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Chapter 1: My beautiful wife Sarah

The morning sun had just begun to touch the outskirts of Austin, Texas. Inside a cozy bedroom on the second floor of a two-story building, a deep, peaceful quiet filled the room.

On the bed, a couple lay tangled together in sleep. The woman’s head rested gently against the man’s chest, rising and falling with the steady, reassuring rhythm of his heartbeat. Outside, the world was waking up; a chorus of birds started their morning rituals, their bright songs and shifting movements echoing softly against the glass. A sharp ray of golden sunlight finally pierced through the sheer curtain, cutting across the dim room to illuminate the sleeping pair.

Inside, the atmosphere was thick with warmth. The soft whisper of their synchronized breathing blended perfectly with the steady tick-tock of the wall clock—a harmonious duet filling the quiet space.

John’s eyelids trembled slightly before he slowly opened his eyes, drifting out of a deep sleep. He looked down and saw that Sarah was still dead to the world. Moving with careful precision, he slid out from under the covers, the mattress giving a soft, quiet groan as his weight shifted. He paused, making sure he hadn't disturbed her.

Looking back at her, a quiet warmth settled over him. At thirty, John Johnson considered himself a lucky man. He and Sarah were both work at a local hotel—a job they actually shared. They had met seven years ago on the clock, slowly falling in love over early morning shifts and shared coffee breaks before finally tying the knot two years ago. Their life together was comfortable, normal, and deeply happy. Yesterday had been a rare pocket of peace on their day off, but duty called; they both had to head into work for the evening shift later today.

John took one last look at his wife, leaning down to press a soft kiss against her forehead. His bare feet made a faint thud-scuff against the hardwood floor as he quietly padded toward the bathroom.

Feeling the soft, lingering warmth of his kiss on her forehead, Sarah stirred. Her eyes fluttered open just in time to see John’s silhouette disappearing into the bathroom, the door closing with a gentle, muted click. She didn't call out to him. Instead, she curled deeper into the blankets, letting out a soft, lazy sigh. Listening to the distant, muffled hiss of the shower starting up, Sarah pulled the duvet up to her chin. She had absolutely no intention of getting out of bed just yet.

A few minutes passed before John walked out of the bathroom, vigorously rubbing a dry towel through his damp hair. As he stepped into the bedroom, he caught Sarah staring directly at his midsection, her eyes wide and unblinking.

"Good morning, honey," John asked, a playful smirk tugging at his lips. "What are you looking at?"

Brought back to reality by his voice, Sarah broke her gaze and smiled. "Your abs. No matter how many times I see them or touch them, I just can't get enough."

As John moved closer to the edge of the mattress, she reached out, her fingers lightly tracing the lines of his stomach.

"Mine are just average," John replied, looking down at her. "There are plenty of guys out there who are in way better shape than me."

"Yeah, well, it doesn't matter to me what other guys look like," Sarah said, tilting her head up to lock eyes with him. "What matters is that this is your body."

From his angle, looking down at her as she leaned forward, John’s eyes inadvertently drifted. Her loose-fitting pajama top had shifted, offering a clear, revealing view of her full breasts. He caught his breath, his throat tightening as he swallowed hard.

Sarah didn't miss his sudden lapse in focus. Her lips curved into a knowing, mischievous smile. Sliding out from under the covers with a soft rustle of fabric, she stood up, bringing her face inches from his. Anticipating a kiss, John instinctively closed his eyes.

He waited for a few seconds, but the room remained completely quiet.

When he opened his eyes, he saw Sarah darting away, letting out a bright, ringing laugh. The soles of her bare feet slapped playfully against the hardwood floor as she sprinted into the bathroom, slamming the door shut with a sharp click.

John stood there, staring at the closed door. He shook his head, feeling a little teased and annoyed, but a smile broke across his face anyway. This playful, spirited side of her was exactly why he had fallen for her in the first place.

A few minutes later, the quiet of the bedroom was replaced by the gentle clink of silverware and the scrape of ceramic plates as they sat together at the kitchen table.

John took a sip of his coffee, breaking the comfortable silence. "Sarah, have you thought about where we should go for our upcoming vacation?"

"Oh, about that..." Sarah paused, setting down her fork. "Maya mentioned yesterday that she and Ethan want to go with us this time. I told her I needed to talk to you first before making any plans."

John raised an eyebrow, a bit surprised by the suggestion. Maya and Ethan were another married couple, and the four of them worked together at the hotel, but a joint vacation was a new step. He chewed his food thoughtfully for a moment, then shrugged.

"That works for me. It's not like they're strangers," John said, smiling. "Besides, a group trip will probably be more fun anyway."

"Great! I'll let Maya know tonight at work," Sarah said, her eyes lighting up as she reached for her breakfast.

Seeing her face light up made him smile. But as he swallowed his food, he realized she had completely sidestepped the original topic.

"You still haven't answered my question, though," John pointed out playfully, leaning forward. "Where are we actually going?"

"I haven't decided yet," Sarah said, offering an innocent grin as she picked up her empty plate. "I'll tell you after I discuss it with Maya tonight. We'll figure something out."

John let out a soft chuckle, his fork scraping lightly against his ceramic plate as he took his final bite. "Alright, fair enough. Take your time—let's see what you two come up with."

Sarah stacked her empty dishes and looked over at him. "John, I have to run to the grocery store. We’re completely out of bread, eggs, and a few other things."

"Oh, in that case, I’m coming with you," John said, stretching his arms. "Otherwise, I’ll just end up sitting here getting bored out of my mind."

Sarah let out a small, melodic giggle. "Okay, okay. Let’s go together then."

The scrape of their chairs cut through the quiet kitchen as they both stood up from the table, ready to head out.

A few minutes later, the two of them were walking side by side down the sidewalk, their hands comfortably intertwined. Because the grocery store was just around the corner, they had decided to leave the car behind—agreeing it was good to get moving right after eating.

The morning air was crisp, carrying the distant, joyful sounds of neighborhood children playing in a nearby yard. As they walked past, John noticed Sarah’s gaze drift over to them, a soft, absent-minded expression taking over her face.

Leaning in slightly, he asked, "Sarah, do you want to have kids?"

Blushing fiercely at the sudden question, Sarah quickly swiped her free hand down and gave his waist a sharp pinch.

"Don't say things like that out loud in public!" she hissed softly, her voice a hurried whisper.

She darted her eyes left and right, scanning the sidewalk. Realizing the street was completely empty, she let out a quiet sigh of relief before shooting John a thoroughly annoyed glance.

John rubbed his side, letting out an amused, unbothered chuckle as they kept moving. Seeing his grin, Sarah let out a dramatic, playful huff, tossing her hair slightly as they continued their journey toward the store.

As Sarah kept walking, John quickly reached down, sliding his hand back into hers and interlocking their fingers tightly. Sarah didn't pull away; instead, she squeezed his hand back, a silent reconciliation as they walked side by side.

For the rest of the short walk, a comfortable silence settled between them. Before long, they arrived at the grocery store, where the quiet of the neighborhood streets gave way to a lively hum of activity. The automatic doors slid open and shut with a steady whoosh, cutting through the chatter of shoppers constantly coming and going.

As they stepped inside the air-conditioned store, John grabbed a shopping cart, the metal wheels giving a loud, familiar rattle against the linoleum floor as he pushed it forward. Passing the checkout counters, John couldn't help but notice a young male cashier behind the desk tracking Sarah with his eyes.

Sarah, oblivious to the look, turned to John. "Hey, why don't you go grab the sugar and vinegar? I’ll pick up the rest of the items on the list so we can make this quick."

"Sounds like a plan," John answered.

They split up, navigating through the aisles. Since he came here with Sarah so often, John knew the layout by heart. It took him no time at all to find the baking aisle, toss a package of sugar into his arms, and grab the vinegar from the next shelf over.

When he walked back toward the front of the store, he spotted Sarah pushing the cart, which was now piled high with groceries. John quickly caught up to her, dropping the sugar and vinegar into the basket with a soft thud.

"Did you find everything you needed?" he asked.

Sarah nodded, her face lighting up with a warm smile. "Yep, got it all."

"Perfect."

They wheeled the cart over and joined the checkout line, waiting patiently behind two other shoppers. The steady beep of the barcode scanner echoed through the front aisle. Suddenly, Sarah gasped softly, remembering something. "Oh, John! Can you go grab some coffee? I completely forgot to pick it up."

John let out a wry, affectionate smile. "On it. Wait here."

Sarah let out a small, cute giggle as John quickly doubled back to the beverage aisle, scanning the shelves until he found their usual coffee beans.

As he walked back toward the registers, he noticed Sarah was already at the front of the line. She was chatting animatedly with the cashier—the same guy from earlier—who was saying something that made her throw her head back and laugh.

Seeing John approach, Sarah immediately reached out and took his hand, interlocking her fingers with his. "John, you won't believe it, he was just telling me the funniest story about a customer earlier."

John raised an eyebrow, a flicker of surprise passing over his face. "Oh, really?"

"Mhmm," Sarah said cheerfully.

John placed the coffee beans onto the conveyor belt and gave a polite, tight nod to the cashier. The clerk nodded back silently, the scanner emitting a sharp beep as he passed the coffee over the glass. He totaled the screen and handed over the receipt. John swiped his card, the machine chirping to confirm the payment.

As the transaction finished, Sarah leaned forward over the counter to lift the heavy grocery bags from the bagging area. From the corner of his eye, John caught it—the cashier’s eyes immediately dropped, sneaking a blatant, lingering glance right down the front of Sarah’s loose pajama top.

The moment John shifted his weight, the cashier snapped his gaze back up, looking away guiltily and pretending to clear his screen.

John didn't say a word. Keeping his thoughts to himself, he gripped the heavy grocery bag in one hand and reached out for Sarah with the other. He firmly interlocked his fingers with hers and led the way out of the store, the automatic doors sliding open with a soft whoosh as they stepped back into the warm Austin air.

As they walked back toward their building, a heavy silence settled over John. His mind drifted toward a secret he had never shared with anyone—not even Sarah.

It was a shameful thought, or at least, that was how he viewed it. Whenever another man looked at Sarah, a sharp stab of jealousy hit him, but deep underneath that anger lay a dark, quiet thrill. Seeing her desired by others sparked a sudden, electric rush that always left him feeling deeply guilty the moment it faded. He came back to his senses every time, wondering if he was losing his mind. Should I tell her? he wondered, looking down at the pavement. Or should I let it stay buried forever?

"John... John... John!"

Sarah’s voice broke through his thoughts as she gently shook his arm. "What on earth are you thinking about so deeply? I've been calling your name for a solid minute."

"Oh... I..." John quickly averted his eyes. "It's nothing. I was just... thinking about our vacation plans."

Seeing him avoid her gaze, Sarah knew he was lying. She could read him like an open book, but choosing her battles, she decided not to pressure him.

"Anyway," Sarah continued, her tone shifting to something more practical as their shoes clicked rhythmically against the asphalt. "I've been thinking for a while now... we have a decent amount of savings sitting in the bank. Should we look into investing in the stock market?"

John let out a quiet breath of relief, grateful for the sudden change of subject. "I think before we put our money anywhere, we should consult a financial specialist first."

"Okay, then. I'll look into finding someone," Sarah said with a nod.

After that, the conversation trailed off, and they walked the remaining distance in silence. John knew Sarah had seen right through his lie—she knew him too well—but he simply didn't have the words to explain what was happening inside his head. For now, he let it drop.

A few minutes later, they were back inside the comfort of their apartment. They quietly unpacked, putting the groceries away in their usual spots before finally sinking onto the living room sofa to relax.


Chapter 2: Couple Moment

The room was peaceful, with the only sound being the faint, distant hum of the city outside. Sarah leaned over, resting her head heavily against John’s shoulder. She reached across, the tips of her fingers tracing slow, lazy circles around his stomach. The gentle, rhythmic pressure of her hand felt grounding, cutting through the lingering tension in John's mind and drawing him right back to the warmth of the present moment.

John could feel the inviting softness of Sarah’s body as she rested against him, the pale, smooth skin of her arms visible where her sleeves shifted.

Driven by a sudden wave of warmth, John couldn't help himself. He slowly reached down, his hand sliding along her leg until his palm rested gently on her thigh. The heat of her skin radiated beneath his touch.

As his fingers began to trace subtle patterns against her skin, Sarah didn't say a word. Instead, she let out a quiet breath and pressed herself even closer, nestling deeper into his embrace.

For a long moment, John kept his hand still, simply letting its weight rest against her leg as he looked down at his wife. Sarah had buried her face completely into his chest, her fingers clutching tightly at the fabric of his shirt.

John swallowed hard, his eyes drifting back down to her thigh. Slowly, deliberately, he began sliding his palm upward. As his fingers crossed her mid-thigh, Sarah’s entire body gave a subtle jolt, but she made no move to stop him. Her silence was a quiet, unspoken invitation.

Seeing her reaction, any lingering distractions in John's mind completely dissolved, leaving his focus entirely on her.

As his hand moved higher, Sarah instinctively pressed her knees together in a quick reflex. But John didn't pull back. He continued his steady upward trace, his fingers finally pressing gently against the center of her warmth through the thin fabric of her pajama bottoms.

"Mnhh..."

A soft, breathless moan escaped Sarah’s lips. She arched slightly, her thighs parting to open up for him. John began rubbing in gentle, rhythmic circles, drawing out low, satisfied hums from the back of her throat as she sank into the sensation.

"Sarah..." John gently whispered into her ear, his breath warm against her skin.

At the sound of her name, she tilted her head up to look into his eyes, her gaze heavy and misted with desire. Unable to hold back any longer, John leaned down, his lips catching her plush lower lip in a gentle, teasing bite.

"Ummn..." Sarah let out a soft, shuddering moan, her eyes fluttering shut.

As John deepened the kiss, Sarah’s arms wrapped tighter around him. She responded eagerly, opening her mouth to his. Feeling her yield, John drew her in, drinking in her wet warmth as their rhythm turned deep, rhythmic, and passionate.

Without breaking the kiss, John reached down, sliding Sarah’s pajama pants down her legs. The fabric glided away easily, revealing the deep warmth already pooling between her thighs. With his fingers bare against her skin, he continued making slow, deliberate circles over her sensitive folds while keeping his lips locked with hers.

After a few intense moments, they finally separated to catch their breath, chest heaving against chest, their gazes locking in the quiet room.

Driven by the heat between them, Sarah slid off the sofa and dropped to her knees right in front of him. She efficiently unbuttoned and pulled down his pants and underwear, releasing his full length—rigid and pulsing with excitement.

John felt a sharp shiver run straight up his spine the moment her warm palm closed around him. For a few lingering seconds, she held him firm, her soft fingers massaging his scrotum and sending electric sparks through his lower belly.

Then, lowering her head, she parted her lips, and John felt the hot, engulfing warmth of her mouth swallow him whole.

"Ahh..."

A low, unbidden moan escaped John's throat. His hands instinctively reached out, fingers threading through Sarah's soft hair as she took him deeper.

Sarah moved her head rhythmically up and down, the quiet living room filling with wet sounds and John's heavy, ragged breaths. A few moments later, she slid her mouth off his shaft to gasp for air, looking up at him with flushed cheeks and a mischievous glint in her eye.

"How was it, John?" she asked, her voice low and husky. "Has my technique improved?"

"Yes, honey, you're amazing... please don't stop," John replied, his hands twitching against the sofa cushion, completely impatient.

Without another word, Sarah took him back into her mouth, her lips wrapping tight as she resumed the steady motion. For the next few minutes, the space between them was filled with the soft, wet rhythm of her mouth and the deepening heave of John's breath.

As the tension in his lower belly coiled tighter, John reached down, cupping the back of Sarah’s head while lifting his hips to meet her, thrusting deeper. "I'm going to cum... Sarah, I'm right there..."

Sarah couldn't speak, her throat occupied by his full length. All she could manage were muffled, rhythmic hums—mnh... hmn... hmnm...—vibrating against him.

With a final, desperate thrust, John came deep inside her mouth. As the intense waves washed over him, his hands loosened, and he sank back against the sofa cushions, chest heaving.

The moment he released her, Sarah pulled back, gasping and coughing softly as she wiped her lips. She shot him a playfully annoyed glare from where she knelt on the carpet.

John offered a sheepish, helpless grin. "Sorry, babe... I got way too excited."

Sarah rolled her eyes, though the affection in her face gave her away. "You always say that," she grumbled, a thin trickle catching at the corner of her lips as she spoke. "I don't know why I even expect anything different."

She stood up, heading straight for the bathroom to rinse out her mouth, and John quickly pushed himself off the couch to follow right behind her. He knew she wasn't actually mad—this was their familiar, playful ritual, and neither of them would have it any other way.

John followed her into the bathroom, leaning loosely against the doorframe as he watched her in silence. Sarah turned the faucet, sending a cool stream of water running into the basin. She cupped her hands under the tap, rinsing her mouth thoroughly before spitting into the drain. After repeating the process, she splashed fresh water over her face to clean her skin.

John stepped forward, wrapping his arms gently around her waist from behind. He pulled her flush against his chest, resting his hands on her stomach as he leaned in, inhaling the familiar, sweet scent of her shampoo.

"What are you doing?" Sarah asked playfully, wiping the water from her face. "Don't bother me, I'm trying to clean up."

"Go ahead and wash. I'm just standing here," John murmured softly against her neck.

He didn't just stand there, though. His hands slid upward, migrating smoothly to cover her breasts. When he gave her soft mounds a tender, firm squeeze, a quiet moan escaped Sarah's throat, her lower lip caught between her teeth.

In the mirror above the sink, John met her gaze. The sight of her flustered expression in the reflection sent a fresh rush of heat straight to his groin, his shaft growing fully rigid once more against her rear.

Sarah felt the hard length pressing into her. She tried to muster a complaining tone, though the heat in her eyes betrayed her completely. "I honestly don't know how you get hard again so quickly..."

"Doesn't that make you a lucky woman?" John teased softly.

He slid his fingers beneath her top, flicking and rolling her hardened nipples between his thumbs.

"Ah..." Sarah gasped, her head tilting back as she leaned forward, her hands gripping the edge of the porcelain basin for support.

"Sarah..." John called her name, his voice thick and hoarse with desire.

"Hmm?" Sarah replied with a soft, breathy hum, resting her hands over his.

"I love you," John whispered against her skin.

"I love you too, honey," Sarah murmured back, her voice dripping with affection.

Reaching around her, John slid her top over her head and unhooked her bra, letting the fabric drop to the tile floor. Now, she stood before the mirror wearing nothing but her panties. In the cool glass reflection, her rosy nipples stood completely erect against the soft curve of her breasts.

John wrapped his arms back around her, his large hands fully cupping her, squeezing in a slow, rhythmic massage. He buried his face into the side of her neck, raining soft, hot kisses along the curve of her collarbone.

"Ah... hmn... ah..." Sarah groaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut as she leaned back into his chest, completely giving herself over to his touch.

As John continued to knead her breasts, his other hand drifted downward, sliding beneath the waistband of her panties to find her warm folds. Sarah was already slick and swollen from their earlier intimacy.

Slowly, he slid two fingers inside her. The tight, velvet heat of her channel wrapped around him, slippery and pulsing gently against his touch. He established a steady rhythm, stroking inward and outward while his other hand remained firmly cupped over her breast.

"Ah... ah... hmn..." Sarah’s soft groans grew louder, her breathing becoming shallow and erratic as the pleasure mounted.

Stepping back for a brief moment, John reached down and pulled her panties off completely, leaving her standing entirely bare before the mirror. He leaned back in close, aligning the tip of his rigid shaft against the wet heat between her thighs. Instead of entering her, he glided his length up and down along her center, teasing her with the slick friction.

"Ah... hmn... mmnn..." Sarah arched her back into him, her hips shifting as she tried to catch his rhythm. Unable to take the slow torture any longer, she gasped, "John, I want it... please, I want it now."

"What do you want, Sarah?" John asked softly against her ear, continuing to glide over her slick skin without pushing inside.

"I want you... I want your penis, give it to me," Sarah pleaded urgently, her knuckles turning white as she gripped the edge of the sink.

Seeing her so completely overcome with desire, John abandoned the teasing with a low chuckle. "Alright, honey."

Aligning himself behind her, John pressed the tip of his shaft against her slick entrance and slowly pushed inside. The tight, scorching heat of her body wrapped around him, gripping him securely as he worked his full length into her.

"Ahhh!"

Sarah let out a loud moan, her back arching into his chest. In the mirror ahead, John watched her face—eyes squeezed shut, lips parted, her features flushed with pure pleasure. She looked stunning.

As John established a deep, steady stroke, Sarah leaned forward, resting both hands firmly on the edge of the porcelain basin. With every firm slap of his hips against her thighs, the momentum sent her breasts swaying gently in midair.

"Ah... ah... it's so good, John... I love it... ah... ah!"

Hearing her cries, John picked up the pace, driving into her with deeper, faster thrusts.

"Ah... ah... John, slow down a bit... ah! It's so good... slow... ah... oh my god..."

The quiet bathroom echoed with the steady, wet rhythm of their colliding skin and Sarah’s unrestrained moans. For several intense minutes, John maintained the unrelenting pace, lost in the sensation of her tight heat.

"John... John! I'm coming... ah... ah!"

"I'm right there with you, honey," John gasped, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he quickened his movements into a final, rapid burst.

"Ah... ah!"

With one last, deep thrust, John sank in as far as he could go, releasing his warmth deep inside her just as Sarah’s body clamped down around him in her own powerful climax. He wrapped his arms tightly around her waist, pulling her flush against him while her entire body trembled in complete release.

A few long moments passed as their breathing gradually slowed. Sarah leaned back heavily against his chest, her heart hammering against his, as they stood together in the quiet warmth of the bathroom, soaking in the sweet aftermath.

After lingering together for a while, they finally stepped apart. John took Sarah’s hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. "Come on, let's get showered."

Sarah nodded, letting out a soft, sleepy, "Hmm..." as she followed him over to the shower stall.

John turned the handle, and a spray of cool water cascaded over them, washing away the heat and sweat of their passion and bringing a soothing calm to their senses. After thoroughly rinsing off, they wrapped themselves in fresh towels. Changing into comfortable clothes, they walked into the bedroom and collapsed onto the soft mattress.

Sarah snuggled close against John's side, resting her head against his chest with her eyes fluttered shut. John wrapped an arm around her, slowly running his fingers through the smooth, silky strands of her dark hair.

"John..." Sarah called out softly, her eyes remaining closed.

"What is it, honey?" John replied in a low, gentle tone.

"Nothing... I just wanted to say your name," Sarah whispered, a small smile touching her lips.

John looked down at her with deep warmth. "Okay," he murmured, continuing his gentle stroke through her hair.

"John..."

"Hmm?"

"Why did you cum inside me again?"

The sudden question caught John completely off guard, leaving him momentarily speechless. He certainly hadn't expected her to pivot so quickly from a sweet moment to putting him on the spot.

"I—I'm sorry, babe," John stammered, a hint of panic slipping into his voice. "I just... I couldn't control myself in the heat of the moment."

Sarah let out a soft, silvery giggle at his flustered tone. "It's okay, I forgive you."

Realizing she was just playfully teasing him, John let out a long breath of relief and pulled her tightly into his arms, holding her close as they drifted in the quiet comfort of their room.

Time passed quickly, and before long, the fading light outside signaled that evening had arrived. Their shift started at 6:00 PM, and it was time to get ready.

Upstairs in the bedroom, John stood by the dresser, watching Sarah put the finishing touches on her makeup in front of the vanity mirror. After a final glance at her reflection, Sarah turned around to face him.

"How do I look, John?" she asked, smoothing down her outfit.

John studied her seriously for a moment before answering. "You look beautiful, Sarah. Honestly, I'm already jealous of all the attention you're going to get tonight."

As the words left his mouth, a quiet realization struck him—the sharp pang of jealousy he usually felt didn't seem as intense as before. In fact, a faint thrill lingered beneath it. But before he could analyze the feeling any further, Sarah blushed, her cheeks dusting a soft pink.

"Don't worry," she said warmly, stepping over to him. "I only have eyes for you."

Pushing his lingering thoughts aside, John offered a reassuring smile. "I know. I trust you." He glanced at the wall clock and added, "We should get moving, though, or we're going to be late."

Sarah followed his gaze to the clock and gasped softly. "Let's go."

John did a quick check, patting his pockets to confirm he had his wallet and car keys. Satisfied, he turned the handle and led the way out of the bedroom, with Sarah following close behind.

As they walked down the stairs, the quiet house filled with the rhythmic click of their dress shoes on the wooden steps, punctuated only by the steady tick-tock of the hallway clock.

Reaching the main floor, John turned to Sarah. "I'll go pull the car around. Do you mind locking up the front door?"

"Of course," Sarah nodded.

John opened the front entrance, and a cool evening gust immediately hit his face, sweeping through the doorway and lightly rustling his hair and suit jacket as he stepped out into the twilight.


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