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The silence that follows my proposition hangs in the air like our collective held breath. Did I really just suggest swinging with our best friends? Champagne bubbles fizzle in my glass, matching the effervescent flutter in my stomach. Kelsie's eyes widen, her sun-bleached blonde hair framing her surprised expression as she glances between Chris and me. Her tan from the Maldives makes her blue eyes pop with startled intrigue. I've never seen her speechless before. It's oddly satisfying.

"You?" Kelsie finally breaks the silence, gesturing at me with her champagne flute. "I never would have pegged you for the wild type. Maybe Chris..." Her voice trails off as she eyes my husband with fresh curiosity.

Chris snorts, taking a sip of his champagne. "How am I mysterious? I'm usually the social one."

"It's true," I agree, smiling at my husband's confused expression. His scruff catches the warm light of our dining room, emphasizing his strong jawline. Between us, Chris is definitely more social and fun, like Kelsie.

I fiddle with my glass, suddenly shy despite my bold proposition. "So... how is this meant to work exactly? How do we start? Or anything?"

Kelsie sets down her glass, switching to what I can only describe as her professional voice. "First things first, we should make sure everyone's comfortable with the idea. Boundaries, limits, all that stuff." She tilts her head. "Especially since you and Chris haven't done this before, right?"

"Right," Chris confirms, his eyes finding mine across the table. "First time."

"The idea sounds exciting," Chris confesses, his voice dropping lower, more intimate. "But I want to make sure Nat has a blast." He winks at me, his mouth curving into that crooked smile I love so much. "And it's not like she hasn't practiced for the potential of two at once."

Heat rushes to my cheeks. Bastard. Bringing up our bedroom experiments in front of our friends.

Kelsie grins, clearly intrigued. "I tried it with this couple we met. Ten out of ten, would recommend." She laughs. "It's overwhelming but fun. Though it's hard to blow a guy while you're getting fucked from behind."

John chuckles at the memory, his eyes darkening slightly. The visual invades my mind – what it might be like if Chris and John took me at the same time. A hot pulse throbs between my legs, and I squeeze my thighs together, feeling a telltale dampness starting to form.

"Let's move to the couch," I suggest, grabbing the champagne bottle. "Bring your glasses."

We settle in the living room, Kelsie and John on one end of our sectional, Chris and I on the other. The space between us feels charged, like the air before a storm.

Kelsie, ever the ice-breaker, raises her glass with a grin. "Just remember, bouncing on it once or twice won't ruin a friendship."

Chris rolls his eyes at her playfulness, but I catch the way his gaze lingers on her sun-kissed legs. "Always the philosopher, Kels." He glances at me, testing my reaction.

"What are you thinking?" Chris asks me softly, checking in. "Just because I'm not the jealous type doesn't mean you aren't."

I swirl the champagne in my glass. "I'm not sure, but we're in good company, right? I mean, I know John and Kelsie love each other, just like we do." I shrug, trying to appear more casual than I feel. "And even if by some miracle the sex is amazing, it's not like we can't just swap back again."

John clutches his chest in mock offense. "A miracle for it to be good sex with me? I'm wounded, Nat."

Kelsie snickers, finding my unintended sass hilarious. "Alexa," she calls out, "play some music."

Our smart speaker obeys, filling the room with a low, sensual beat. Kelsie stands, extending her hand to Chris. "Dance with me?"

My husband accepts, and I watch as Kelsie starts subtle, swaying with Chris before gradually getting wilder, dropping low with practiced ease. Chris looks amused, his hands respectfully at her waist.

John slides next to me, offering his hand. "Shall we?"

We move more slowly, more cautiously. His hands find my curves, one at my waist, the other skimming down my hip. I place my palm against his chest, feeling the solid warmth beneath his shirt. His cologne is different from Chris's—sharper, with hints of cedar.

"Everyone good?" Kelsie checks, her flushed face glancing between Chris and me. "Comfortable? No jealousy creeping in?"

I take a deep breath, absorbing the scene around me. The way the dim lighting catches the gleam of Kelsie's lip gloss. The solid pressure of John's hands. The way Chris watches me with that intense gaze that still gives me butterflies after all these years.
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