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As the car slowly wound its way up the snowy mountain road, I leaned my head against the window and watched the landscape transform into a winter wonderland. Thick blankets of snow covered the trees, and the chalet came into view like something out of a postcard, nestled between towering pines, with its roof weighed down with fresh powder and smoke curling from the chimney. There was a quiet magic to it, a stillness that buzzed with possibilities.

I could feel Jack’s hand resting on my thigh, a quiet reminder of the heat that simmered just beneath the surface between us. His touch was casual, but it carried all the unspoken promise of what was to come. The anticipation had been building for weeks, ever since we started planning this trip with Bex, Mark, and now Amy and Matt. A second holiday — this time in the snow, with the same thrill that had reignited our relationship last time.

Last time... The memories sent a rush of warmth through me, completely out of place in the cold surroundings. Bex and I had set everything in motion, and what started as a playful idea between friends turned into something far more intoxicating. That trip had opened a door, and Jack and I had walked right through it, hand in hand, into something deeper, something hotter. I bit my lip, thinking of how our love life had changed since then.

It’s not that it was bad before—far from it—but that holiday had sparked something. There was a fire in Jack’s eyes now that hadn’t always been there, a boldness in the way he touched me, kissed me, whispered in my ear at night. And the way we’d been teasing each other these past few months, knowing this trip was coming; it was like the heat never left. Every time I thought about us returning to this dynamic, my heart raced.

“Almost there,” Jack said, his voice low and steady, the way it always was when he was looking forward to something. I glanced over at him, and he gave me one of those crooked smiles, the kind that made me weak in the knees. I could see that flicker in his eyes; he was feeling it too. The excitement, the anticipation of stepping back into that space where boundaries blurred and the spark between us became a flame.

I wasn’t the only one thinking about it. Over the last few weeks, Bex and I had exchanged more than a few mischievous texts, hinting at what might happen again. I smiled at the thought of her, probably arriving just behind us with Mark, thinking along the same lines. We hadn’t discussed anything outright — not yet — but the energy between us had shifted, and it was undeniable.

As we pulled up in front of the chalet, the tyres crunching on the snow, I couldn’t help but feel a small shiver of excitement run down my spine. I stepped out of the car, the cold air hitting me full force, but it wasn’t enough to dampen the warmth bubbling up inside me. The chalet was stunning with wooden beams, stone accents, a perfect blend of rustic and luxury. The large windows were fogged from the heat inside, and I could already picture us all sitting by the fireplace later that night, drinks in hand, the conversation drifting naturally to... possibilities.

Jack grabbed our bags, and as we made our way to the front door, I slipped my arm around his waist, squeezing him gently. He looked down at me with a knowing glance, as if he could read my mind.

“You’re thinking about last time,” he said, a playful glint in his eyes.

“Maybe,” I teased, giving him a sly smile. “You?”

“Non-stop,” he admitted, leaning down to brush his lips against my ear, sending a wave of heat coursing through me despite the cold. “It’s going to be a good week, Katie.”

The door swung open, and a gust of warm air greeted us as we stepped inside. The smell of wood burning in the fireplace filled the space, and I felt instantly at home. Bex and Mark would be here any minute, and soon after, Amy and Matt. I was curious how the new dynamic would play out with them, but I couldn’t help feeling that same thrill I had last time, the sense that anything was possible.

Jack set our bags down, and I caught him watching me with that same intensity that always made my heart race. We hadn’t even been here five minutes, and already the air between us felt electric. Maybe it was the memories, maybe it was the newness of the place, or maybe it was the simple fact that we had no real plans for the next week except to enjoy each other, the snow, and the company of our closest friends.

“Want to check out the bedroom?” Jack asked, his voice casual, but the suggestion clear.

I bit my lip and nodded, following him up the stairs, my heart pounding with excitement. There was no denying it now. This holiday was going to be just as unforgettable as the last one.

And maybe even better.
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The second we stepped into the bedroom, I could feel the tension between us grow thick, heavy in the air. I dropped the bags by the door and turned to Katie, who was already looking at me with that familiar glint in her eyes, the one that always made my pulse quicken. There was no need for words. I could feel the pull, the connection between us stronger than it had ever been.

It’s funny how things can change. A year ago, I would have never imagined being where we are now, feeling this way, this free. But after that last holiday, after watching Katie with Mark, something inside me shifted. I would have thought I would hate it. I would have thought it would make me jealous or furious, but instead, it had lit a fire in me. A fire I hadn’t even known was there.

I moved toward her, closing the distance between us in a heartbeat. Her lips parted slightly as I ran my hand up the curve of her waist, pulling her close. I could feel the heat of her body, the way she pressed against me, already knowing what I wanted without me saying a word.

“I love you,” I whispered, my voice rough with desire.

She smiled up at me, that slow, teasing smile that told me she was feeling it too. The anticipation, the hunger. This holiday had been building between us for months, every moment of intimacy leading up to this, every whispered promise making us crave more.

I kissed her hard, not holding anything back, and she responded just as fiercely, her hands sliding up the back of my neck, pulling me closer. We stumbled toward the bed. Her lips parted under mine, inviting me deeper into her warmth. I moaned into the kiss, feeling myself harden against her. My hands roamed down her back, pulling at the material of her dress until it was bunched up around her waist. She helped by pushing it off over her shoulders and allowing it to pool around her feet.

I pulled away from the kiss just enough to look into her eyes, their depths reflecting my desire. My fingers trailed down her stomach, feeling the soft skin underneath. She tilted her head back slightly, exposing more of her neck for me to touch.

With one swift motion, she unfastened her bra and let it fall away from her body. Her breasts were beautiful, full and round with nipples that were already puckering into attention. I took a step closer, feeling the heat radiating off her skin.

Her fingers found their way between my legs, stroking gently against my dampening underwear. "I want you," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the pounding of our hearts. "Take them off."

With a smirk, I nodded and began unbuttoning my shirt. As soon as it was undone, she pushed me back onto the bed, straddling me in the process. She leaned down and kissed me again, this time with more urgency than before. She pulled my trousers and underwear off in a single motion. Quickly discarding her own knickers in the process. 

Our clothes now forgotten, our skin meeting in a rush of heat. The cold air outside, the snow-covered mountains — none of it mattered. In this room, it was just us, and everything we’d been holding back.

As I ran my hands over her body, I could feel the anticipation building. My mind flashed back to that first time, to seeing her with Mark, the way it had shocked me to my core; how much I liked it. There was something about watching her, seeing her with another man, that had unlocked something primal in me. I hadn’t expected it, hadn’t known I would want it, but now I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Katie rolled onto her hands and knees, her back arching as she glanced over her shoulder at me, a look in her eyes that sent a shiver down my spine. "I want you," she whispered, her eyes burning into mine. "Take me now." I slid behind her, my hands gripping her hips as I positioned myself at her entrance. Slowly, I pressed forward, feeling her warmth wrap around me, drawing a deep groan from both of us.

“God, Katie,” I whispered, leaning down to kiss her shoulder as I began to move, each thrust deliberate, slow, building the intensity between us. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

She moaned softly in response, her body pushing back against mine, urging me deeper.

“I can’t wait to see Mark doing this to you again,” I murmured, my breath hot against her skin. The words came out before I even realized I was saying them, but they were true. The thought of it, the memory of how it had felt, how much it had turned me on, was impossible to ignore. “I want to see him with you, just like last time.”

Katie’s moan grew louder, her fingers gripping the sheets as I thrust harder, the heat between us growing unbearable. The idea of it, the anticipation of what this weekend might bring, sent a rush of excitement through me. It wasn’t just about the sex, though that was part of it. It was about the connection, the way we had shared something so raw and intimate, the way it had brought us closer in ways I’d never expected.

I thrust into her harder, deeper, feeling her body tighten around me as we both reached the edge, the tension between us snapping in an instant of pure, perfect bliss. I groaned as I came, pumping my load into my wife's body, my body shuddering as I held her close. Katie cried out, her fingers clawing into the sheets as was spiralling towards a climax. Her legs trembled beneath her, her breath coming in short gasps. We were both riding the wave of pleasure until I collapsed over her, our breathing ragged and heavy.

For a moment, everything was still, the only sound in the room, our gasping breaths. Katie turned her head slightly, looking at me with a smile that was equal parts satisfied and mischievous.

“That was...” she started, but before she could finish, we heard the front door swing open downstairs.

“Katie! Jack! We’re here!” Bex’s voice echoed up the stairs, her excitement impossible to miss.

I laughed softly, kissing the back of Katie’s neck as we both lay there, still catching our breath.

“Perfect timing,” Katie muttered, her body still pressed against mine.

I slid off her reluctantly, rolling onto my back with a grin as I listened to the sounds of Bex and Mark moving around downstairs, their voices carrying through the house. The anticipation I’d felt earlier was still there, but now it was mingled with a deep satisfaction, a quiet thrill of knowing that this weekend was just beginning.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Bex

[image: ]


I could tell the second Jack and Katie came down the stairs what they'd been up to. It was written all over their faces. Jack’s hair was a mess, his cheeks flushed, and Katie had that slightly dreamy look in her eyes that was impossible to miss. But it wasn’t just the looks that gave them away, it was the subtle shift in the air, that unmistakable scent of intimacy still lingering around them.

I crossed my arms, leaning against the counter as I watched them sheepishly shuffle into the living room, trying to act casual. A smile tugged at the corner of my lips.

"You two randy dogs couldn’t wait five minutes for us to arrive, could you?" I teased, raising an eyebrow.

Katie’s cheeks flushed even deeper, and Jack just grinned, looking utterly unrepentant.

“What can we say?” Katie shrugged, trying to play it cool, but the sparkle in her eyes gave her away. “The excitement of being here got to us.”

Mark chuckled from across the room, shaking his head as he threw an arm around my shoulders. "I don’t blame them," he said with a wink. “It’s been a long drive.”

I laughed along with him, shaking my head. It had been a long drive, but not so long that we couldn’t have waited a few minutes more. Still, I couldn’t blame Katie and Jack for diving headfirst into the mood of the trip; it was the whole reason we were here, after all. Last year had changed everything between the four of us, and the anticipation of what might happen this time hung in the air, thick and charged.

“So,” Jack said, rubbing his hands together as if to steer the conversation away from their obvious activities, “what’s for dinner?”

“Nothing yet,” I said, giving him a pointed look. “But we could use an extra pair of hands if you’re done being ... distracted.”

Katie laughed as she walked over to me, bumping her shoulder against mine. “I’ll help,” she offered, and I nodded, handing her a knife to start chopping vegetables.

As Katie and I got to work in the kitchen, Jack and Mark lounged nearby, catching up on the latest while throwing the occasional flirty remark into the conversation. I could hear Jack talking about how he’d been looking forward to this trip for months, but every now and then, his eyes would drift over to Katie and myself, and I knew exactly what was on his mind.

Mark wasn’t much better. He kept making little comments, subtle but loaded with meaning. I could feel his gaze lingering on me as he spoke, and it sent a familiar tingle up my spine.

“You know,” Katie said as she handed me the cutting board full of vegetables, “it feels just like old times, doesn’t it?”

I smirked, tossing the veggies into the pan and glancing over at her. “It does. Almost
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