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Chapter 1: The Weight of Roses

The house was far too quiet when I stepped inside. The afternoon light was stretching long, golden fingers across the living room floor, highlighting the stillness of everything. I set my keys down with a sharp clack that seemed to echo through the empty hallway.

I walked to the kitchen to get a glass of water, my heels still clicking rhythmically against the floor. I took my glass to the sofa and sat down, letting out a long breath as I finally rested.

For a while, I just sat there, checking my phone to see if I had missed any messages. I saw a few notifications from others, but nothing from John. A flicker of confusion and worry surfaced in my chest. What happened to him? Why hasn't he reached out?

Before I could let my mind spiral, I shook my head and whispered to the empty room, "Ah, Sarah, what are you thinking? He’s probably just busy. He hasn't had the chance to reply yet."

I pushed those nagging thoughts aside and walked upstairs, and changed into a pair of comfortable short pants and a simple top.

A few minutes later, I walked back downstairs, feeling lighter but still unable to shake the feeling that the silence in the house was far too heavy.

John POV,

Back at the office, I was buried in my laptop. I had focused so hard on the spreadsheets and project files that I didn't notice the hours slipping away. Suddenly, I realized it was already time to head home.

I stretched my arms over my head, feeling the tension in my shoulders finally crack. I called Mike in for one last brief, gave him his instructions for the morning, and left the office.

The drive home was a blur. I sat behind the wheel, navigating the familiar streets, my mind finally beginning to settle as I pulled into our driveway. I parked the car and walked toward the front door, feeling the weight of the day settle in my bones.

Before I could even reach for my keys or press the bell, the door swung open.

"Welcome home, honey!" Sarah cried out, immediately wrapping her arms around me in a tight hug.

I let out a soft "Umm," the tension leaving my body at the touch of her. I gently rubbed the back of her head, leaning into the comfort of her embrace for a long second. We walked inside together, Sarah holding my hand tightly as she led me into the warmth of our home.

She led me to the sofa and gently pushed me to sit. "Stay here," she said with a smile. "I’ll get you a glass of cold water."

I watched as she opened the fridge and pulled out a chilled bottle. She carefully mixed the cold water with some at room temperature, making sure it was just right before bringing the glass over to me. Seeing her care for me like this sent a wave of warmth through my chest. I felt so grateful to have her as my wife, but that gratitude was quickly followed by a sharp sting of shame. How could I have those dark thoughts about a woman this pure? I shook my head, trying to force the images of the night before out of my mind.

Sarah stood in front of me and handed me the glass. I took a sip—it wasn't freezing, and it wasn't lukewarm. It was perfect for this stifling weather. I finished the entire glass in one go, then stood up to wash it myself.

Sarah followed me into the kitchen as I rinsed the glass and handed it back to her.

"Go on, go change," she said, her eyes sparkling with something I couldn't quite read. "Once you're done, I have so many things to tell you."

Her mysterious tone piqued my curiosity. I wanted to ask what she meant, but I decided to wait. I obediently headed to the bathroom, let the cool water of the shower wash away the stress of the office, and changed into something comfortable.

When I came downstairs, I found Sarah waiting for me, her face bright with anticipation. I couldn't help but smile at her energy. "Alright," I asked, leaning against the doorframe. "What happened? You seemed like you had a lot to tell me."

"Actually, I went out today with the friend we’re having dinner with on Saturday," Sarah said, her hands moving excitedly as she spoke.

"Oh, so that’s it," I said gently, walking toward her. "Did you have a good time?"

"Yes! I had so much fun," she replied. "We visited so many places today just to help her get familiar with the city."

As she went on, explaining all the different spots they had visited, I stopped listening to the details and just observed her. Seeing her this happy—seeing that genuine glow on her face—made me feel a wave of contentment. It was a relief to see her enjoying herself so much.

We talked for a while longer, the easy rhythm of our conversation filling the room. Eventually, Sarah looked up at me. "What do you want for dinner tonight?"

"Anything is fine," I murmured, reaching out to pull her into my arms. I held her close, enjoying the quiet stillness of the evening.

"Okay then," she whispered softly against my chest. "I’ll go make us something delicious."

Three days have passed, and the atmosphere in the house has shifted. I don’t know exactly what’s going on with John, but lately, he’s been lost in his own world. Usually, he tells me everything—even the boring details of his business deals—but now, there’s a wall between us.

When he got home today, we sat down for dinner in a silence that felt far too heavy. No matter how much John tries to hide it or act like everything is normal, he can't fool me. After all, I know him better than he knows himself.

"John?" I called softly.

He didn’t answer. He was staring at his plate, his mind clearly miles away.

"John," I said again, a little louder this time.

He blinked, snapping back to reality. "Ah—sorry. I was just thinking about a project at work," he said quickly, offering a tight smile.

"Eat before it gets cold," I told him, though I knew it wasn't work that was bothering him.

"Hmm," he nodded and went back to his meal.

Now, a few hours have passed since dinner. We are lying in bed, the room dark except for the faint glow of the moonlight through the curtains. John is right beside me, his breathing uneven. I can feel the tension radiating off him. I have to ask him what’s wrong. I can't let this go on any longer.

"John... can you tell me what’s been bothering you lately?" I asked, holding my breath. The air in the room felt thin, as if the silence between us was sucking out all the oxygen.

John stayed still, his gaze fixed on the ceiling. For a long time, he didn't say a word. Finally, he let out a shallow breath. "It’s nothing, Sarah. Just some complications at the office. Don't worry about it."

I couldn't take it anymore. I pushed myself up, sitting on the edge of the mattress so I could look him directly in the eyes. The moonlight hit his face, making him look tired and vulnerable.

"John, please don't lie to me," I said, my voice steady with firm resolve. "We promised that if there was any problem—no matter what it was—we would face it together. I know you, and I know this isn't about work."

I reached out and placed my hand on his chest, feeling his heart thudding a little too fast beneath his skin. "Talk to me. Please."

I could see the war raging behind his eyes. He looked like a man drowning, caught between the truth and the fear of losing me. But seeing my resolve—knowing I wouldn't let him hide behind excuses tonight—he finally broke.

He let out a long, shuddering sigh, his shoulders slumping as the weight of the secret finally crushed his pride. "I don't even know how to say it, Sarah," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. "I’m ashamed to even mention it."

I didn’t push him. I didn’t interrupt. I just stayed there, my hand on his chest, watching him in the quiet of our bedroom.

"Actually... I don't know how or when it started," he began slowly, refusing to meet my eyes. "But when I see strangers watching you... I feel this surge of excitement. I started to imagine things... what would happen if you were with another man. It turns me on, Sarah. It makes me crazy. But at the same time, I can't stand the thought of losing you or seeing you with someone else. I don't know what to do."

He spoke so quietly I could barely hear him. For a moment, my mind went blank. Part of me wanted to be angry—to shout that it was ridiculous or insulting—but looking at him, so broken and honest, I felt a wave of deep empathy. This wasn't a betrayal; it was a struggle he had been fighting alone.

I took a deep breath, steadying my own heart. "John," I said, my voice soft but firm. "I don't have a solution for this right now. I don't know why your mind is going there. But we promised to face everything together. Every problem has a solution—we just have to find ours."

As my words hung in the quiet air, I saw the tension drain from John’s face. He looked at me with such profound gratitude in his eyes, as if he couldn't believe I hadn't turned away from him.

"Actually, John," I said softly, my voice barely a whisper in the dark room, "the moment you told me about this, it stopped being a 'problem.' Because now, it’s something we can face together."

I paused, thinking carefully about how to move forward. "About those thoughts of yours... we can research it. We can see if there are alternatives or ways to explore those feelings without actually doing anything. We don’t have to jump into anything real to understand what this is."

John didn't say anything for a long moment; he just nodded, his eyes misting over. "Thank you, Sarah," he choked out, his voice thick with relief. "Thank you for understanding me."

He reached out and pulled me into a tight, desperate hug, as if he were holding onto a lifeline. We stayed like that for a long time, the only sound in the room being the steady rhythm of our breathing.

That night, we didn't do anything else. No more talking, no more analyzing. we just held each other tightly, the weight finally lifted from our shoulders, and fell into a deep, peaceful sleep.

The next morning, I woke up to the soft light of dawn filtering through the curtains. When I opened my eyes, I found John already awake, lying on his side and watching me. His hand was hovering near my face, as if he had wanted to reach out and touch me but hesitated the moment he saw me stir.

I didn't let him pull away. I reached up, caught his hand, and gently pressed his palm against my cheek.

"Good morning," John said, his voice a soft, low rasp.

"Good morning," I answered, keeping my volume just as low to match the quiet intimacy of the room.

After that, a heavy silence settled between us. John didn't say anything else, his gaze drifting away slightly. I could tell he was feeling the weight of last night's confession—that inevitable wave of awkwardness that follows such raw honesty. I didn't push him to talk. I knew he needed space to process the fact that his secret was no longer just his own.

For now, I was content to just be there with him, giving him the time he needed to realize that nothing had changed between us, even if everything else had.

A few minutes passed in that quiet, fragile silence before we finally climbed out of bed. We moved through our morning routine with a strange kind of focus, preparing for the day ahead. After a quick breakfast, John kissed me goodbye and left for the office, leaving me alone with the quiet of the house.

I sat down at my laptop, the screen’s glow reflecting in my eyes. I took a deep breath, my fingers hovering over the keyboard. I was looking for a middle ground—an alternative to the extreme images John had described. Even the fleeting thought of actually being with another person made a hot wave of shame wash over me, making my heart race.

How did we get here? I wondered for a split second.

But then, I saw the image of John’s struggling eyes from the night before. I shook off the hesitation and the embarrassment. If this was what we needed to do to face this together, I had to be serious about it. I calmed my breathing and began to search, looking for a way to navigate these dark desires without losing the foundation of our marriage.

I took a deep breath, my heart hammering against my ribs, and typed the words into the search bar: My husband wants to see me with another man but doesn't want to share me. Are there alternatives that don't involve sex with others?

I hit enter.

I was stunned by the results. I wasn't alone. There were thousands of people struggling with the exact same conflicting emotions. Some comments were blunt, telling me to just "go for it," while others were judgmental, claiming a husband who feels this way couldn't possibly love his wife. I scoffed at those and scrolled past. I knew John. I knew his heart better than any internet stranger ever could.

As I scrolled deeper into the forums and articles, one suggestion caught my eye: Roleplay. The idea was simple but intriguing. By acting out the scenario together in the privacy of our bedroom, John could satisfy his curiosity and excitement without a third person ever actually entering our lives. It was a way to explore the "danger" of the fantasy while keeping the reality of our marriage perfectly safe.

I felt a spark of genuine interest and made a mental note of it. Roleplay. It felt like a solution we could actually handle.

Eager to see if there was anything even better, I kept scrolling. The shame I had felt earlier was being replaced by a strange, focused curiosity. Without even realizing it, hours slipped away as I fell deeper into the research, looking for every possible way to bridge the gap between John's desires and our boundaries.


Chapter 2: The Princess and the Brute

The workday felt different today. For the first time in weeks, I didn't get distracted during meetings or find myself staring blankly at my monitor. Sharing my thoughts with Sarah had been the hardest thing I’d ever done, and while the shame still lingered, the relief was far greater. I felt light-hearted, almost buoyant.

All I wanted was to finish my work and get back home to her.

By the time I left the office, the late afternoon sun was glowing against the windshield. As I drove, my eyes caught a flower shop on the corner. A sudden impulse took hold of me. I pulled over, parked the car, and stepped out into the humid air.

Inside, a middle-aged woman smiled at me from behind a counter overflowing with colors. "What can I get for you, young man?" she asked warmly.

I didn't even have to think about it. I knew exactly what Sarah loved. "A large bouquet of roses, please," I responded.

She worked quickly, her practiced hands gathering the deep red blooms and wrapping them in elegant paper. I paid her, took the heavy, fragrant bouquet in my arms, and walked back to the car.

The scent of the roses filled the small space of the car, a sweet and heavy fragrance that seemed to wash away the last of my office stress. I looked at the bouquet resting on the passenger seat and couldn't help but smile. Thinking of our past—of the first time I brought her flowers and the way her eyes used to light up—made me feel like that same hopeful young man again.

I drove the rest of the way home slowly, savoring the feeling of peace.

I pulled into the driveway and parked, taking a moment to check my reflection in the mirror and straighten my shirt. I picked up the massive bouquet, the thorns carefully wrapped, and walked to the front door. Instead of using my key, I pressed the bell. I wanted this to feel intentional. I wanted to stand here and greet her properly, not just stumble in from work like it was any other day.

I stood there calmly, the weight of the flowers in my arms, waiting for the sound of her footsteps on the hardwood floors.

I was in the kitchen, the rhythmic sound of the knife against the cutting board as I sliced fruit filling the quiet afternoon. Suddenly, the chime of the doorbell interrupted me. I paused, knife in hand, wondering who could be stopping by at this hour.

I wiped my hands and walked toward the entryway. As my fingers touched the cold, metallic handle, a small shiver of anticipation ran through me. I pulled the door open slowly.

Standing on the porch was a man, but his face was completely obscured by a massive, vibrant explosion of red roses. Before I could even process what I was seeing, a familiar voice—the one that had been the soundtrack to my life for years—filled me with boundless joy.

"Surprise!" John said, lowering the bouquet to reveal a bright, happy smile.

My entire face lit up. The lingering shame from my afternoon research vanished, replaced by pure, unadulterated happiness. I didn't even take the flowers at first; I simply threw my arms around him, burying my face in his shoulder.

"I love you, John... I love you so much," I whispered, squeezing him tightly.

I felt his arms wrap around me, the flowers pressed between us, their scent overwhelming and sweet. "I love you too, honey," he whispered softly into my ear, his breath warm against my skin.

We stayed wrapped in each other's arms for a long moment, both of us reluctantly pulling away only when the humid afternoon air became too much to ignore.

"Come inside, quickly," I said, taking the heavy bouquet from his hands. "It’s far too hot to stand out here."

I reached out and grabbed his hand, leading him into the cool sanctuary of our home. As I turned to close the door, I felt a sudden, light sensation—as if my feet had left the ground. Before I could even gasp, John swept me up into a princess carry.

"Ha ha! John! What are you doing?" I let out a bright giggle, the flowers still clutched in my arms as he marched playfully toward the living room.

"Nothing," he replied with a mischievous glint in his eye. "I just felt like carrying my wife."

He didn't stop until we reached the sofa. Instead of putting me down, he sat back, keeping me firmly on his lap. I leaned into him, burying my face in the crook of his shoulder, breathing in the scent of his cologne mixed with the fresh fragrance of the roses. For a few minutes, the world outside—and all the complicated thoughts in my head—simply ceased to exist.

We stayed like that for a while, lost in the quiet comfort of each other. But then, a sudden realization hit me. I’d completely forgotten about the kitchen!

"Oh!" I said, pulling back slightly and sliding off John’s lap. "I just remembered—I was right in the middle of cutting fruit when you rang the bell."

John looked up at me, a lazy, contented smile still playing on his lips.

"Go on," I told him, shooing him toward the stairs. "Go wash your hands and change into something comfortable. By the time you’re back down, the fruit will be ready."

"Alright, alright," John laughed, standing up and stretching. He headed toward the bedroom, looking more relaxed than I had seen him in weeks.

I walked back into the kitchen, picked up the knife, and finished slicing the chilled fruit. As I worked, the house felt different—the heavy silence from the previous days was gone, replaced by a warm, humming energy. I felt a sense of peace, knowing that we were finally moving forward together.

John’s POV:

I felt incredible. The tension that had been a constant companion for weeks was finally gone, and I was so glad I had followed the impulse to buy those roses. As I changed out of my work clothes, I realized something important: even if my fantasies were never satisfied, it didn't matter. The crushing guilt was gone. Confessing everything to Sarah had been the real victory.

Feeling lighter than air, I walked out of the bedroom and headed downstairs.

I found Sarah already settled on the sofa, the television playing quietly in the background while she snacked on the fruit. When she saw me, she waved her hand excitedly and patted the spot right beside her, gesturing for me to join her.

I sat down and reached for a slice of apple. It was perfectly chilled and crisp. As I took a bite, the natural sweetness was refreshing, cutting through the lingering heat of the day.

"It’s good," I commented, enjoying the crunch.

"I knew you’d like it," Sarah said, giving me a playful, boastful look. "After all, I’m the one who picked them out!"

I couldn't help but laugh at her confidence. "Yes, you are," I said, leaning in. "You’re the best."

"Why don't we go out tonight and see a movie?" Sarah suggested, popping another piece of fruit into her mouth.

I looked at her, basking in the simple beauty of her face. I didn't want the noise of a theater or the distraction of a crowd. "Not tonight," I whispered softly, leaning in closer. "Let's save that for another day. Today, I just want to be alone with you."

"Okay then," Sarah agreed with a warm smile. "We’ll just watch something here at home."

"Sounds perfect," I nodded.

"In that case, I need to go get the popcorn and some other snacks ready," she said, already starting to plan our evening.

As we finished the fruit and moved into easy conversation about work and the house, I noticed that we hadn't brought up last night's confession at all. I found myself wondering—was she avoiding it? Or was she looking for a solution before we spoke about it again?

The conflict inside me hadn't fully disappeared. Sometimes, the thought of sharing Sarah with someone else felt like an impossibility—something I could never actually do. But then, a moment later, that strange, dark pleasure would flicker back into my mind. I didn't know what the future held for us, or how these two feelings could exist in the same heart.

I shook my head, trying to clear the complex thoughts. We'll just face it together, I reminded myself. We'll see what happens.

Time slipped away as I stood in the kitchen, helping Sarah prep our movie snacks. There was something peaceful about the simple task—until the popcorn finally finished popping and she poured it into a large glass bowl.

"It’s ready!" Sarah said, her voice bright and happy.

"Finally," I chuckled, reaching for a piece. "So, what’s the plan? What movie are we watching tonight?"

Sarah turned toward me, but her expression had changed. The domestic "wife" look was gone, replaced by a sudden, daring spark in her eyes. "We'll just pick an adult movie," she said, her voice dropping into a sultry tone. She bit her lip, looking at me with a challenge in her gaze.

The air in the kitchen suddenly felt electric. I couldn't help myself; I stepped into her space, moving so close I could smell the butter on the popcorn and the sweet scent of her perfume. I leaned down and whispered into her ear, my voice low and dangerous. "Don't play with fire, Sarah... or I won't be able to control myself."

To drive the point home, I gently nipped at her earlobe.

"Hmmm..." A low, soft moan escaped her lips before she quickly pushed me away. Her face was flushed a deep, beautiful red, and her eyes were wide.

"What are you doing, you brute!" she laughed breathlessly, before spinning on her heel and bolting out of the kitchen.

"Don't run!" I shouted, a grin breaking across my face as I took off after her. The house, which had been so heavy with silence just days ago, was suddenly filled with our laughter and the sound of our feet thundering against the floor.

I lunged forward, catching her hand just before she could turn the corner. With a firm but gentle tug, I pulled her back into my chest. We collided, and I wrapped my arms around her, holding her so tightly that our noses brushed. We stood there, both of us breathless from the chase, our hearts thumping in a disordered rhythm against one another.

My hands slid down, finding the curve of her buttocks and gripping them firmly. I could feel her heat through her clothes. As I leaned in, my lips inches from hers, she let out a soft sigh and closed her eyes, surrendering to the moment.

I started with a gentle nip to her bottom lip before losing myself in a slow, deep kiss. My hands stayed active, massaging her softly as the world around us blurred into the background. When we finally pulled apart for air, I looked down at her flushed face.

"See?" I whispered playfully. "If you don't listen to me, I’ll have to find more ways to punish you."

Sarah didn't miss a beat. She looked up at me with wide, mock-innocent eyes. "Oh, okay, Master... please don't punish your poor little wife, or she’ll cry," she teased, her voice dripping with playfulness.

I opened my mouth to laugh at her joke, but before I could get a sound out, she lunged. She sank her teeth into the side of my neck.

"Ouch! What are you doing?" I barked, though I was more surprised than hurt.

"Nothing," she murmured against my skin before letting go. "I just wanted to see if I could eat you."

She then slowly licked the spot where her teeth marks were visible, the sensation sending a jolt of electricity straight down my spine. I stood there, speechless. I don't know why she has this obsession with biting me lately, but it leaves me completely undone every single time.

"I’m convinced," I said, a helpless but warm smile spreading across my face as I rubbed the spot on my neck. "In your past life, you were definitely a vampire."

Sarah didn't miss a beat, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "Yes, I was. And my memories of that life are slowly returning... so you’d better be careful when you sleep at night, John. Otherwise, I might just suck you dry."

I leaned back, a playful smirk tugging at the corner of my mouth. "Oh? And what exactly are you planning to suck? Can you describe the process in detail for me?"

The moment the words left my lips, Sarah’s bold "vampire" persona faltered. Her face turned a brilliant shade of crimson, and she swatted at my arm. "What are you even saying, you shameless man!" she cried, clearly catching exactly what I was implying.

"What? Do you think my 'white blood' isn't good enough for you?" I teased, my tone dropping into a low, suggestive drawl.

Sarah tried to look stern, folding her arms over her chest in a fit of pretending anger. "If you’re going to behave this shamelessly, then I won't suck anything at all!"

"Okay, okay! I’ll behave," I laughed, putting my hands up in mock surrender. "My Queen, please... forgive your humble and devoted Minister."

The title caught her off guard, and she burst into a fit of giggles. I joined her, and once again, the house was filled with the sound of our shared laughter.

Once our laughter finally died down, I gave her a gentle nudge. "Go ahead and turn on the TV. I'll grab the popcorn and the rest of the snacks."

Sarah nodded, her eyes still sparkling, and reached for the remote as I headed back to the kitchen. I gathered the large glass bowl and the other treats we’d prepared, balancing them carefully as I walked back to the living room.

When I sat down beside her, I glanced at the screen. She hadn't picked an adult movie at all; instead, the title of a classic romantic film was glowing on the display.

I set the snacks down on the coffee table and looked at her playfully. "And where is this 'adult movie' you were talking about, little Sarah?"

She turned to me with a naughty, knowing expression. "Why would you need to watch a movie," she said, her voice smooth and confident, "when you already have a beautiful, sexy wife right here?"

I was genuinely speechless. A sudden sensation, like a fire igniting in my chest, swept through me. I had to take a deep breath just to steady my racing heart and calm myself down.

"I’ll let you know tonight who the real boss is," I countered, dropping my voice into a deep, authoritative tone.

Sarah didn't look intimidated at all. She just leaned back comfortably. "Yes, yes... I know who the boss is. But even the boss has to listen to his wife."

I sat there, mouth slightly open, unable to find a single argument against that. She was right, and she knew it. Realizing I had lost this round of banter, I decided to ignore her triumphant smile and focused my attention entirely on the television, though I could still feel her eyes on me.

I could feel her smugness radiating off her, even without looking. She thought she’d won the round, and that little smile of hers was practically a dare. I knew I had to do something to knock that confidence down just a notch.

I turned to her suddenly, catching the provocative glint in her eyes. Before she could react, I lunged, pinning both of her wrists together with just one of my hands. She gasped, struggling against my grip with a surprising amount of force, her laughter already bubbling up.

"John! No! Let go!" she squealed.

Instead of letting go, I used my free hand to find her most ticklish spots.

"No! Stop! Ha-ha-ha! Don't... don't! It tickles too much!" Sarah shrieked, her body writhing as she tried to escape the onslaught. "Ha-ha-ha... stop it... I give up! I give up!"

"Now, tell me," I demanded, hovering over her with a grin. "Who’s the boss?"

"You... you... you’re the boss! Just don't tickle me! Ha-ha-ha!" Sarah managed to choke out between gasps for air.

"And will you listen to me from now on?" I asked, though I didn't stop my fingers from dancing over her ribs.

"Ha-ha... yes... yes, I will! Ha-ha... please, stop it!"

I finally let go of her wrists and pulled my hand back. Sarah collapsed against the sofa cushions, her chest heaving and her eyes shimmering with tears from laughing so hard. She looked beautiful—disheveled, flushed, and happy.

"Bad John... bad John..." she murmured, her voice breathless as she reached out to hit my shoulder with soft, playful punches.

I didn't let her hit me for long. I reached out and pulled her into my arms, tucking her head under my chin. She settled against me, her breathing slowly returning to normal as we finally turned our attention back to the movie.

A few hours drifted by in peaceful silence as the movie played on. I thought we were just going to let the night fade into sleep, but then Sarah spoke, her eyes still fixed on the television screen.

"John... I found something. I think you might like it."

"What is it?" I asked softly, shifting slightly so I could see her profile.

"It's about our conversation from last night," she began, pausing for a long, heavy moment. "I was searching online... looking for alternatives."

The mention of the "problem" brought a sudden surge of nervousness to my chest. My heart began to thud a little faster against my ribs. I stayed quiet, waiting for the other shoe to drop.

"Actually," she continued, finally turning to look at me, "we could try roleplaying with each other. We don't need anyone else in our life, John. We can just... play other people’s personas. We can act out those scenes ourselves."

She stopped then, her gaze searching mine, waiting for a reaction.

Hearing her say it out loud brought a strange wave of relief. It was a compromise—a way to satisfy that dark spark in my mind without actually sharing her. But at the same time, I felt a little lost. Could we really pull it off? Would it be enough?

"Okay," I answered, trying to keep my voice as calm as possible despite the heat rising in my neck. "We can try it. Tonight."

"Okay," Sarah whispered back.

Neither of us said anything further. We turned our eyes back to the television, but neither of us was watching the movie anymore. The air in the room had shifted from romantic to electric, charged with the weight of what we had just agreed to do.


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger Arrangement: Volume 4

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 5 — coming soon.

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

My other story….

?? Swinger Dream: The First Swap: Season 1 volume 1
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https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FXN6LGGD

Follow me for more story.

— S. Darkness
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