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Chapter 1: Sarah’s Shame

My name is John Johnson, and my wife’s name is Sarah. We started dating during our first year of university; at the time, neither of us had ever been in a sexual relationship with anyone else, which was quite rare.

Eventually, we got married. Our friends often called us lucky because we never broke up or strayed throughout the years. Sarah is a striking woman—tall, with long, dark hair that contrasts beautifully against her pale skin and deep, dark eyes. Back in university, many men tried to pursue her, but she rejected them all, proudly stating she had a boyfriend. It made me feel incredibly proud to see other men admire her, knowing they couldn't have her.

However, a forbidden thought slowly began to take root in my mind: what would happen if she had a relationship with another man? Would she find more pleasure with him than with me? Would she kiss him in the heat of the moment? I don’t know how these thoughts started, but they have already taken hold deep within my heart.

"John... John, what are you daydreaming about?" Sarah asked. I was sitting at the dining table when she waved her hand in front of my face to get my attention.

"Ah... nothing. I was just wondering where we should go for our vacation," I lied.

"Oh? But we already decided on Lake Travis," Sarah said, a puzzled look crossing her face.

"Ah... yes, yes. Let’s not talk about it now. Let's eat quickly before the food gets cold."

Sarah looked at me with a hint of suspicion but didn't press the matter further. After we finished our meal, I started rushing around.

"Sarah, where is my wallet? Have you seen it?"

"It’s on the sofa! You left it there before we sat down," Sarah shouted from the kitchen. She walked out, shaking her head with a playful sigh. "Honestly, what would happen to you if I wasn't here?"

She picked up the wallet and handed it to me, then reached up to tighten my tie. I hugged her gently.

"That’s why I married you," I said softly, leaning in to kiss her lips.

"Bye, honey, I have a meeting!" With that, I exited the house, the engine of my car let out a loud roar as I pulled away.

"Sweet talker," Sarah murmured softly to herself as she closed the door.

I drove at a steady pace, lost in thought. I wouldn’t say I’m boastful, but I have become quite successful in life.

Before we were married, we both worked ordinary jobs. I wasn't satisfied with that life, so I told Sarah about my dreams, and she supported me completely. I didn't take action immediately, though. After our wedding, I tried to launch a few businesses, but they all failed. For a while, I stopped working entirely. Sarah carried the weight of the household on her shoulders, paying for everything with her own earnings. She never complained, not even once.

It took two full years of struggle before I finally found success in the real estate business. Now, everything in our lives is stable. Eventually, Sarah was able to stop working so she could stay home and enjoy the life we built together. I know how lucky I am to have her; without Sarah by my side, I wouldn't be where I am today.

Lost in thought, I hadn't even realized I’d arrived in front of the large office building. I parked the car and headed inside.

Meanwhile, back at the house, Sarah was lying on the sofa, scrolling through her phone. The sudden chime of the doorbell made her jump. She quickly got up and hurried to the door. Standing there was a delivery man holding a parcel.

When she opened the door, she noticed the man staring at her with wide eyes. Feeling a bit self-conscious, she cleared her throat and said, "Hello?"

The delivery man quickly shook off his daze and regained his professional composure. "Hello, I have a delivery for Mrs. Sarah Johnson," he said.

"That's me," Sarah replied.

"Please sign here." He handed her a pen and a clipboard.

As Sarah signed the slip, she didn't notice the intense gaze he held on her. Once she finished, she handed it back, took the parcel, and stepped inside, closing the door behind her. She didn't see the look of regret on the man's face as he watched the door shut.

As she walked past the large mirror in the hallway, she caught a glimpse of her reflection and froze. Her mind went blank. A significant portion of her cleavage was exposed by her loose top. In an instant, she realized why the delivery man had been staring so intensely. Her face burned with shame and embarrassment. She felt a desperate urge to find a hole to crawl into and hide. How could she have been so careless?

"I shouldn't have listened to John and bought these clothes in the first place," she grumbled to herself, sitting down as she tried to shake off the embarrassment.

"Why am I so flustered?" she whispered, trying to rationalize it. "It’s not like people haven't seen me in a swimsuit before." The thought helped. She took a deep breath, forcing herself to calm down and steady her racing heart.

"Let’s just check the parcel," she said, desperate for a distraction.

She tore open the packaging, but as the contents were revealed, a fresh wave of heat rushed to her cheeks. Inside was a large, realistic silicone dildo. For a moment, she was stunned, wondering who would have ordered such a thing—until she remembered. John had used her phone a few days ago to order it, claiming he wanted to add a new level of excitement to their sex life.

After carefully placing the box on the table, she retreated to the sofa. She began scrolling through her phone again, but it was useless. No matter how much she tried to distract herself, lewd thoughts began to take root, making it impossible to ignore the tension building inside her.

"No, I can't stay like this," Sarah muttered, pushing herself up from the sofa. She headed toward the bathroom, needing a shower to clear her head.

As the cool water hit her skin, the tension began to melt away. She let out a long sigh of relief, the rhythmic spray helping her push those lewd thoughts to the back of her mind. For a few minutes, she simply stood there, finally starting to enjoy the quiet.

When she stepped out of the bathroom, she was wrapped in a plush white towel. Without delay, she picked out a new outfit. Catching her reflection in the mirror, she let out a satisfied smile. "Now, I look more decent," she whispered to herself. She grabbed the hairdryer and began to work on her long hair, the steady hum of the machine filling the room as time slipped by.

Back at the office, John was leaning back in his executive chair while his assistant, Mike, briefed him on the latest business developments.

"So, everything is going well then. If any problems arise, tell me immediately," John instructed.

"Of course, sir. I’ll keep you posted," Mike replied, before quietly withdrawing from the office.

As the door clicked shut, John let out a long, heavy sigh. "Finally," he murmured, "I can actually take a break."

John picked up his phone and dialed Sarah’s number. After it rang for a few moments, her voice came through the line.

"Hello, John?" Sarah answered happily.

"Hi, dear. What are you up to?" he asked softly.

"Nothing much. I just finished my shower," Sarah replied.

"Oh?" John’s voice took on a different tone. "Have you eaten anything yet?"

"No, not yet," she said. "What about you?"

"I’ll eat in a few minutes," John said. Then, his voice dropped an octave. "Did that parcel arrive?"

There was a brief silence on the other end. "Yes... it arrived," Sarah replied shyly.

"Good. Very good. Then I’m going to make sure you experience real pleasure today," he said, his excitement evident.

Hearing John’s shameless words, Sarah didn't know how to respond at first. Her heart hammered against her ribs. "Bad boy," she teased, her voice taking on a flirtatious, mock-annoyed tone. "You’re always trying to bully me."

Before he could respond, she hung up the phone.

"Hello? Sarah?" John looked at the screen and saw she had already ended the call. He let out a wide smile, leaning back in his chair. He couldn't wait for the workday to finally end.

Suddenly, a knock interrupted his daydream. "May I come in, sir?" his assistant, Mike, called from the other side of the door.

"Yes, come in," John replied instantly, his expression shifting back into a serious, professional mask.

The door opened with a sharp click, and Mike—a handsome man with blonde hair—entered the room. "What is it, Mike?" John asked.

Mike hesitated for a moment, clearly nervous. He took a deep breath and decided to just bite the bullet. He explained that a close friend named James, along with James's wife, had been begging him for a favor. They had recently founded a cat-care company and were looking for an investor. They had pleaded with Mike to secure them a meeting with his boss. Reluctantly, Mike had agreed to ask, and now he stood there, waiting for John's reaction.

John watched Mike calmly, saying nothing.

As the silence stretched on, Mike grew increasingly anxious. His palms began to sweat as he withered under his boss’s steady gaze.

"Let them come in," John finally said, his voice soft.

The words felt like a massive weight being lifted from Mike's shoulders. He felt an instant surge of relief. "Yes, sir! I’ll be right back!" he said, quickly scurrying out of the office.

As John watched Mike practically run away, he murmured to himself, "Am I really that scary?" He shook his head gently, a wry smile playing on his lips.

Mike walked back out to the waiting area, where he found James and his wife, Emma, sitting nervously. The moment James saw Mike approaching, he stood up abruptly. "How did it go? Did your boss agree?" he asked, his voice thick with anxiety.

Emma stood silently beside him, her eyes searching Mike’s face for the answer.

"I had to go to great lengths to secure this for you," Mike said, a confident smile spreading across his face. Relieved, the couple let out a collective breath, their tension finally breaking into smiles.

"Let's go," Mike said. "The boss wants to see you right now. Follow me." As they walked toward the office, Mike added softly, "I’ve done all I can for you. The rest is up to you."

"Thank you, Mike," James said, his voice filled with genuine gratitude.

"No need to thank me—just buy me dinner sometime," Mike joked.

They arrived at the office door. Mike knocked gently, but before he could speak, a voice called out from the other side. "Come in."

As they entered, John looked them over. James was somewhat thin and visibly nervous, looking like an average American man. But his wife, Emma, was striking. She had long brown hair and a stunning, perfect figure. She seemed quiet, almost distant. John didn't let his gaze linger too long; he kept his expression neutral.

"Mike, you can head out. I’ll talk to them," John said.

"Yes, sir," Mike replied, quickly exiting the room.

"Please, have a seat," John said softly.

They sat down immediately. "Hello, Mr. Johnson. I’m James Wood, and this is my wife and partner, Emma Wood," James introduced.

Emma nodded in a cool, composed manner. Though she appeared icy, her palms were sweating. She had been like this since she was young—naturally reserved and struggling to express herself, which often made people think she was cold.

"Hello," John said. "Tell me, what kind of product are you selling?"

"We’ve created an advanced tool that monitors a cat's health," James explained. "It can instantly send the data to the user phone if something is wrong."

"And the numbers?" John asked. "What are the costs?"

Emma took the lead on this. "It costs us $14 to manufacture, and we retail it for $39.99."

John raised an eyebrow. "Do you really think the average citizen is going to spend that much on a pet? It’s a bit expensive."

A heavy silence fell over the room. After a moment, James looked up with determination. "If you love your pet, you'll buy it," he said softly. "After all, we consider them family."

John began tapping his finger on the desk, the rhythmic sound echoing in the quiet office. Suddenly, he stopped. "I’ll give you a chance. $80,000 for 40% of the company."

The couple’s eyes widened. They hadn't expected him to agree so quickly.

"Deal!" they both said almost in unison, terrified that if they hesitated, he might change his mind.

John smiled. He didn't tell them that he was a huge cat lover himself. To him, the investment wasn't a huge risk. If it succeeded, he’d make a killing; if it failed, it was a price he was willing to pay for a cause he cared about.

They talked for a few more minutes, finalizing the details. John reached out and pressed a button on his desk; a few seconds later, there was a knock at the door. "Come in," he called.

James and Emma looked back as Mike walked inside.

"Mike, take them and help them fill out the legal paperwork," John instructed. The couple stood up, and after bidding him a grateful farewell, they followed Mike out of the office.

John checked his watch. It was only 3:00 PM. Realizing he had no more pressing work for the day, his thoughts immediately drifted back to his home—and the parcel waiting there. He made a quick, decisive move, grabbed his things, and headed for the door.

In the car, John drove steadily toward home. He was buzzing with excitement, picturing Sarah’s shy expression when he finally showed her how he intended to use his new purchase. He couldn't help but let out a low, lewd chuckle to himself as he pulled into the driveway.

He parked the car and pressed the doorbell, waiting impatiently for Sarah to answer.

"Coming!" a voice shouted from inside.


Chapter 2: Bad Boy & Beautiful Wife

Before opening the door, Sarah glanced at her clothes in the hallway mirror. Satisfied that she looked decent, she swung the door open, her eyes widening in surprise when she saw her husband.

"John! Why are you home so early?" she asked, instinctively reaching out to give him a gentle hug.

"What, can't I come home early to see my beautiful wife?" John joked, pulling her close.

Sarah murmured, "Sweet talker," but she was smiling.

"Let’s go inside; it’s roasting out here," she said softly.

The door closed with a firm click, shutting out the rest of the world. Inside the quiet of their home, they sat down together on the sofa. "Have you eaten yet, John?" Sarah asked softly.

"Yes, I’ve eaten, dear," he replied. Sarah leaned back, comfortably nestling into John’s arms.

As they sat together, John’s hands became restless. He began tracing the curve of her back, his touch roaming lower until his palm rested against the swell of her backside.

Sarah shyly swatted his hand away, a faint blush creeping up her neck. "What are you doing? It’s the middle of the day, not night!"

"Nobody can see what’s happening inside my house," John replied, his voice growing hoarse with excitement. "So what does it matter if it's day or night?"

He leaned in, capturing her lips with his. Sarah playfully tried to dodge him at first, turning her head, but she soon gave in and began to cooperate. As I pressed my lips against hers, a bolt of electricity shot through my body. Her lips were incredibly soft, yielding perfectly to mine.

"Mmm..." Sarah let out a gentle moan, a sound that sent a surge of heat straight to my groin.

Seeing her enjoy the kiss filled me with a deep sense of satisfaction. I slowly pushed my tongue past her teeth, meeting no resistance this time. I finally found her slippery tongue; she tried to dodge me in a brief game of tag, but after a short struggle, she gave up and matched my rhythm.

When we finally broke apart, we were both breathless, gasping for air. Ha... ha... ha...

She hit my shoulder playfully, pouting as she looked in the mirror. "Look what you’ve done! My lipstick is ruined. You're so rough," she teased.

Without waiting for a response, she dashed toward the bathroom. John scrambled to follow her, but she was too quick—the door clicked shut just as he reached it.

"Not now, honey!" she called through the door. "I have to go grocery shopping. I'll fulfill any request you have... tonight."

Left standing in the hallway, John felt a wave of disappointment. He slowly walked back to the sofa and began to strip off his work clothes, his mind already racing toward the evening.

Sarah stepped out of the bathroom and looked around. John was nowhere to be seen, but she knew exactly where he’d gone—he was likely already in the bedroom.

She sat down and scrolled through her phone for a while. When John didn't reappear after several minutes, she headed upstairs. She peeked into the bedroom and found him sleeping soundly, the stress of the day finally catching up to him. A gentle smile touched her lips as she quietly closed the door, leaving him to rest.

A few hours slipped by in the quiet house.

"John... John... Wake up, sleepyhead!" Sarah said, shaking him gently to pull him from his slumber.

After a bit of a struggle, John finally blinked his eyes open. He saw Sarah hovering over him. "John, wake up! We have to go shopping."

The word "shopping" seemed to do the trick; he sat up instantly. "What time is it, Sarah?" he asked, stretching his arms high above his head.

"It’s already 6:00 PM. We’ll probably have a very late dinner tonight," Sarah said with a helpless, playful smile.

"That’s okay. I’m not going into the office tomorrow anyway. I’m staying home," John said lazily.

Sarah paused. "Oh? Why didn't you tell me that before?"

"I forgot. Things are quiet at the office right now, so there's no need for me to be there."

"Alright then, get freshened up quickly so we can go get these groceries," Sarah urged.

"On it," John replied. He moved quickly, and within a few minutes, he was ready. Soon, they were both in the car, driving toward the nearest store.

"So, what are you planning for dinner tonight?" John asked as he navigated the evening traffic.

"Let’s have some vegetables. we haven't had a good healthy meal in a while," Sarah answered.

John’s mood visibly dropped at the mention of a salad, but he didn't protest. "Can we at least have something special for lunch tomorrow?" he asked hopefully. Sarah caught the look in his eyes—he was practically begging for something delicious.

"Okay, okay. We’ll have something great tomorrow," Sarah said, stifling a laugh at his dramatic expression.

Relieved by her answer, John broke into a smile. They chatted about various things until they pulled into the grocery store parking lot. It was the evening rush, and the place was teeming with people. After finding a spot, they headed inside. John grabbed a trolley and followed close behind Sarah as she began weaving through the aisles, expertly picking out ingredients, spices, and snacks.

By the time they finished, Sarah looked satisfied, while John looked a bit exhausted but still wore a happy smile.

As they were settling the bill and heading toward the exit, a young boy suddenly went sprinting past them. Behind him, his mother was frantic. "Harry! Don't run so fast!" she screamed.

Hearing his mother, the boy turned his head back to shout, "Nothing's gonna happen to me, Mom!" He was so distracted that he didn't realize he was about to plow headfirst into the heavy glass door.

"No!" the woman screamed, her face pale with horror.

Before the child could impact the door, John lunged forward and caught him mid-stride. "Whoa there," John said softly, steadying the boy. "That door isn't going to move for you."

Seeing her child was safe, the woman ran over and pulled him into a desperate hug. "Why weren't you looking where you were going? What would I have done if you’d gotten hurt?" Her eyes were red; she was clearly shaken to her core.

"I’m sorry, Mom. I won’t do it again," the boy mumbled into her coat.

The woman looked up and began to thank them profusely. "Thank you! Thank you so much for catching him!"

"No, no—anyone would have done the same thing," Sarah said gently, stepping forward. "I'm just glad he's safe. That’s what matters."

"Please, let me buy you both a cup of coffee," the woman offered, but they politely declined.

"Quickly, thank the uncle and auntie," the woman told the boy.

"Thank you, uncle and auntie," the little boy said shyly.

"You're welcome, buddy. But you have to be careful from now on. Don't worry your mother like that, okay?" John said with a kind smile.

The boy nodded vigorously. After a few more words with the mother, they went their separate ways. Now, back in the quiet of the car, John and Sarah began the final drive home.

A few hours passed. Dinner was over, and they were now lying in bed, tangled in each other's arms. The house was quiet, the only sound being the steady rhythm of their breathing.

"Actually... something happened today when the delivery man came," Sarah said suddenly, her voice barely a whisper.

John shifted, looking at her with genuine curiosity. "What happened?"

Sarah looked up at him, her eyes filled with nervous tension. "When he rang the bell, I jumped up and hurried to the door. I didn't realize... I didn't notice that my top was loose. My breast was visible to him. He saw me, John," she said, quickly burying her face in his chest, trembling as she waited for his reaction.

As he listened to her confession, John felt a sudden, violent surge of arousal. His heart hammered against his ribs as his penis grew rock-hard beneath the sheets. He couldn't understand it—why would the thought of another man seeing his wife affect him like this? It should have made him angry, but instead, it sent a thrill through his entire body.

He fought to keep his voice steady, masking his excitement. "It’s okay," he said softly, stroking her hair. "It wasn't your fault. Don't worry about it."

Relieved by his calm response, Sarah hugged him tightly, pressing her body against his. They stayed like that for a long time, Sarah finding comfort in his arms while John struggled with the forbidden heat rising within him.

A few minutes passed in the quiet of the room. John leaned in, his breath hot against Sarah’s ear as he whispered a suggestion. A deep blush stained her cheeks, but after a moment of hesitation, she gave a small, shy nod.

Seeing her agreement, John’s heart hammered against his ribs. He didn't wait a second longer; he captured her lips in a deep, hungry kiss.

Sarah’s POV

As he kissed me, a wave of weakness washed over my limbs. I found myself responding instinctively, my hands tangling in his hair. He nipped playfully at my lower lip, sending sparks through my nerves.

"Mmm..." I let out a soft moan against his mouth. As the kiss deepened, I felt his tongue sweep against my teeth, trying to force its way inside. I teased him, keeping my mouth firmly closed to block him, feeling a sudden surge of playful smugness.

But then, a bolt of electricity shot up my spine as his large, warm hand slid upward, cupping my breast. My focus shattered. In that split second of distraction, he claimed his prize, his tongue sliding past my lips to begin a rhythmic battle with mine.

John’s POV

I could feel Sarah melting into me, her excitement rising to match my own. For some reason, the image of the delivery man staring at her exposed skin flashed in my mind again. Instead of anger, it fueled a new, dark kind of pleasure that made my blood race.

My hand traveled over her soft skin until I cupped her breast. It fit perfectly in my palm—a full C-cup that felt incredibly supple. As I gave a firm squeeze, she let out a jagged moan, her mouth falling open. I took immediate advantage, pushing my tongue deep inside to taste her.

A few moments later, we broke apart, both of us gasping. Looking into her eyes, I saw nothing but raw lust reflecting my own. I couldn't control myself anymore. I moved to her neck, trailing hot kisses down to her collarbone while my hands worked to strip away her clothes. With very little effort, her dress was gone, leaving her in nothing but her lace underwear.

I moved lower, my lips finding the swell of her breast while my hand gripped the other. Her nipples were a delicate, dusty pink—a rare and beautiful sight that always drove me wild. I leaned in and caught one between my teeth, giving it a gentle nip.

"Ah... don't bite," Sarah gasped. But she didn't pull away; instead, she arched her back, pressing her chest more firmly against my face.

As I continued to swirl my tongue around those soft peaks, I reached down and slid away her final layer of clothing. Now, she lay before me, completely naked and beautiful.

I paused for a moment, propping myself up to look at her. No matter how many times I had seen her like this, I never grew bored. Her face was beautifully flushed, her breasts rose and fell with her heavy breathing, and the curve of her belly led down to her long, elegant legs. Everything was perfect. She was completely smooth, and her intimate skin was a delicate, matching pink that drove me wild.

"What are you looking at, you shameless man?" Sarah asked shyly, her voice trembling slightly.

"I’m looking at my beautiful wife," I replied. Before she could say another word, I leaned back down to capture her breast in my mouth again.

"Mmm..." Sarah let out a long, low moan.

My hand traveled downward, my fingers grazing the soft skin of her inner thighs until I reached her heat. As I touched her, finding her already slick and wet, she gasped. "Ah...!" She instinctively pressed her legs together, trapping my fingers in the tight crevice, but I didn't pull away.

I began to move my fingers slowly, rubbing against her with a steady, teasing rhythm.

"Ah... ah... ah..." The lewd, rhythmic sounds escaping her lips only fueled my hunger.

With my free hand, I quickly stripped away my own clothes until I was completely naked. My length was fully aroused now—a solid 6.9 inches.

I positioned myself between her legs, the tip of my length grazing her slick heat. I began to rub against her, teasing her with a slow, rhythmic friction.

"Ah... ah... please, John. Give it to me... I want you inside me now!" she pleaded, her hips arching upward in a desperate search for fulfillment.

I didn't make her wait any longer. Aligning myself, I slowly began to sink into her. She was incredibly tight and searingly warm, her body molding around me as I pushed deeper.

"Ah... ah... ah..." A series of ragged, lewd moans escaped her as I established a steady pace. "John, you're so big... you're filling me up completely. Ah... it feels so good!"

I began to increase the tempo, the friction turning into a deep, driving heat. Soon, the only sounds in the bedroom were our heavy gasps, her high-pitched moans, and the rhythmic slapping of flesh against flesh.

"Oh my god... it’s so good, baby! Oh my god, ah... ah...!" Sarah had completely lost herself to the sensation. "Move faster, honey! Faster!"

Hearing her cries, I pushed myself even harder, my thrusts becoming rapid and powerful. I could feel the pressure building behind my navel, signaling that I was reaching my limit.

"Sarah, I’m close... I’m going to cum!"

"Cum inside me, John! Do it!" she cried out, her legs locking around my waist.

With a final, frantic burst of speed, we reached the peak together. I surged deep inside her one last time as I released, my body shuddering with the intensity of the climax. We collapsed into each other, our lungs burning as we fought for air. Ha... ha... ha...

I slowly withdrew and rolled over to lie beside her, my limbs feeling like lead. "Ah... I completely forgot about the dildo," I managed to say between heavy breaths.

Sarah turned her head toward me, a sleepy, satisfied smile on her face despite her labored breathing. "Don't worry... we can use it another time," she whispered.

Exhaustion quickly washed over both of us, and within minutes, we were both pulled into a deep, dreamless sleep.

The next morning, John woke to the soft light filtering through the curtains. He reached out, but the space beside him was empty; only a thin, silk blanket remained, draped carefully over him. He knew Sarah well enough to know she was already downstairs, likely busy in the kitchen.

From the window, he could see the warm Texas sun illuminating the Austin skyline. Birds danced between the trees, their songs filling the air. Seeing nature like this every morning was enough to fill anyone’s heart with a sense of peace and happiness.

He slowly climbed out of bed and headed into the bathroom. A few minutes later, the door opened, and John stepped out, feeling much more refreshed.

After changing into a clean set of casual clothes, he made his way downstairs. He found Sarah at the stove, her back to him as she focused on the breakfast she was preparing. She was so engrossed in her work that she didn't notice his presence at all, allowing him a moment to simply admire her.


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger Arrangement: Volume 1

Your support means everything — if this story touched you, please take a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Every review helps independent authors like me reach more readers.

But this isn’t the end of John and Sarah story…

Their choices have only deepened the mystery. New faces, new temptations, and unexpected emotions await in the chapters ahead.

Continue the journey in Next volume — Swinger Arrangement Volume 2 — https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GWVXM714

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

My other story….

?? Swinger Dream: The First Swap: Season 1 volume 1

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FZ5W441L

?? Swinger Dream: The First Swap: Season 2 volume 1

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G4N5CCFV

?? The Swinger’s First Step (Volumes 1-4)

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FXN6LGGD

Follow me for more story.

— S. Darkness
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