

SEASON 1

Swinger Arrangement: Volume 3

Where Love, Trust, and Desire Are Put to the Ultimate Test


Table of Contents

Swinger Arrangement: Volume 3             1

Chapter 1: The Heavy Silence             7

Chapter 2: A Woman of Magnets             17


© 2026 S. Darkness

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form without permission from the author.

Disclaimer: All characters are fictional and over 18 years old. Any resemblance to real persons is purely coincidental.


Dedication

To every reader who dares to explore the unknown paths of love, trust, and desire.

This story is for you.


Acknowledgments

I would like to thank everyone who supports independent writers and chooses to spend their time exploring new stories. Your curiosity and passion keep these pages alive.

A special thanks to all readers who believe in second chances, new beginnings, and the courage to step into unexplored journeys.


Disclaimer / Content Warning

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual events, people, or places is purely coincidental.

This book contains explicit adult themes, including consensual partner swapping and mature sexual content, intended for readers 18 years and older.

By reading further, you confirm that you are of legal age in your country to access adult material


Chapter 1: The Heavy Silence

The front door clicked shut, sealing out the cool night and leaving us in the sudden, heavy silence of the foyer. The house felt different than it had just a few hours ago—smaller, more intimate, and thick with unspoken words.

I tossed my keys onto the side table. "We’re home," I said softly, my voice sounding unusually loud in the still air.

"Yeah," Sarah replied, her voice trailing off as if she were miles away.

I opened my mouth to ask her what was wrong, but the words caught in my throat. I noticed her distant gaze and decided to give her some space. I knew her well enough to know she would tell me in her own time.

Sarah's POV:

Stepping back into the house brought a wave of relief, but it didn't stop the thoughts racing through my mind. Something was really bothering me. How could I tell John what happened on the dance floor? If he knew Max had touched me like that, would he be angry? Would he blame me for wearing such a provocative dress? I felt a knot of fear tightening in my stomach.

Needing to hide my expression, I quickly hurried into our bedroom to remove my makeup and change into something comfortable.

John's POV:

The bedroom door shut, and Sarah was gone from my side. I let out a long sigh, leaning against the wall. A doubt flickered in my mind: was she angry because I had been dancing so closely with Rose? I shook my head, trying to dismiss the thought. I wouldn't let my mind wander into dark places; I’d wait until we were in bed to talk it out properly.

I went to the other bathroom to change out of my club clothes. A few minutes later, Sarah emerged from the bedroom. She had swapped her sexy dress for a simple top and shorts. Assuming I was still in the bathroom, she didn't look around for me and headed straight for the kitchen.

I moved through the kitchen on autopilot, the silence of the house a stark contrast to the thumping bass still echoing in my ears. I needed to do something with my hands to ground myself. I pulled a box of penne from the pantry, the plastic crinkling loudly in the quiet room.

I filled a large pot with water and set it on the stove, turning the flame to high. As I waited for the boil, I began chopping garlic and onions. The rhythmic thwack-thwack of the knife against the wooden board was therapeutic. Once the water bubbled, I tossed in a palmful of salt and the pasta. A cloud of steam rose, dampening my face, but I didn't care. I stood there, staring into the swirling water, lost in the process. For a few minutes, the simple act of cooking made me forget the unpleasant things that had happened at the club.

Once the pasta was finished, I let out a satisfied smile and turned around—only to jump back in shock.

"Ah!" I gasped, clutching my chest and breathing deeply. John was standing right there, watching me. "John! Why are you standing behind me like a ghost? You scared the hell out of me!" I exclaimed.

John’s POV:

"Sorry," I said softly, giving her a wry smile. "I just didn't want to disturb you while you were in the zone." I looked at the steaming pot and admitted, "I’m hungry."

"Okay, go sit at the table," Sarah said, her voice finally sounding like herself again. "I’ll bring the pasta over."

Seeing her behaving normally acted like a weight lifting off my chest. I let out a silent sigh of relief and happily headed to the table. Whatever had been bothering her seemed to have settled, and for now, I was just looking forward to a quiet meal together.

I sat at the table as Sarah walked over with the steaming pot of pasta. She moved with a quiet focus, serving two plates before sitting down across from me.

"How is it?" she asked, her voice soft, searching my face for a reaction.

"It’s good," I answered gently, meeting her eyes. "I always love what you make."

She let out a small, thoughtful "Hmm," and we fell into a comfortable silence. The only sound in the kitchen was the clinking of our forks as we finished the meal. But even though we were eating, I could feel the weight of the night still hanging between us.

Sarah's POV:

A few minutes passed, and the dinner was over. We moved from the kitchen to the bedroom, the transition feeling heavy and significant. Now, we are sitting together in the quiet of our room.

The house is deathly still. The only thing breaking the silence is the rhythmic tick-tock of the clock on the bedside table. I can feel John’s presence beside me, and I know the time for avoiding the subject is over.

"John, I have something to say," I finally whispered. I took a deep breath, trying to remind myself that our marriage wasn’t so fragile that a single night could break us.

John looked at me and reached out, taking my hand firmly in his. "Before you say anything, I want you to know something, Sarah," he said, his voice steady and warm. "Whatever happened, we are in this together. I will always love you, no matter what."

Hearing his heartfelt words, a wave of warmth passed through me. The fear that had been clouding my mind began to lift, and I felt my spirit returning. I mustered every bit of my courage and finally spoke.

"Actually... when we were dancing at the club, Max touched me. He touched me inappropriately."

I closed my eyes tightly, bracing myself for John’s fury. I expected him to shout, to pacing the room, or to be consumed by rage. But the explosion never came.

I opened my eyes and saw John sitting in silence for a long moment, processing what I had said. Then, he moved closer and pulled me into a tight embrace.

"Don't worry," he murmured softly against my hair. "It wasn’t your fault. I shouldn't have agreed to that dance in the first place."

Tears welled up in my eyes at his words. "Thank you for trusting me, John," I whispered, clinging to him. "I love you."

We stayed like that for a long time, wrapped in each other's arms, the silence of the bedroom finally feeling peaceful again.

John’s POV:

The moment the words left her lips—that Max had touched her—I felt a flash of pure, white-hot rage. It felt like my blood was beginning to boil. But right alongside that anger, a strange, dark excitement surged through me. To my shock, I felt myself growing hard. What is happening to me? I thought, struggling to process the conflicting emotions. I forced myself to take a deep breath, fighting to stay calm for her sake.

After a few seconds, I managed to steady my racing heart. I pulled Sarah into a long, tight hug, and we stayed like that until the tension in her shoulders finally began to melt away.

"Sarah... actually, I have something to say too," I whispered into her ear.

We pulled apart slightly so I could look at her. Her eyes were still shimmering with unshed tears as she waited, clearly anxious to hear what I had to confess.

"It was an accident," I began, my voice low. "When we were at the mall today and I went to pick up your dress... I accidentally walked into the wrong changing room. There was a woman in there, changing her clothes. I saw things I shouldn't have seen."

I watched her face closely. She looked uncomfortable for a moment, her lips parting as if she wanted to say something but couldn't quite find the words. After all, it had been an accident, but it was still a vivid memory of another woman.

"It’s okay," Sarah finally said, her voice soft. "It wasn’t your fault."

She leaned back in and hugged me again, her breath warm against my neck. "I’m glad you told me, John," she whispered.

"Me too," I murmured, holding her close.

Sarah let out a small, contented "Hmm," as we sat together in the quiet of the room, both of us now carrying the weight of the day’s secrets together.

"Sarah, I want you," I whispered into her ear, my voice thick with the desire I had been suppressed all evening. I leaned in and bit her earlobe gently, making her shiver in my arms.

"Ah..." she let out a soft moan. "Wait, not yet. Let me shower first, I’m still a bit sweaty from the kitchen."

I tightened my grip, pulling her back against me. "No need," I murmured. "I don't mind at all."

She hesitated for a heart-beat, then whispered, "Then... okay. But you have to be gentle with me tonight."

"Don't worry," I promised. "I will be."

We pulled apart just enough to look into each other's eyes. I could see her gaze was filled with a deep, vulnerable love. Slowly, I lowered her down onto the bed, her hair spreading across the pillows.

"Sarah," I said softly.

"What is it?" she asked, her breath hitching.

"Nothing. I just wanted to say your name."

I leaned down, my face inches from hers. When my lips finally brushed against hers, I felt her tremble. I bit her lower lip softly, and a low moan escaped her throat. Her lips were incredibly soft, and as the kiss deepened, she began to respond with equal fervor.

We lost ourselves in the heat of it, our mouths opening to each other, tasting the lingering adrenaline of the night. My hands moved on instinct, working through the layers of our clothes as we stayed locked in the kiss. Within minutes, the barriers between us were gone, and we were finally, completely exposed to one another.

I paused for a moment, pushing myself up to admire her figure in the dim light of the bedroom. "It doesn’t matter how many times I see you like this," I whispered, my voice thick with desire. "I never get bored."

"Sweet talker," Sarah breathed, her chest heaving as she reached for me.

I lowered my head, trailing kisses down the column of her neck. She let out a low, guttural moan that spurred me on. My hands moved to her breasts, gripping them and feeling their weight, molding them as my lips moved lower. When I reached her chest, I kissed her skin before taking her nipple into my mouth. It was already hard, and she gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair to hold me there.

My hand drifted down, finding her already slick and warm from our foreplay. As I rubbed my thumb against her, Sarah lost all control of her voice. "Ah... ah... it’s so good," she whimpered.

I gave her nipple one last, gentle bite before pulling away.

"Ah!" she cried out, her eyes flying open. They were dark with lust as she looked up at me. "I want it, John. Please."

"What do you want, Sarah? Tell me."

"I... I want you inside me. Please, give it to me," she pleaded.

I nodded and moved between her legs. Guiding myself, I finally entered her. She let out a soft moan as her muscles tightened around me. She was incredibly small and warm. I began to move my waist in a slow, steady rhythm.

"Ah... ah... it's so good..."

Hearing her voice, I began to thrust faster. The rhythm picked up, and the quiet room was filled with the sound of our bodies meeting and the rhythmic creaking of the bed.

"John, you’re so good... I feel so good..."

As she cried out my name, an intrusive thought suddenly flashed through my mind: Max’s hand on her waist at the club. I found myself wondering, How would Sarah feel if it were another man's hands on her right now? How would she sound if she were being taken by him?

The moment the thought took hold, I lost all restraint. My cock became rock-hard, and a surge of primal energy took over. I began to thrust even harder, my movements becoming dominant and relentless.

"Ah! Oh my god! Slow... down... ah! It's too much!" she cried, but her body arched into mine, meeting every strike.

"I can't take it! I’m coming... John, I’m coming!" Sarah’s voice rose to a peak, her body beginning to shake.

"I’m with you, Sarah. Let’s go together," I groaned, my own climax hitting me like a freight train.

With one final, deep push, we both collapsed, our bodies trembling in the aftermath. We stayed locked together for a few seconds before separating, the room once again falling into a heavy silence, broken only by the sound of our ragged, desperate breathing.

A few minutes passed as we lay tangled together, our breathing finally slowing down. I pulled her close, the warmth of her skin against mine.

"How was it? Are you satisfied?" I asked her softly.

"Hmm... I am," Sarah replied, a contented smile in her voice as she traced idle circles on my chest with her finger.

"Let’s get in the shower," I suggested, though I was barely ready to move.

"Let me stay like this just a little longer," she whispered, burying her head into the crook of my neck. I stayed still, gently stroking her hair as the room settled into a peaceful silence.

After a while, Sarah pulled away and sat up. "Okay, let's go take that shower now."

We headed into the bathroom together, the steam clearing the last of the club's scent from our skin. A few minutes later, we emerged wrapped in towels, changed into fresh clothes, and climbed back into the comfort of our bed.

As we lay there in the dark, my mind began to race. I couldn't stop thinking about that moment during sex—the way the thought of Max had pushed me over the edge. What should I do? I wondered. Should I tell Sarah and see how she feels, or should I keep this locked inside my head for the rest of my life?

"John... John?"

Sarah’s voice snapped me back to reality. I looked over at her, finding her watching me with a curious expression.

"What were you thinking about?" she asked.

"Nothing," I lied, forced a small smile. "I was just thinking about how incredible you were tonight."

"Oh, you sweet talker," she giggled, tucking herself back into my arms and burying her face against my chest.

She relaxed instantly, completely unaware of the storm brewing in my mind. I continued to stroke her hair, the rhythmic motion soothing us both until the exhaustion of the day finally took over. Before I knew it, we had both fallen into a deep, heavy sleep.

The sun had already risen, waking the world with its golden light. Outside, birds sang with joy, and butterflies danced from one flower to another. It was the start of what looked to be another peaceful day.

Inside the quiet bedroom, the couple was still deep in sleep, their breathing steady and slow. As I slowly opened my eyes, a dull ache reminded me of the night before—my arm had gone completely numb because Sarah was still using it as a pillow.

I reached over with my other hand, moving her head with a gentle, agonizingly slow motion so I wouldn't wake her. As she shifted, I noticed a faint, lingering smile on her lips. She looked peaceful, as if she were in the middle of a beautiful dream. I couldn't help myself; I leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to her forehead before quietly sliding out of bed.

I stood up, feeling the cool floor beneath my feet, and walked toward the bathroom to freshen up.

Inside the bathroom, I stepped in front of the sink and stared at myself. I splashed cold water on my face, hoping the chill would snap me out of it, but as I looked at my reflection, my thoughts began to wander right back to the dance floor.

I was caught in a brutal mental conflict. A part of me—the husband who had loved her for years—wanted to protect her and never share her with anyone. But there was another part, a darker side born from last night, that felt a forbidden surge of heat at the thought of Sarah with someone else. Just thinking about it made me hard again.

"Get it together," I muttered, splashing more cold water on my face to drown out the fantasy.

I brushed my teeth and took a quick shower, trying to wash away the lingering adrenaline of the night. When I walked back into the bedroom, Sarah was still tucked under the covers, deep in sleep. I dressed quietly in fresh clothes, watching her for a moment before heading downstairs.

I made my way to the kitchen, decided to clear my head by starting on some breakfast for both of us.

I slowly opened my eyes and reached out for the other side of the bed. When my hand met only empty, cold sheets, I bolted upright. I checked the clock—6:13 AM. I let out a breath of relief; I knew exactly where he was. He was in the kitchen, probably trying to be sweet by making breakfast.

I stretched my arms over my head, feeling the lingering ache in my muscles from last night, and walked into the bathroom. After splashing some cold water on my face and brushing my teeth, I headed back out. I usually skip my shower until the afternoon, after I’ve finished at the market and dealt with the heat and sweat of the day.

I changed into a fresh dress, checked my reflection to make sure I looked presentable, and headed downstairs. But as soon as I opened the bedroom door, a sharp, burnt smell hit my nose.

I hurried down the stairs and found John standing in the middle of the kitchen, staring off into space. He was completely lost in thought, totally unaware that the bread in the toaster had turned black and was smoking.

"John! John!" I shouted.

He snapped out of his trance immediately, sniffing the air as he realized what was happening. He quickly fumbled with the toaster to get the burnt bread out. "Sorry," he muttered, looking sheepish. "I didn't notice."

I shook my head, walking over to take the tongs from him. "You sit down," I told him firmly. "I'll handle the breakfast." I couldn't help but murmur to myself: Ah, Sarah, you really have to do everything. John is so clumsy when it comes to housework.

After cleaning up the mess, I quickly put together a proper breakfast and laid it on the table. "Let’s eat," I said.

John nodded and sat across from me. He looked at me for a second as if he wanted to say something—something important—but he hesitated and then shut his mouth, focusing on his food instead. I didn't think much of it at the time. Once we finished eating, we both moved over to the sofa to relax for a moment.

A few minutes later, John pulled out some of his office files and began scanning through them. Seeing him focus on his work, I decided not to disturb him. I moved around the living room, opening all the windows to let the fresh morning air in, and began working on my daily chores.

Time passed quickly, and before I knew it, the clock on the wall read 7:55 AM.

"Sarah," John called out suddenly.

"What is it?" I asked, looking over from my work.

"I have to go in early today," he said, cinching his watch strap around his wrist. I nodded, understanding the shift in his schedule.

I dropped what I was doing and hurried over to him. I reached up to help him tighten his tie, making sure the knot was perfect, just the way he likes it. He grabbed his car keys and his briefcase, then leaned down to press a gentle kiss to my forehead.

"Bye. I’ll come home as quickly as I can," he said.

"Okay. I’ll be waiting for you," I replied with a smile.

"Bye." With that, he walked out the door.

I stood in the doorway, watching as he got into the car and pulled out of the driveway. Once the car had disappeared from my sight, I stepped back inside and closed the door, the house suddenly feeling very quiet without him.

I gently shook my head, clearing the lingering thoughts of the night before, and quickly got back to work. I moved from room to room, focusing on the familiar rhythm of my chores until the house was finally in order.

I let out a long sigh of relief, wiping my brow. "Today’s work is done. Finally, I’m free," I murmured to the empty living room.


Chapter 2: A Woman of Magnets

I sank onto the sofa, reached for my phone, and began aimlessly scrolling through social media. It was a welcome distraction, a way to let my mind drift away from the intensity of the past twelve hours. Without realizing it, time began to slip away as I moved from one post to the next.

Suddenly, a ringing tone shattered the silence of the house, making me jump. A call was interrupting my scrolling. I looked down at the screen and saw a familiar name. It was my friend.

It was my friend, Emma. I quickly picked up the call, feeling a bit of relief to have someone to talk to.

"Hello, Emma?"

"Hello, Sarah! What are you up to right now?" Emma’s voice was as energetic as ever.

"Nothing much. I’m just at home, bored and scrolling through my phone," I answered.

"Oh! Well, in that case, why don't we meet up today and have some fun together?" Emma suggested.

"Aren't you busy with your work?" I asked doubtfully. I knew how much that project meant to her.

"No, I already secured the investment! James is handling the paperwork right now, so I’m actually free for the time being," Emma said, her excitement coming through the line.

"Okay then! Where should we meet?" I asked, my mood lifting eagerly at the thought of getting out of the house.

Emma paused for a moment, thinking it over. "Let's meet at the Space Jet Cafe at 10:00 AM."

"Perfect, let's meet there," I agreed. "I better go and get ready. Bye!"

"Okay, bye!" Emma said, and then the line went dead.

I looked at the clock—I didn't have much time. I hurried back upstairs to the bedroom, my mind already racing through my wardrobe.

I stood in front of the open closet, my fingers brushing against my usual, modest daily dresses. But then, I caught a glimpse of the clothes John had bought for me. My heart gave a little flutter as I remembered how he had looked at me the night before.

Instead of picking something plain, I reached for a stylish, form-fitting sundress that was just a bit shorter than what I used to wear.

I sat down at my vanity and applied my makeup with a steady hand. I added a touch of winged eyeliner to sharpen my gaze and a shade of lipstick that was just a bit more vibrant than my usual nude tones. I let my hair fall in soft, loose waves over my shoulders.

Finally, I sprayed a bit of my favorite perfume on my wrists and neck. Looking in the mirror, I saw a version of myself that felt confident and a little mysterious. I grabbed my handbag, checked my phone one last time, and headed out the door. It was time to see what Emma had to say.

I was just about to reach the front door when I realized I’d forgotten my car keys. I hurried back, grabbed them from the counter, and finally stepped outside. The moment my feet touched the pavement, the bright morning sun hit my face, warm and welcoming.

I climbed into the car and pulled out of the driveway, navigating the streets toward the cafe. My mind was a mix of nerves and excitement, still buzzing from the events of the night before.

A few minutes later, I arrived at the Space Jet Cafe. After finding a parking spot, I smoothed down my dress and walked inside. The cool air of the cafe was a relief from the outdoor heat. I pulled out my phone, just about to call Emma to see where she was sitting, when a voice cut through the hum of the crowd.

"Sarah!"

I looked toward the source of the voice and saw Emma waving at me from a table. She was already there, looking sharp and ready for our catch-up.

Seeing her, my face lit up with a genuine smile. I hurried toward her, and she stood up from her chair to meet me. We hugged tightly for a few seconds, the familiar scent of her perfume making me feel grounded.

"Emma! I feel like I haven't seen you in ages," I said as we pulled apart.

"Me too! And look at you—you’ve become even more beautiful since the last time we met," Emma teased, her eyes scanning my new dress and makeup with a playful glint.

I let out a small laugh, feeling a bit of heat climb into my cheeks. "You've definitely become more playful," I countered. "Back in the day, you were such an 'Ice Queen.' You had all the boys going crazy for you, but you wouldn't give any of them the time of day."

"Okay, okay... let's stop right there and sit down," Emma laughed, waving off the memory as we both took our seats.

Within a few seconds, a waitress appeared at our table. We placed our orders for coffee, and I watched as she disappeared back toward the counter, leaving us to finally talk.

"So, how are you enjoying Austin so far?" I asked Emma, leaning in curiously.

"It’s great. Honestly, I like it here much more than my previous place," Emma replied with a satisfied smile.

"I knew you would," I said confidently, feeling a bit proud that my prediction had come true. "It just seems like your kind of city."

While we were talking, the waitress arrived with our coffees. She served us with a quick smile and left us to our conversation.

"So, do you want me to show you around the city?" I asked excitedly, already thinking of the best spots to visit.

Emma went quiet for a moment, looking a bit hesitant. "Are you sure? I don’t want to be a bother."

"No, no! Don't even think like that," I insisted, waving off her concern. "We’re friends; it’s really no trouble at all. I'd love to do it."

"Okay then," Emma said with a grateful smile. "I’ll be in your care today."

Seeing her act so formal made me shake my head playfully. "Fine," I teased, "but you have to treat me to lunch today as payment!"

Emma laughed, her eyes bright. "Deal! No problem at all—lunch is on me."

We continued to chat as we sipped our drinks, and before we knew it, our cups were empty. "Ready to go?" I asked.

"Let's do it," Emma agreed. We both stood up, paid the bill, left a tip for the waitress, and walked out of the cafe into the warm Austin sun.

Inside my office, the hum of the air conditioning was drowned out by Mike’s voice as he went over the details of our latest project. I was staring at the files on my desk, but the words were blurring together. My mind kept drifting back to the smell of burnt toast, the way Sarah had fixed my tie, and the lingering tension from the night before.

Mike stopped mid-sentence. He had clearly noticed I wasn't listening. "Sir? ...Sir?"

I snapped my head up, blinking. "Haa—yes. Sorry. Where were we?"

"Sir, we were discussing the project that's already eighty-five percent complete," Mike said, his brow furrowing slightly. We continued the briefing for another twenty minutes, though it took every ounce of my willpower to stay focused.

"Okay then, sir," Mike said finally, gathering his papers. "I’ll be right outside. If you need anything, just call me."

"Right. Okay," I muttered, nodding absent-mindedly.

Mike lingered for a second, feeling that something was off. His boss was behaving differently today—less sharp, more distant. He quickly shook his head, pushing the thought away. Better not to overthink the problems of rich people, he thought to himself.

With a final nod, he turned and walked out of the cabin, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

I let out a long, heavy sigh and leaned back in my chair. I need to stop thinking about this, I told myself. It was already bleeding into my professional life, affecting my focus. I had to regain control before things went too far.

I reached for my phone, my thumb hovering over the screen for a long second, debating whether to call her. But then, I set it back down on the mahogany desk.

A helpless, mocking smile tugged at the corners of my mouth. "What would I even say to her?" I whispered to the empty room. "Should I tell her that seeing another man touch her turns me on? That I liked the way Max looked at her?"

The thought alone made me feel like I was losing my mind. It wasn't the kind of thing a "normal" husband was supposed to feel, and yet, I couldn't deny the electricity it sent through my veins.

"It’s making me insane," I muttered, rubbing my temples.

I forced myself to pull a stack of project files toward me. I had to work. I needed the numbers and the logic to drown out these thoughts. I took a deep breath and tried to bury my darkest desires under a mountain of spreadsheets and deadlines, praying the distraction would be enough.

The afternoon sun turned the streets of Austin into a vivid blur of heat and color. With Emma by my side, I felt a strange, new sense of freedom. We wandered through the trendy districts, ducking into high-end boutiques and quiet, hidden art galleries.

Usually, I would have stayed in the background, letting Emma’s bold energy take the lead, but today felt different. As we walked past the glass storefronts, I caught my reflection—the form-fitting dress, the sharp eyeliner, the confident way I carried myself. I didn't look like the "normal woman" who tried to blend into the shadows to avoid attention. I looked like a woman made of magnets, pulling eyes toward me whether I wanted to or not.

"Sarah, look at this!" Emma pulled me toward a shop window filled with designer hats. She pointed at a particularly elegant one. "What do you think of this? I think it would look amazing on both of us."

I laughed, feeling a thrill of excitement. "It’s beautiful. Do you want to go inside and try it on?" I asked.

"No," Emma said, surprising me. "Not today. Let’s just take a picture. It’ll be more fun to come back and 'find' it another day."

I was momentarily speechless. I couldn't understand the fun in waiting to find something that was right in front of us, but I didn't say anything. That was just Emma’s personality—she loved the chase. We snapped a few pictures and kept walking.

We spent the next hour drifting through a local open-air market. The air was thick with the scent of roasted coffee and expensive leather. I found myself noticing the way people looked at us—or rather, the way men looked at us. In the past, it might have made me nervous, but today, I was used to it. I didn't let it bother me.

"Look at those men looking at us with those disgusting eyes," Emma said, her voice turning cold and sharp.

"Let them be," I said softly, touching her arm. "Don't let them ruin our mood."

A few minutes later, we found a barbecue restaurant for lunch—the treat Emma had promised. The savory, smoky aroma of grilled meat filled the air, making my mouth water.

As we settled into our booth, Emma looked at me over her menu. "So, we’re still on for Saturday at our house, right?"

"Yes, we'll be there," I confirmed with a nod. "I’ve already talked to John about it, and he agreed."

"Good! I’ll prepare a feast for us then," Emma said with a grin, and we both let out a small laugh, imagining the sheer amount of food she’d probably end up making.

Our waiter arrived shortly after, placing the sizzling platters of barbecue we had ordered on the table. He left us to it, and for a few minutes, a comfortable silence settled between us as we focused on our lunch. The food was delicious, but my mind was already drifting toward Saturday, wondering how John would act around Emma and James after everything that had changed.

Once we finished, we stood up, paid the bill, and left a generous tip before walking back out into the afternoon air.

"Let’s look around a little bit more, then we can head home," I suggested, not quite ready for the day to end.

Emma nodded in agreement, and we continued to wander through the city, soaking in the last few hours of our girls' day.

Just like that, another hour slipped away. We found ourselves back where we started, standing in front of our cars in the parking lot. The late afternoon sun was beginning to dip lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the pavement.

"Bye, Sarah! I'll see you again soon," Emma said, giving me one last bright smile before reaching for her door handle.

"Bye, Emma," I replied, waving as she climbed inside.

We both got into our cars, the engines humming to life simultaneously. I watched her pull out of the lot first, and then I followed, beginning the drive back home. As the city skyline faded in my rearview mirror, the silence of the car felt heavy. The excitement of the day was over, and now I was heading back to the house.


The End
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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 4 — coming soon.

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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