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The sun was high and the breeze off the ocean was just enough to keep the afternoon heat from being unbearable. I stretched out on the lounger, feeling the sun warm my skin as I sipped my mojito, enjoying the sweet tang of lime and mint. Across from me, Bex was lounging in her bikini, flipping through a magazine she was barely paying attention to. We’d both been silent for a while, just soaking in the bliss of the vacation, but there was something on my mind, something that had been itching at me for a while.

“So...” I began, glancing over at her, “do you ever miss it?”

Bex looked up from her magazine, pushing her sunglasses back to get a better look at me. “Miss what?”

“You know... when things were exciting. Like, when you and Mark first started dating,” I said, feeling a little embarrassed but needing to say it out loud.

Bex tilted her head, a slow smile creeping across her face. “Oh God, yes. Those first few months were wild. Couldn’t keep our hands off each other.”

I laughed, nodding in agreement. “Same with me and Jack. We were all over each other. There was always something new, something unexpected.”

Bex laughed and set her magazine aside, leaning back on her elbows. “Now it’s just... good, but predictable. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I love Mark. He’s great, but it’s always the same. Same date nights, same kind of sex. Everything’s so routine.”

“Exactly,” I said, sitting up and crossing my legs beneath me. “I love Jack to bits, but we’ve fallen into this pattern. Work, dinner, bed, repeat. It’s like we’re stuck in a loop.”

Bex nodded, her eyes sparkling as she turned toward me. “Do you ever think about what it was like back then? You know, when everything was new? That thrill of not knowing what was coming next, of not being able to keep your hands off each other?”

“Oh, all the time,” I admitted. “I miss that. The way he used to look at me, like he was dying to get me alone. Now it’s just... comfortable.”

She grinned, her voice dropping conspiratorially. “Maybe we just need to shake things up a bit.”

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued by her tone. “Oh? And how do you propose we do that?”

Bex’s eyes flicked over to where Mark and Jack were standing by the grill, oblivious to our conversation, talking sports or something equally mundane. She smiled that slow, mischievous smile of hers and took a long sip from her drink before leaning closer to me.

“What if we made things a little more... interesting?” she suggested, her voice low and teasing. “You know... you and Mark, me and Jack. Just for fun.”

I blinked, caught off guard but instantly intrigued. “What, like... switch?”

She nodded, her grin widening. “Why not? Just to see what happens. We flirt a little, mess around, spice things up. It’s not like we’re doing anything wrong.”

I laughed, surprised at how quickly my mind was running with the idea. “Oh my God, Bex, that’s crazy.”

“Crazy fun,” she corrected, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Think about it. We’ve been with them for years, right? We know all their moves, every look, every touch. Maybe what we need is a little shake-up.”

I couldn’t deny it – the idea was thrilling, and a little dangerous in the best way. “You think they’d go for it?”

Bex leaned back, her gaze sliding toward the guys again. “Oh, I don’t know. But it’d be fun to find out, wouldn’t it?”

The thought of Mark had never really crossed my mind before in that way. But now, as I glanced at him by the grill, shirt unbuttoned just enough to reveal a hint of his chest, I couldn’t help but notice how attractive he really was. And Bex wasn’t wrong — Jack had definitely noticed her in her bikini more than once.

I laughed again, the idea too tempting to resist. “Okay, so what’s the plan?”

“We start slow,” Bex said, leaning closer again, her voice barely a whisper. “A little flirting, a few touches, see how they react. It’s just for fun, Katie. No strings, no pressure. Just... letting loose.”

I bit my lip, feeling a rush of excitement I hadn’t felt in ages. “You’re on.”
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The sun was just starting to set, casting this gorgeous, warm light over everything. The sky had that perfect blend of orange and pink, the air still heavy with the heat of the day. I glanced over at Katie, who was lounging in her chair with that glint in her eye, and we shared a look. We’d made a pact earlier — a playful, ridiculous idea that had slowly morphed into something real. Now, as the evening cooled and the wine flowed, the game was about to begin.

Mark was sitting beside me, his shirt unbuttoned just enough to catch the light on his chest. I leaned back in my chair, crossing my legs and letting the hem of my sundress slide up just a little higher than usual. I could feel his eyes flicker toward me for the briefest second, like a reflex. Oh, he’s noticed.

I sipped my wine slowly, pretending not to notice the way his gaze lingered on my bare thigh. Instead, I turned my attention to Jack, who was still busying himself at the grill. I smiled to myself — perfect opening.

“You know, Jack,” I said, letting my voice drop just a little, “Katie’s always going on about how you’re the king of the grill. I might just have to steal you for our next BBQ.”

Jack glanced over, grinning, but I saw the way his shoulders tensed, just slightly. “Steal me, huh? What would Mark say about that?”

I shrugged, leaning forward just enough for my sundress to fall a little lower at the neckline. “Oh, I’m sure Mark wouldn’t mind. Right, babe?” I glanced at Mark, my eyes locking with his for a beat longer than necessary. I could see the confusion in his eyes, like he was trying to figure out what was happening.

“Uh, sure, yeah,” Mark replied with a chuckle, rubbing the back of his neck in that adorable way he did when he was flustered.

I laughed lightly, trailing a finger absentmindedly around the rim of my wine glass. “I mean, I don’t know, Jack,” I continued, turning back to him, “maybe I’ll have to see if you’re as good as Katie says. You know, test you out for myself.”

Jack raised an eyebrow at me, a little smirk playing on his lips, but I could see the curiosity in his eyes. He wasn’t quite sure what I was doing, but he wasn’t about to shut it down either. The air between us felt thick, electric, like we were teetering on the edge of something we both understood but didn’t want to admit.

Katie was watching from across the table, her eyes glinting with amusement as she ran her fingers through her hair, drawing Mark’s gaze like a magnet. I could tell she was already working her magic on him, the way she leaned forward just enough, the way her voice dropped when she spoke to him.

I had to admit, watching her flirt with Mark — watching him get flustered by it — sent a little jolt of excitement through me. I turned my attention back to Jack, ready to push things just a little further.

“So, Jack,” I said, standing up and walking over to where he was standing at the grill. I let my hand rest on his shoulder for just a second before moving around to his side. “Need any help over here? I’m sure Katie wouldn’t mind me lending you a hand.” I gave him a playful smile, and I saw the moment it hit him — that flash of awareness that there was something more going on here.

He chuckled, but there was a new tension in his posture now, like he didn’t quite know what to do with this sudden shift in energy. “I think I’ve got it under control, but... I won’t say no to some company,” he replied, his voice a little lower than usual.

Perfect.

I stepped in closer, just enough so that my arm brushed against his as I looked down at the food sizzling on the grill. “Smells amazing,” I murmured, letting my fingers graze his hand lightly as I reached for the tongs. “You always this good in the kitchen?”

He shot me a quick look, a little grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. “I’ve got a few talents,” he said, his voice dipping into something almost flirtatious. I
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