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“Are you sure it’s going to fit?” I asked, stepping back to look as my husband and his best friend, Dex, tried to shove the small twin-size mattress through the narrow space to get it lined up on the frame.  

“We’ll make it,” Alex grunted as he pushed harder, showing off the defined muscles I admired on my husband.

“I really don’t mind sleeping on the couch,” Dex said as they maneuvered in the small space.

“Fuck that. You came to help us. The least I can do is give you a proper place to sleep. I just wish my grandma would have told me we wouldn’t have heat up here. Could have saved this trip for the summer instead of trying to get things done during a fucking blizzard.”

“It’s not a problem. I don’t mind helping,” Dex replied as they dropped the mattress onto the frame and stared at it.

When Alex’s grandma had called and asked if he could help with a few repairs at the cabin, she failed to mention just how many there were. Not only was the heater not working, but the guest bathroom was out of order due to plumbing issues, the kitchen had started to be remodeled, but the work was never finished, and there was a giant hole in the wall in the living room with no explanation as to why. This left us with three people needing to share the only functional bedroom and bathroom. 

“I saw some wood gathered by the back door. I’ll get a fire started, and then we can settle in for the night. Sorry about the cramped space,” Alex said, shoving a hand through his short hair. 

I chewed my lip as I looked around the room and saw how we would literally be on top of each other. There was nothing separating the two beds, except for a small gap between the mattresses, making it one large bed that I would share with my husband and his best friend. 

I swallowed hard, ignoring the curious glance from my husband as heat spread across my neck and up my face as I forced the inappropriate thoughts out of my head. His lips curled into a slight smirk as if he knew exactly what I was thinking. I looked away and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, avoiding his gaze. 

“I don’t need much,” Dex replied with a shrug as he shoved his hands into his jeans and smiled. 

I could already feel the tension in the air as they both studied me. 

It didn’t take much for them to notice something was going on. Between the flushed skin and the change in my breathing, I had everyone’s attention. But that was the thing about being so close to Dex, he could read me as well as my husband. There were no secrets between the three of us other than the dark desires I had been harboring since the day I first met them back in college. While I had immediately fallen for Alex, I could never deny the attraction I felt for Dex.  

“Everything alright?” Alex asked, stepping in front of me and lifting my chin between his fingers as he forced me to look at him.

“Yeah. Why?” I responded a little too breathlessly.

He chuckled softly and arched an eyebrow as he called me on my bullshit.

“Just checking. You seem a little flustered.”

I rubbed my lips together and looked past him to find Dex fighting a grin as he stared down at the bed and ran a finger along the scruff on his jaw.

“Nope. Just cold. And tired,” I lied, rocking back on my heels as I pretended to shiver. 

I was far from cold. The room could be covered in ice, and I would easily set it on fire with the heat radiating through me at the thought of sharing a bed with both of them tonight. What made it even worse was that Alex was well aware of how easily I was turned on by the thought of being with two men. We had talked about it several times, and it had been discussed in filthy detail, quickly bringing me to orgasm every single time. The only thing that hadn’t been discussed was how often I imagined his best friend as the man who joined us. 

“Oh. Good. Because I would hate to make things hard for you,” Alex replied, chewing his lower lip as Dex turned and coughed to hide the laugh that spilled out of him. I had no idea if Alex ever talked to Dex about our sex life. I couldn’t imagine he would, but then again, they were best friends, and there wasn’t much they didn’t talk about. 

“You’re the worst,” I hissed, leaning up on my tiptoes to reach his ears so Dex couldn’t hear me. I shook my head and went to pull away when his arm snaked around my waist. He pulled me against his chest, pinning me with a look that was anything but playful.

“No, baby. I’m the best, and you know it. Why don’t you go take a shower, and I’ll help you relax before bed.”

My eyebrows rose as I stared at him in disbelief. Was he kidding me right now? Dex was standing right there! The last thing I was going to do was allow my husband to make me come when his best friend was less than a few feet away, even if it was one of my fantasies. But that was the problem—this was real life, not a fantasy.  

“But—” I started before he pressed a finger over my lips to stop me.

“I’m not going to fight with you on this, Georgia. Go take a shower. You know you always feel better after a long, hot one.”

I knew my face gave away what I was thinking when he chuckled again and shook his head. 

I pulled a deep breath in and let it out slowly as I turned on my heel and grabbed the duffel bag I had packed for what was supposed to be a two-night stay at the cabin. Thanks to the blizzard raging outside, I wouldn’t be surprised if we got stuck even longer.

I entered the small bathroom attached to the bedroom and closed the door behind me. My face was still flushed, and I knew it was going to be a very long night trying to avoid the feelings stirring deep inside of me.
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“I can sleep in the living room,” Dex offered after we heard the shower turn on in the bathroom.

I grabbed the clean sheets and tossed a set to Dex for his bed. The beds were already stripped when we arrived, and all the linens needed to be washed. My grandma was in the process of moving into an assisted living facility and wanted to sell the cabin since she was no longer able to visit and enjoy it. Unfortunately, there was a lot that needed to be done before it would be ready to list, so I offered to come up for the weekend and help with the repairs. Georgia had recommended bringing our own linens, which was a good call given the quilts my grandma had were from the seventies. It had been years since anyone had used the cabin, and the deterioration of it showed.

“I’m not going to have you sleep in the living room. It’s freezing in there.” 

The fireplace in the bedroom crackled as I stepped around the front of the bed. I had made sure to start it right away so Georgia wouldn’t be cold after she got out of the shower. I waited for Dex to move his mattress slightly so I could lift mine to pull the fitted sheet over the queen-sized mattress Georgia and I would be sleeping on. It was smaller than the king-sized bed we had at home, but we would make it work. Besides, it was freezing balls in here, so we had a good excuse to cuddle and share body heat. 

“I don’t want to make Georgia uncomfortable sleeping in here,” Dex said as he tossed the flat sheet onto the bed and stared at me. 

“You’re not,” I assured him, turning my attention to the pillows we had brought with us. Georgia really had thought of everything, which made me feel like shit for teasing her about bringing so much when we were only staying for a few nights. With the storm raging outside, we would be here even longer than that. 

“You’re so full of shit. I know most of Georgia’s looks, but that one was new. I would never do anything to make her uneasy, so if I need to sleep in another room, I will.” 

I turned and looked at him, wondering how to tell him what the problem was without embarrassing my wife. Being married to her for over ten years meant that we didn’t keep stuff from each other, including her fantasies about being with two men at the same time. We’d talked about those fantasies a time or two during sex when we would picture adding someone else, but now that she was literally going to be sleeping between two guys, I could imagine how wild her imagination was running. Even though there were technically two beds, neither of them was big enough to give the three of us that much space without being on top of each other. My cock twitched at the thought of what Georgia might be doing in the shower to relieve some of the tension she no doubt had been feeling. 

“Trust me. She’s fine. She’ll be better after her shower.”

I would make sure she was. Even if I had to sneak around my best friend and take care of my wife while he was sleeping a few feet away, I would make sure Georgia was taken care of. Nothing gave me greater joy than bringing her to climax and feeling her body respond to my touch. 

“I was thinking about starting on the guest bathroom tomorrow,” I said, changing the subject before Georgia finished in the shower.

“That works for me. We can take a look in the morning and see what we need. You said there’s a store close by?”

“Yeah, about twenty minutes away. There’s not much up here, but at least we can get basic supplies and stock up on food while we’re here.”

We had packed a few ice chests full of stuff for what we thought would be a few days up here, but now that I knew how bad the storm was, there was no doubt we would need to get more supplies. 

“Cool. We can make a list, and then I can run out to get stuff.”

I loved that even though we were technically secluded on the top of the mountain, there was a whole little community up here, so we didn’t have to figure out how to get back down the mountain to get what we needed. There was the general store that had almost everything you could think of, a gas station, and a single restaurant that served breakfast, lunch, and dinner.

I sat down on the bed and grabbed the remote for the TV that was mounted above the dresser. It was getting late, and there was a full day’s work ahead of us tomorrow if I wanted to make progress and get everything done on time.

The shower turned off, and I waited patiently for Georgia to come out while Dex lay on the other bed and played on his phone. 

The bathroom door squeaked open—another thing I would need to fix—and Georgia’s head poked out.

“Can you come help me?” she asked, holding the door as closed as possible.

I glanced at Dex, noticing the way he purposely avoided looking at her. He must have heard the same worry in her voice that I did. I should have thought to thoroughly check the bathroom before she took a shower since I knew how common it was to find critters in the cabin, especially when it had been a while since anyone had been there.

“Hey, baby. What’s wrong?” I asked, standing in front of the door as she slowly stepped back to let me in.

Warm fog wrapped around me as my eyes traveled down the length of her body. I opened my mouth to ask her what was wrong but closed it when it clicked.

“I didn’t know we would be sharing a room,” she said quietly, tugging at the bottom of her see-through t-shirt that she usually wore to bed. 

“It’s okay. Did you bring anything else you can sleep in for tonight?”

She looked over at the duffel bag that was open on the counter by the sink. Peeking out of the top were bits of red and black lace.

“I thought I would surprise you with new lingerie this weekend,” she whispered, lowering her head as she tugged at her shirt again.

“Fuck,” I groaned, tossing my head back as my cock hardened. 

“I know. I’m sorry. I don’t know what else to do. I brought jeans and bulky sweaters—neither of which is comfortable to sleep in.”

“I meant fuck because I can just imagine how fucking sexy those are going to look on you, and now I can’t stop thinking about it,” I clarified as I ran a hand down my face in frustration. 

“Can you focus on the real problem here?”

“Trust me—I am,” I growled as I took her hand and ran it over the thick bulge pressing against my joggers. 

“Alex!” she squealed, looking past me to where the door was cracked open. 

“What? You can’t expect that I won’t get hard thinking about you naked or wearing lingerie, Georgia. All you have to do is breathe and I’m hard.”

“Okay, first of all—you’re being ridiculous. Second, what are we going to do about this?” she hissed as she pointed to her t-shirt. 

“Give me a minute.” I turned and walked out of the bathroom, closing the door behind me.

Dex looked up from his phone with his eyebrows raised in silent question.

“Do you have a t-shirt Georgia can borrow? My bag is still in the truck, and I don’t want to go out in the snow to try to get it.”

“Yeah. Help yourself. My bag is in the living room.”  

I nodded and left the room, turning on the lights so I didn’t trip over anything. I grabbed his bag and pulled out the first T-shirt I found. 

“Here you go,” I said as I handed it to Georgia after slipping back into the bathroom.

She smiled and took it after pulling her shirt over her head and tossing it on the counter. I groaned and bit my lip as her perky tits greeted me, nipples fully hard and begging to be sucked. She pulled the new shirt over her head and looked in the mirror. 

“I should have brought shorts to sleep in,” she said, still studying her reflection as she tugged at the bottom of it. 

“It’s fine. The shirt is long enough to cover you.”

“Where did you get this? I don’t think I’ve seen it on—” She stopped as she looked down at the image on the front of it, and her eyes widened. “Why am I wearing Dex’s shirt?”

“Because my bag is still in the truck, and his was in the living room.”

“Alex,” she whined, closing her eyes as her head fell forward.

“What? What’s the problem?”

“The problem is that I’m wearing your best friend’s t-shirt to bed with nothing else on.”

“So?”

“So, I think it’s a little inappropriate that his shirt is covering my bare breasts. That when he goes to wear it, it’s going to smell like me,” she replied as she lifted the fabric and pulled it to her nose. “Or that I’m going to smell like him.”

“I think you’re overthinking all of this, baby. It’s just a shirt. Let’s head to bed, and then we can get you some clothes to sleep in tomorrow.”

She scrunched her face and kept staring down at the shirt as I stood behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist. 

“Fine, but when I smell like another man, you can’t be mad at me.”

I caught her eye in the mirror and held her gaze.

“You could smell like Dex anytime, and I would never be mad. He’s my best friend, Georgia.”

A rush of color flushed her face as she chewed her lower lip. I knew I was planting the wrong ideas in her head, yet I couldn’t bring myself to stop. 
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“Right there,” I whimpered as Dex slid his tongue along my slit and stopped at my clit. He sucked hard, pulling it between his lips as I dug my nails into the sheets. 

My nipples were hard as I brushed my hands over them, needing the extra stimulation to take my mind off how amazing it felt to have Dex eating my pussy.

“That’s it, baby,” Alex coaxed, sitting in a chair across from us, watching as he stroked his cock.

I turned my head and watched, loving how he took his time caressing his shaft. I licked my lips, wanting to suck it while Dex tortured my pussy. As if reading my mind, Alex got up and crossed the room until he was standing beside the bed, close enough for me to reach him.

I propped myself up on my elbows the best I could and wrapped my hand around his cock. My tongue teased the tip, making him hiss as Dex sucked my clit harder before inserting a finger inside of me.

I gasped at the contact as my pussy gripped him tighter, wanting him to fuck me already. 

“It’s so fucking hot to see Dex eating your pussy,” Alex said as his eyes focused on his best friend’s head between my legs. 

“She tastes amazing,” Dex said, pulling away slightly as he changed position and started stimulating my G-spot with his fingers. I moaned and closed my eyes as I enjoyed the sensation while taking Alex’s cock to the back of my throat.

“Should I make her squirt?” Dex asked, not to me but to my husband, who got harder in my mouth at the thought.

“Fuck, yeah. Make her squirt,” Alex replied. 

I moaned louder, arching my back as Dex began putting pressure where I needed it as he lowered his mouth and sucked my clit again. I knew I couldn’t focus on giving Alex a proper blow job while Dex was about to send me over the edge. I loosened my jaw and opened as wide as I could as he slid in deeper, touching the back of my throat. I opened my eyes and nodded, letting him know he could fuck my mouth.

His hand gripped the back of my head, holding me in place as he thrust hard, triggering my gag reflex. I whimpered as he did it again, this time getting even deeper. 

“You’re perfection, Georgia,” Alex said from above me, continuing to fuck my mouth the way I wanted him to. 

Before I could try to respond with his thick cock in my mouth, I felt the first wave of pleasure wash over me as Dex made me come. My pussy trembled with need as fluid rushed out of me. I moaned louder, pure ecstasy taking over me.

“Baby, wake up,” Alex whispered, gently kissing my shoulder as he pulled me against his chest. 

My eyes fluttered open, a few seconds passing as I took in my surroundings to figure out where I was. I noticed Dex sleeping beside me first. Had he always been that close to me? If I moved even an inch, I would be pressed against his body. The light scent of his cologne filled the space around us, making my body hum with desire. 

I looked over my shoulder and found my husband’s heated gaze on my face.

“Let me take care of you,” he said softly, pulling me back to the other side of the bed.

“I’m fine,” I replied quietly to keep from waking Dex.

I knew my face was still flushed from the dream I’d just had, and if he touched my panties, he would feel just how wet they were.

“No, you’re not. You need a release,” he countered as he kissed the side of my neck. 

He was curled behind me as we both lay on our sides facing Dex. 

“How do you know?” I asked, my eyes fluttering closed as his mouth moved down my shoulder while his hand slid across my stomach and pulled Dex’s t-shirt up.

“You were moaning in your sleep.”

A wave of embarrassment washed over me, but I couldn’t focus on it with his hand slipping under my panties. 

“Fuck, Georgia,” he moaned quietly as his finger slid through the wetness as he parted me. “You’re fucking drenched, and your clit is so swollen. You need to come, baby. Let me take care of this for you.”

“But Dex is right there,” I whispered.

“Then you’ll just have to be quiet,” he warned, leaning up to nip my ear as he slid another finger inside of me.

My back arched as I leaned into him, spreading my legs to allow him full access. It wouldn’t take much for him to get me off, given how ready I was for him already, but my mind wouldn’t shut up about how close Dex was to us. As if sensing my unease, he slowly pulled his fingers out, kissed me gently on the lips, then lowered himself under the covers until his face was lined up with my pussy. 

I tried to regulate my breathing as I felt him push my lace panties to the side before his lips trailed over my slit, licking every ounce of wetness up. His tongue flicked rapidly against my clit, driving me wild as my back arched, and I tried to stifle the moan that wanted to come out. 

My lips pressed together as he grabbed my hips and held me in place while he ate my pussy. It was as good—if not better—than what Dex did in my dream. Not that he wasn’t doing a good job in my dream, but real life was always better, and my husband was determined to make me come. 

I reached down and gripped his head, holding him in place as the first waves of pleasure washed over me. My head fell to the side as my pussy continued to spasm. I opened my eyes and found Dex on his side, watching me. 

His eyes stayed locked on mine as the pleasure took hold of me, sending me over the edge with each spasm. It wasn’t until I was done and trying to regulate my breathing that he rolled on his back and closed his eyes as if he hadn’t just watched me come from his best friend eating my pussy. 
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“Dex saw you last night,” Georgia hissed at me as I stood at the coffee pot, trying to figure out how the thing worked.

“What are you talking about?” I asked, a little distracted without my daily caffeine to get my day started.

Georgia reached over and smacked my hand, bringing my focus to her. She raised her eyebrows, and it immediately clicked. She was talking about last night when I went down on her to relieve her tension.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes! I looked over, and he was looking right at me!” she exclaimed, throwing her hands in the air.

Last night had been a long night, with me being restless in general. It didn’t help that I woke up with a raging boner after eating my wife out and hearing her sweet moans every time I drifted to sleep. I had wanted to do more but didn’t want to risk getting caught by Dex. Too late for that, I guess.

“I’m sure everything is fine,” I said, grabbing her by the waist and pulling her into me. 

“He. Saw. You. Go. Down. On. Me. What’s fine about that?” 

I shrugged and felt a smirk playing at the corners of my lips.

Her eyes widened as she smacked my chest with her hand.

“Alex! I’m being serious. We need to talk about this before he gets out of the shower.”

“What is there to talk about? I ate my wife’s pussy last night after she woke me up while having a very erotic dream. It’s not like we committed a crime or something.”

“No, but you performed a sexual act on your wife with your best friend literally a few feet away.”

I pressed my lips together and scrunched my face.

“What is that look for?” she asked, moving her pointer finger in a circle in the general direction of my face. “What aren’t you telling me?”

“Nothing. I swear.”

“Don’t you fucking lie to me,” she warned, playfully shoving me.

Georgia was downright gorgeous, but she was so fucking cute when she was angry that sometimes I liked to press her buttons just to get her riled up. Not only that, but it made for incredible make-up sex.

“It’s not like it would be the first time it’s happened,” I answered, grinning when I saw her face change as she processed what that meant.

“You’ve gone down on a girl with Dex right beside you before?” she asked in a hushed tone. 

The water was still running, which was our sign that Dex was still in the shower.

“A couple of times.”

“Alex!”

“What?” I shrugged again as a laugh bubbled up. “People do crazy shit in college.”

“We met in college. So was all of this crazy shit while you were with me?”

“Fuck no. You do remember that I am two years older than you, right?”

She nodded, still eyeing me suspiciously. 

“Yes...”

“So that means I had two years in college before we met. A lot happened in those two years, Georgia.”

She shook her head as if clearing the thoughts that were flooding it.

“Why didn’t you ever tell me this?”

“I don’t know. I guess it never came up.”

“We’ve talked about my stuff,” she said, raising her eyebrows again. I loved how she was too shy to say what she really meant. 

“Yes, but while your stuff was incredibly hot and a huge turn-on, it didn’t involve anyone specifically. Meanwhile, my stuff directly involved someone you know. I don’t think Dex would want me sharing stories about our wild days.”

Her face immediately flushed crimson as she tried to turn away before I could see it.

“Nope, I don’t think so,” I said as I grabbed her and spun her back to face me. She looked everywhere but at me as the blush continued to cover her chest and neck.

“Who is it that you think about when you have those fantasies about two guys, Georgia?” I asked, knowing that if I pushed too hard, she wasn’t going to tell me.

“No one,” she lied, her voice rising an octave to give her away.

“Georgia,” I warned, leaning in front of her to keep her from looking past me. 

She chewed her lower lip as she avoided my eyes.

“Your fantasies are about Dex,” I said, surprising myself as the words tumbled out.

Her head whipped up as she stared at me, a mixture of fear and embarrassment playing on her face. She pushed away from me, but I was too stunned by my realization to keep my hold on her. 

“You want to fuck my best friend.”

I crossed my arms over my chest and looked at my beautiful wife. While I had considered a time or two that she might have been thinking of Dex when she talked about her fantasy of being with two guys at the same time, I never imagined it would be true. 

I licked my lips and debated how to proceed when the sound of the shower shut off. Georgia turned and walked away, but this time, I didn’t stop her. Both of us needed some time to think about what happened last night and what it meant for our marriage. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Five

Georgia


[image: ]




“You sure you don’t want to go with us?” Alex asked as Dex pulled on his coat and fixed the beanie on his head. 

“Yeah. I’m fine staying here. You said it would be a quick trip to the store anyway,” I replied, hoping my husband wouldn’t question why I didn’t want to be around them right now.

Last night had messed with my head between the inappropriate dream about Dex and then him actually watching me have an orgasm. Not only that, but now my husband knew that I had fantasies involving his best friend. I knew eventually, Alex and I would have to talk about that, but right now, I just needed a few minutes alone to process my thoughts.

“Want us to bring anything back for you?” Dex offered, standing by the door as he looked me in the eyes.

My skin flushed seven shades of red as a vivid memory of last night popped up.

“Wine,” I blurted out while nodding my head. If I were going to survive the weekend up here alone with them, I was going to need reinforcements. 

I had taken a long shower while the guys started looking at what they needed for the repairs. So long that I didn’t start shampooing my hair until the water was ice cold, and I had to shiver through the rest of it. Whatever hair I’d managed to shave from my legs had likely already grown back from the endless goosebumps I’d had since then. Not only that, but it was freaking cold in the kitchen, where we were all hanging out while the guys finished the list of things they needed from the store. 

“Got it,” Alex said, leaning in to kiss my forehead. “If you think of anything else, give me a call.”

“I will. Love you.”

“Love you too.”

They turned to leave, and I noticed the faint smile on Dex’s lips before he turned and followed behind Alex, pulling the door shut. 

I shivered against the cold as I got up and went back to the bedroom. It was the warmest room in the house, which meant I had a good excuse to climb into bed and binge-watch TV until they got back. 

*******
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I hadn’t intended to fall asleep but woke up to the sound of the guys talking in the living room. I rubbed my eyes, thankful that I didn’t have makeup on, then swung my legs over the side of the bed. Sitting on the nightstand beside me was a Twix candy bar. I smiled, knowing it was from Alex since he always liked to bring me a surprise whenever he went to the store. 

I took it with me and grinned when I found the boys sitting at the small, rickety table in the kitchen. There was sandwich stuff on the counter, which was likely left out in case they wanted another sandwich.

“Hey, baby,” Alex said around a mouthful of food. “Want me to make you a sandwich?”

I glanced at Dex right as he lifted his sandwich to his mouth and took a bite. I couldn’t help but notice the way his full lips closed down on the bread and how his tongue swiped the crumbs away before he started chewing. It shouldn’t have looked so erotic, but it did. 

“I’m not very hungry, but thank you,” I lied. “And thank you for the surprise treat.” I held the Twix up and smiled.

“That was Dex’s idea,” Alex said, nodding his head toward him. 

My expression changed from happy to confused in a matter of seconds.

Dex used his fingers to wipe the corners of his mouth, never breaking eye contact with me. He licked his lips, and my eyes immediately went to his mouth. I wondered what he could do with those plump lips or how good they would feel on my skin.
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