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Chapter 1: The Next Weekend

The air in our kitchen was thick with the scent of coffee and the low thrum of the morning news. It was Monday, exactly two days after the night Ethan came over—the night we crossed the ultimate boundary.

I glanced across the small table at Sarah. Her hair was pulled back loosely, and she was scrolling through her phone, watching some funny videos. Sometimes, a small curve of a smile would light up her mouth.

The thing most people are afraid of in the swinging lifestyle didn't happen to us; what happened is the exact opposite of that. Our bond became stronger, and we can openly talk about our desires without judging each other.

It's been more than six months since I started having thoughts about swapping partners. When I first brought up the idea, Sarah was angry at me, and it was a normal reaction—if she hadn't become angry at that time, then I would have thought that wasn't normal.

It took me a while to convince her to roleplay with different people, and eventually, with our friends. And just like that, a few months passed by. Then, one day, Sarah and I, and our friends (who are also our colleagues), Ethan and his wife Maya, decided to go on a trip to Lake Travis. That's where everything started: from soft swapping to the full swap that happened just two days ago. It wasn't exactly a planned full swap—we had the intention to full swap, but some unforeseen encounter led to a different direction. For the next swap, we decided to do it next Saturday at Ethan and Maya's house.

If I'm being honest with myself, I am really excited about the next swap. And who wouldn't be, when you can have a sexual relationship with a beautiful woman outside your marriage with your wife's approval? The constant, subtle thrum of anticipation was now a permanent fixture beneath the surface of my consciousness.

Suddenly, Sarah’s high, ringing laugh—a joyous, unrestrained sound—broke through my profound, reflective thought process. I looked up and saw that she was holding her stomach, shaking slightly as she laughed wildly.

"John, you have to look at this! It's so funny!" With that, Sarah hurried towards me, her phone held out, practically vibrating in her hand as she laughed. I also became instantly curious about what piece of internet absurdity had managed to derail her focus so completely.

She directly sat beside me on the sofa, her warmth pressing against my side. "Look closely," she managed to gasp out, wiping a tear from her eye.

Hearing her words, I leaned in and focused intensely on the small screen.

The video started: Two casually dressed young men walked towards an old woman who was probably sixty or seventy years old, pushing a shopping cart. One man stopped directly in front of the woman, blocking her path, and suddenly said, his voice exaggeratedly friendly, "Grandma, we are opening a cemetery nearby, and we don't have any dead bodies now, and we need some. Can you come with us for a while? It wouldn't take much time."

Hearing them say that, the old lady’s eyes went wide with pure, unadulterated shock. She immediately clutched her purse and declared, her voice trembling, "No, I am absolutely not going!"

The man leaned in, insisting with mock sincerity, "No, no, it wouldn't take much time. We'll even send you back home right after."

The old lady was clearly terrified now. Without saying anything else, she dropped her cart and ran back the way she came, shouting in a high-pitched panic, "Help! If there is anyone! They are going to take me to a cemetery!" Her shouting faded as she ran off-screen. And the video came to an abrupt, final end.

I couldn't control my own laughter, letting out a loud bark of amusement that matched Sarah’s. "That's quite funny, Sarah! The sheer audacity of the prank!"

Sarah settled back against me, her shoulders still shaking. "Right, right!" she affirmed, pleased with my reaction. "I knew you would like it."

Seeing her happy smile, I couldn't hold myself but stare for a while. Her smile was breathtaking. Her pink lips were trembling slightly as they curved, and her beautiful dark eyes looked like something you could stare into without ever getting tired.

I couldn't control myself anymore. I locked her head with my hands and kissed her lips.

At first, Sarah was surprised by my unexpected kiss, but she didn't push me away. Instead, she wrapped her hands around my back, tightening her grip while kissing me deeply in return. As they continued to kiss, the wet slurp... slurp... sound of saliva in their mouths was audible in the quiet room.

A few seconds later, both separated from each other, pulling back to take deep, ragged breaths, clearly having run out of oxygen from kissing so long. As they separated, a thin, glistening line of saliva connected their lips momentarily.

I looked at Sarah again. Her face had become flushed red due to the intensity of the long kiss and a rush of shyness. Without wasting any time, we both started to kiss again, and it continued for a while, accompanied by the slippery sound of our saliva.

While kissing her, my hand became dishonest and started to wander around her breast. My wife's breasts are very soft and elastic—not too big or too small, they are perfect for gripping.

I began kneading them into different shapes, and occasionally, she would let out a small "Hmm" sound, a mix of pleasure and surrender. I continued kneading her breast with one hand, and with my other hand, I started to remove her clothes one by one. Quickly, she became completely naked in front of my eyes.

I looked into her eyes. They were a little watery and filled with lust. I reached my hand down to her pussy and gave a light, sliding touch. "Ahh..." she let out a moan. Her pussy was already soaked wet with her juice.

"Sarah," I called her name with a hoarse voice, watching her. Her eyes were already closed when she moaned. Hearing my call, she opened them and looked at me with eyes filled with love and desire.

"Sarah, I want it now. Can I do it now?" I asked her. She didn't hesitate to answer but quickly affirmed my request by nodding her head.

Hearing her confirmation, I didn't hesitate. I quickly removed my pants, let her lie back onto the sofa, and positioned my dick at her pussy. With a hard thrust, I pushed it inside, and Sarah let out a loud gasp, clearly trying to suppress her moan. But as I continued to move my hips, she couldn't control herself and started to moan, "Ah... ah..."

And just like that, more than fifteen minutes passed. Eventually, Sarah was laying on top of me, gently circling her finger on my chest. The air was heavy, filled with the warm aftermath of our lovemaking. The sweaty smell and the faint musk of sex hadn't completely dissipated.

"Sarah," I called her name softly.

"Hmm," she replied with a small hum, her voice deeply content.

"I love you, Sarah," I confessed, telling her my deepest feelings. I held her tightly into my arms, the contact grounding me.

Hearing my confession, she became instantly happy. She rubbed her head affectionately on my chest and said, "I love you too, John."

"John, let's go to the park outside for a walk," Sarah suddenly suggested, coming up with the idea of going out.

Hearing her saying this, I didn't think much and quickly agreed to it. It was a perfect way to decompress and connect outside the bedroom. "Well, when do you want to go?" I asked her about the specific time.

Hearing my word, she thought for a while, her brow furrowed in consideration. Then she said, "Let's wait for now. We'll go this evening," Sarah said to me.

Hearing her words, I let out a small "Hmm" and, feeling the lingering rush of lust, I started to gently rub her soft buttocks.

She moved my hand away gently but firmly. "We just did that a few minutes ago, and you're already starting to get naughty again!" she scolded playfully. After saying that, she got up from me and announced, "I'll go to the bathroom for a quick freshen-up."

She turned around and walked toward the bathroom, completely naked. As she moved, her buttocks jumped gently with her natural stride. I stared at her, savoring the sight, and finally, the bathroom door blocked my wonderful view with a gentle click.

The bathroom door blocked my wonderful view with a gentle click.

My mind drifted immediately toward the night where we did the full swap with Ethan. I gently shook my head and tried not to think about it too intensely, knowing we were going to be doing a full swap next Saturday—this time, with Maya included.

I walked toward the fridge and opened it. The blast of cold air hit my face, which felt surprisingly refreshing in the warm kitchen air. As I looked inside the fridge, my view swept over eggs, a few yogurts, and finally, settled on the steel water bottle. I reached out for it; it was very cold to the touch.

After retrieving the bottle, I closed the fridge door and walked back toward the sofa. I sat down and, with a little effort, twisted the cap open. I took a small sip of the cold water. As it entered my mouth, my senses felt refreshed, and I began savoring the simple coolness of it very much.

After my drink was done, I looked down at myself and realized I was still completely naked. I thought it was time for Sarah to come out, and then I would go inside and take a quick shower. All of our clothes were still placed haphazardly on the floor from our passionate moment. I quickly gathered them and placed them neatly on the sofa.

After washing myself up, I felt very light now, the warm water having rinsed away the residual sweat and tension. I wrapped a towel around myself, and with my right hand, I touched the metallic copper door handle and opened it with a push.

After opening the door, I saw John was sitting on the sofa, naked, lost in thought. But surprisingly, he had already cleaned the place. My clothes were placed neatly on the left side of the sofa.

After hearing the sound of the door opening, John looked at me. Seeing me done, he still asked me, "Are you done?"

Hearing him say this, I nodded my head and said, "Yes, honey, I am done. But you can go to the bedroom bathroom. Why did you wait here?"

Hearing my question, he just shrugged his shoulder and said, "I didn't think much, and it wasn't that bad sitting naked on the sofa."

Hearing him saying those nonsense words, I rolled my eyes and playfully ordered, "Go quickly!"

After that, I walked towards the sofa. As he walked past me, he leaned in, gave a firm slap on my buttocks, and murmured to himself, "I was thinking about slapping it, and now I am satisfied."

"Go inside! Don't disturb me!" I said in a mock annoyed voice. But inside, I was very happy—who wouldn't be when your husband loves you so much? I just didn't show him too much, or he would get arrogant.

"Yes, yes, my Queen," John replied with a mocking smile as he headed down the hall.

I watched as he closed the door, and I also started to get busy with wearing my dress. It didn't take much time for me to put on my clothes.

After I was dressed, I went to check the fridge to see if there was anything we needed to buy. Since we were going outside later, we could just pick up necessities on the way. The fridge was full of daily essentials, and we didn't need anything right now, so I closed it with satisfaction.

I got back to the sofa and sat there while scrolling through my messages.

I saw a message from my college friend, Sofia. She was asking if she and her husband could meet us, as they would be coming to Austin next week. Sofia and I were very close at the time, but for work purposes, she had to leave Texas and go to California. There she had settled with her new boyfriend, and now they were married.

I typed fast and said, "Yes, we can meet! Do you mind if you guys come to my house, or should we meet at some other place?"

After sending the message, I waited for her reply. A few seconds later, she typed back and said, "I think I'll visit your house. I didn't see your new house!"

Seeing her reply, I typed and said, "Okay then, I'll wait for you."

After that, I talked with Sofia for a while, catching up, then we said goodbye to each other.


Chapter 2: My Little Cat

As I placed the phone beside me, John came out of the bathroom, naked and glistening, drying his hair with a towel. Seeing my happy face, he asked, "What happened, Sarah? Why are you smiling suddenly?"

Hearing his question, the very one I was waiting for, I answered excitedly, "John, you wouldn't believe who is coming! My best friend from college, Sofia, is coming!"

Hearing my news, John's face looked surprised. "That friend you often talk about?" he asked.

"Yes, yes, that Sofia!" I said, feeling genuinely happy.

"When will she come?" he asked, walking toward me. He gave me the wet towel and started putting on his clothes.

"They'll come next week," I told him.

"Which day?" he asked again.

Hearing this question, I was instantly stunned. I hadn't asked her this specific detail.

Seeing my troubled face, John let out a small smile and quickly hid it.

"Did you just smile at me?" I asked, feeling a surge of playful anger.

"No, no, I didn't smile," John said seriously, with a perfectly straight face.

"No! I saw your smile! You are lying to me!" I insisted.

"No, you saw it wrong," John said again with a straight face. "I wouldn't smile at this kind of thing."

Seeing him denying it so convincingly, I felt confused. Did I see it wrong?

He suddenly started laughing loudly, seeing my confused face.

Seeing his laughter, I knew he had tricked me, and I became properly angry. I jumped up and tried to catch him. He ran toward the dining table. "John, you wait! Don't run!" I shouted, running behind him. I couldn't catch him as he just circled the table, using it as a barrier.

I finally gave up the chase, exhausted and slightly breathless, and sat down on the sofa. A few seconds later, John came to me and set beside me.

"Are you angry? I didn't mean it that way," he said in a genuinely guilty voice.

I knew he fell for it, and every time, he will fall for it. I was feeling a little smug inside, but I didn't show it, pretending to still be angry.

He took my hand. I tried to pull it back, but he held it firmly and didn't let go, and I also didn't struggle much. He started to nag me again for a few seconds, trying to apologize and get my attention.

I couldn't control myself anymore and bit his shoulder lightly.

"Ah! Why are you biting me? Are you a cat?" John yelped, letting out a cry.

"Yes, I am a cat! I'll bite you more!" With that, I started to bite more into his shoulder, neck, arm, hand, etc.

A few seconds later, I felt satisfied and let go of his arm.

"Look! Your teeth marks are visible!" John started complaining to me while rubbing his shoulder wound like an abandoned puppy.

I let out a small, unapologetic humpf.

"I think you were a cat in your previous life," John teased, still examining his arm.

"Yes, yes, I am still a cat!" After saying that, I let out a soft meow sound.

Suddenly, John took me by surprise, shifted, and let me rest completely on his lap. He hugged me tightly, then said with a husky voice, "Yes, you are my cat," with that, he bit my ear softly.

"Ah!" I let out a small moan and lightly hit his chest. "Don't do that, it tickles!"

This time, he listened to me and let go of my ear, but he didn't let me down from his lap, still holding me tightly. We stayed like that for a while, nestled together in a perfect moment of domestic peace and affection.

A few minutes passed like that, and I was still sitting comfortably on his lap, enjoying the warmth and stillness.

I rubbed my belly and said, "John, I'm hungry. I want to eat something. Can you make it?"

Immediately after saying that, a small gurgling sound came audibly from my stomach. "See?" I laughed lightly. "Even my stomach is begging for food."

Hearing my pitiful request, John didn't hesitate. "Then let's go and make something delicious to eat," he said with enthusiasm.

With that, he gently put me down on the sofa and stood up, then walked toward the kitchen. I followed him from behind.

We walked into the kitchen, the sunlight streaming in through the window making the stainless steel appliances gleam. John immediately took charge, opening cabinets and pulling out a pan. "How about some scrambled eggs and toast? Simple, but satisfying," he suggested, already cracking shells against the edge of a bowl.

"Perfect," I agreed, grabbing the butter and bread from the counter. I watched the efficient way he moved, the rhythm we had established over years, and the contrast between this mundane comfort and the intense heat of an hour ago was striking.

As the pan began to heat and the sizzle of melting butter filled the air, I decided to tackle the immediate logistics.

"Speaking of next week," I started, spreading butter on a slice of bread. "I need to find out exactly when Sofia is coming. We need to be careful—I don't want her or her husband to overlap with Saturday."

John paused, whisking the eggs with a quick, rhythmic motion. "That's right. Because if we confirm with Ethan and Maya, we can't back out. They might have planned a whole night for us, maybe a nice dinner beforehand." He poured the eggs into the hot pan. "Call Sofia, get the exact date, and then we need to tell Ethan tonight at work."

I nodded, feeling the weight of the dual scheduling—managing a normal social life while plotting a highly sensitive, secretive encounter. I pulled out my phone. "Okay, I'll text her now."

With that, I quickly typed the question: Which day will you come? Then I pressed send.

John continued to cook, the gentle scrape of the spatula against the pan serving as the only sound while I waited for Sofia's response. It didn't take much time; she replied almost instantly.

I'll come Thursday afternoon and we'll leave at night, Sofia replied.

"Okay, then," I answered her, then closed the phone and looked up at John. "John, Sofia and her husband will come Thursday afternoon and will leave at night," I relayed the information.

Hearing my word, John nodded slowly, processing the timeline. He then continued with his cooking. I also started to help, grabbing a plate for the toast.

"Thursday afternoon," John repeated, his voice thoughtful. "That leaves us all of Friday and Saturday morning to prepare. That's perfect. No chance of any embarrassing overlap." He scooped the fluffy yellow eggs onto our plates.

We completed the cooking, and now we were sitting at the table, enjoying the food. The scrambled eggs were light and fluffy, and the toast was perfectly crisp.

"John, how do you feel about the Saturday swap? Are you excited?" I asked him, wanting to gauge his level of anticipation.

Hearing my question, he got a little stunned, clearly surprised by the directness, but quickly recovered. He took a bite of eggs and said, "If I said I wasn't excited, then I would be lying, so yes. I am very excited for it."

"John, actually, I didn't tell you a secret," I said, leaning forward conspiratorially. "Do you want to hear it?"

Hearing my question, John looked intensely curious and asked, "What is it?"

"I'll tell you after the Saturday swap," I told him, flashing a mischievous smile.

Hearing my answer, John looked genuinely annoyed. "If you don't want to tell me now, you could have waited until Saturday! Why are you hanging me on a rope?" he complained in an irritated voice.

I let out a small laugh, "Heh heh heh, I just wanted that. What can you do to me?"

Just like that, with teasing and laughter, our plates became empty, and we didn't even notice.

A few minutes later, we were sitting on the sofa, while Sarah was resting her head on John's shoulder.

"John, will you start to hate me as we continue to get deeply involved with swapping?" Sarah asked a question that was clearly steeped in deep insecurity.

Hearing Sarah's question, John seriously turned his body toward her, meeting her eyes. "I wouldn't hate you, Sarah. I could never hate you. So don't think about this."

He paused, then added, "Actually, sometimes I also think that you will leave me someday if you found someone better than me. After all, I think you deserve someone way much better than someone like me," John said this while lowering his head, revealing his own hidden doubt.

Hearing him say it like this, Sarah became very angry. "What do you mean by 'someone like you'?" she demanded. "Listen, John! I chose you because I love you! And don't ever say anything like this! You are not allowed to say something like this again!" she said this passionately in one breath.

"I am sorry," John said quietly, his head still lowered, sounding genuinely remorseful for underestimating himself and causing me distress.

I didn't respond immediately, clearly still reeling from him voicing such a fundamental doubt about our relationship. I took a deep, steadying breath, letting the anger subside, and focused instead on the unconditional love I felt. "Okay, this time I forgive you," I warned him, my voice firm despite the underlying tenderness. "But don't ever say anything like that again."

Hearing my word, John looked up at me, relief washing over his features. He nodded his head seriously, his eyes conveying absolute sincerity. "Okay. I wouldn't say it again," he promised.

After saying that, John held me tightly into his arms, and I also hugged him tightly. We stayed like that for a while, the silence peaceful and reassuring.

Time passed like a flowing river, and it was already 4:30 PM. The afternoon light was softening.

We were inside our bedroom, starting to wear clothes for going to the park.

"John, what do you think? Should I wear this black or blue top?" I asked, holding up the two tops for his clear view. After some thought, he replied, "Choose black. It looks sexy and beautiful."

"Okay then, I'll choose this one," I said happily, and began to change my dress.

John was already done. He wore a simple pair of jeans and a casual shirt.

A few minutes later, I was done with my changing. "What do you think? Am I looking good?" I asked him.

"Yes, you look very beautiful," I answered her truthfully. She was wearing the black top and short pants; she looked very cool and stylish.

"Okay then, let's go on our journey," Sarah said. With that, we walked outside from our house.


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: A Wife To Share: The Swap Was Only the Beginning.

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’s Dreams: A Wife To Share (Volume 2),

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Volume 2) https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G4SPT8FW

This is Season 2, Volume 1.

You can start here without any problem — the story stands on its own.

But if you want the full journey of John, Sarah, Ethan, and Maya, you can also read Season 1 (Volumes 1–10) for all the earlier tension and build-up.

Swinger Dream: The First Swap: Volume 1

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

If you’d like to explore another story filled with desire, emotion, and discovery, check out my other collection — The Swinger’s First Step (Volumes 1–4) — a complete bundle now available on Amazon.

?? 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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