate her, but somehow I couldn’t. She
seemed so happy just to see me, a person she had never met
before.

“Call me Ellie,” I said automatically.

“Great to meet you Ellie,” she said and then threw
her arms around me in a huge hug and kissed me on the
cheek. ”You can call me Gigi.”

It was a much friendlier greeting than I had been
expecting.

“Where’s Brent?” she asked after letting me go so I
could breathe again.

“In here!” my boyfriend called from the kitchen.
“Making you dinner!”

Greta...Gigi...pushed into Brent’s house looking for
her old friend. 

I’ll admit it. I was a little miffed. Even though he
had told me she was his best and oldest friend—which I figured had
to be a bit of an exaggeration—and I had only been dating Brent a
grand total of four months, I was jealous of her.

Maybe because they had been friends, according to
him, since practically birth (their mothers had been college
roommates and Gigi was only ten days older than Brent).

Maybe because she was prettier than me. I’ll admit
it.

Maybe because I was unsure of where my relationship
with Brent stood.

And maybe because I was a tiny bit attracted to
her.

But I would never admit that.

Gigi had been in Brent’s house
before, even if she did live more than two
hundred miles away. She was back visiting
family and had to stop to see Brent. It was mandatory, he told me.
I followed behind and found her giving Brent a hug, but it was a
hug like someone might give a favorite cousin at the family reunion
or Thanksgiving. He gave her a kiss on the cheek and that was
that.

Gigi helped finish making dinner alongside me and
Brent. Dinner went well. It just seemed like a normal of old
friends.

Until we got into the third bottle of wine.

We were laughing about some dumb joke or another,
something about their childhood, when Gigi suddenly bursts out
with, “I can’t wait to fuck you tonight!”

I had a shocked look on my face when I instinctively
blurted, “What?”

It was Brent that screwed everything up. He was a
little too drunk and said, “Shh! I was planning on telling her
later!” Then he laughed hysterically.

At that point I knew that Gigi wasn’t just goofing
around.

I fixed him with a glare. “Tell me what?” It was a
question, but it was also a demand.

Gigi, to her credit, slapped her hand in front of
her mouth and muttered. “I’m sorry. Shit! I fucked it up!”

Brent waved his hand at her. “It’s fine. It’s fine,
Gigi. I have to tell her sometime.”

My eyes narrowed. “Tell me what, exactly? Are you
two in some secret relationship? Am I a fucking beard?”

“We’re not in a secret relationship,” said Brent,
suddenly very sober.

“Well, it’s not much of a secret,” Gigi giggled.

I frowned at her. “What’s that supposed to
mean?”

“We’re friends,” Brent said. 

“Just friends?”

“More than friends,” Gigi offered too easily. “But
our families think we’re just friends.”

“We were always lumped together when we were growing
up,” Brent hastily explained. “Our siblings were much older and our
parents were...hands off with us because we didn’t cause
trouble.”

“Brent and I lost our virginities to each other
right after we turned sixteen,” Gigi said as if she couldn’t help
herself.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I said, my
lip curling. “And you’ve been fucking her on and off since
then?”

“Yes,” Brent said.

“Except when I was married for three years. Biggest
mistake of my life,” Gigi muttered.

“Yeah…” Brent said in a tone that told me there was
more to the story.

“Spill it,” I told him.

Gigi did the deed. “Okay, so maybe we hooked up a
few times while I was married to Chad. But that wasn’t the reason I
got divorced.”

“It sounds like it,” I muttered.

Gigi looked at Brent and put down her wine glass. It
was empty anyway. “Are you going to invite her into our bed or
not?” Gigi demanded.

“Our bed?” I was
offended.

“Can I explain?” Brent demanded. 

“I wasn’t expecting to get invited into a three-way
tonight,” I told him.

“Says the girl who screamed at me on our first date
to spank her hard enough to cry and then to shove my dick up her
ass.” Brent wasn’t exaggerating.

“You’ve got to be kidding!” Gigi hooted. 

“No,” Brent said evenly.

Gigi looked at me. 

My face flushed bright red.

“Okay, yeah, that’s true.”

“She’s pretty kinky,” Brent told her.

I covered my face with my hand. “Please don’t tell
her everything.”

“He doesn’t have to,” Gigi said graciously. “I just
want to know if we’re all going to be fucking tonight.”

“Uh…” was my reaction, which I think was fair
because I didn’t think I was going to get invited into a three-way
with my newish boyfriend and his life-long friend tonight.

“Well?” Brent asked me. “Usually Greta and I have
sex when she visits. Do you want to join us?” 

He was trembling. I could see his hands shaking.

That wasn’t the reason I said yes, but it sure
helped a lot in getting me to yes.

“Yes.”

Gigi’s eyes lit up when I said yes. “I told you
she’d say yes.”

I was flabbergasted. “I’ve never met you! How would
you even guess at what I’d say?”

“Brent told me all about you.”

That sounded good, but she didn’t know me as well as
she thought she did.

Yes, it was true that I asked Brent to spank me hard
enough to cry and then have anal sex with me on our first date. In
my defense, I was a little bit drunk. Sort of like now. Also in my
defense, I hadn’t had sex in over six months before that.

Finally, in my defense, anal sex and spanking are
pretty low key kinks. I should know. I didn’t tell, and still
haven’t told, Brent about all my kinks.

I didn’t think he knew I was bi, but maybe he
guessed. I wasn’t into telling guys that I was bi because as soon
as they find out one of two things happens. One: they immediately
want to have a three-way. Possibility two: they tell me I’m
confused and I’m either straight and confused or a lesbian and I
needed to pick one right then.

Gigi was
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