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Chapter 1: Saturday Evening

The rest area was blessedly quiet. The aroma of stale coffee hung in the air, but the emptiness felt luxurious after the chaotic rush of the front desk. Sarah was gone, having headed back to the tranquility of the Spa Manager's office.

I slumped back onto the hard vinyl sofa, letting out a long, silent breath. The tension I had carried since that little piece of paper brushed Maya's hand earlier finally eased. The professional mask felt like it was melting off my face.

I tried to calm down my mind and not to think about the confirmed swap so that I could focus on normal work, but it wasn't effective. The image of Maya kept intruding.

Without thinking much, I got up and walked back toward the front desk, deliberately throwing myself back into the flow of work. I needed the mundane details of reservations and guest complaints to act as a dam against the torrent of anticipation.

And just like that, the morning sun was already up, streaming through the vast lobby windows, signaling that time for departure had come.

Sarah had already arrived and was waiting for me in the lobby, looking refreshed even after a long night. Right now, I was finishing the handover of my duties to the daytime Guest Relations team.

Within a few minutes, I completed my handover to the incoming Guest Relations Manager and walked directly toward Sarah.

"I'm done. Let's go," I said, feeling the immense relief of shedding the work uniform.

Sarah didn't say anything, she just took my hand, and we both walked quickly toward the parking area.

As we walked, I thought about Maya. She had left a few minutes ago. She was complaining of a headache, so I told her she could go home a little early since the morning team had already arrived, and I could handle the final handover with the other staff members. The thought of her leaving early, presumably to rest up for Saturday, sent a subtle tremor of anticipation through me.

"John, what do you want to eat after going home?" Sarah asked me, pulling my attention back to the present.

I thought for a while before answering it. The idea of heavy food felt unappealing right after the long shift. "Let's not eat something heavy," I replied to her.

"Okay, then we'll just have bread and eggs," Sarah said, settling the matter easily.

We quickly reached the parking area.

The parking garage was cavernous and dimly lit, filled with the shadows of hundreds of cars. Our silver sedan was parked in our usual spot. We didn't slow our pace until we reached the car door. I pressed the key fob, and the sedan gave a cheerful beep, unlocking the doors and illuminating the interior.

We both slipped inside the car and quickly fastened our seat belts.

"Finally, I can go home and sleep!" Sarah said happily, leaning back into the headrest.

"Yes," I agreed with her from the side and started the car. The engine came to life with a quiet vroom sound, and with that, we backed out of the space and left the controlled environment of the Hotel Van Zandt.

As we maneuvered out from the dark, underground parking area, the morning sun quickly burst into our view. Soft, golden sun rays poured inside from the car window, illuminating the interior and chasing away the shadows of the long night shift.

The roads were already congested; people were rushing to work, and many cars had filled the lanes, creating the usual weekday crawl.

A few minutes later, the beautiful sight of Lady Bird Lake came into our view. The lake water was sparkling brilliantly under the morning sunlight, reflecting the dazzling brightness like a sheet of scattered diamonds.

"It's very satisfying to watch this every morning," I mused, feeling a rare moment of peace settle over the residual stress of work. The beauty felt grounding, yet the rush of sunlight only highlighted the secrecy we carried.

"I know," Sarah murmured, turning her head slightly to watch the shimmering water. "It's the only thing that makes the drive home bearable." She sighed contentedly.

After some time, I stopped the car in front of my house. I cut the engine and said, "We are home, honey," looking over at Sarah.

"Home sweet home," Sarah replied with a laugh, the sound relaxed and carefree.

As I carefully maneuvered the car inside the garage, Sarah had already unbuckled and gone inside the house. I took a moment longer. I saw that birds were singing and playing happily on the tree just outside the garage door. I looked at them and smiled. "It must be great to be a bird," I murmured to myself. "We could travel anywhere without any restriction and without a job."

The thought was a brief, wistful longing for a life completely free of rules—a stark contrast to the highly controlled, rule-bound world Sarah and I were deliberately creating. I pushed the thought away, closed the garage door, and then walked inside the house.

I walked inside and found Sarah already in the kitchen, pulling eggs and bread from the refrigerator. The house felt wonderfully warm and comforting—an immediate sanctuary from the sterile, fluorescent environment of the hotel. The air here smelled of subtle vanilla and home, a sweet relief.

We quickly set about preparing our light breakfast. The gentle hiss of the eggs as they hit the buttered pan and the quiet pop of the bread toasting served as a familiar, soothing soundtrack. We talked softly, the mundane routine serving to ground us after the intensity of the night shift.

"I think two full days of doing absolutely nothing is exactly what we need," Sarah commented, flipping an egg with practiced ease. "I’m going straight to bed after this, and I don't want to wake up until late afternoon."

"Agreed," I said, sliding the toasted bread onto a plate, the warmth radiating against my fingertips. "We need to be clear-headed and fully rested for Saturday. We’ll maximize our sleep today." I paused, remembering the constraints of our lives. "But still, we have to go to work again tonight. So, after we finish this next shift, we can finally just relax and fully prepare our minds for the weekend."

We settled at the dining table. The taste of the simple, savory eggs and crisp toast was deeply satisfying. We ate slowly, savoring the peace, letting the anticipation for the upcoming Saturday build silently beneath the surface of our domestic contentment.

After completing our light meal, the lingering exhaustion of the night shift hit us hard. We went straight to the bedroom, pulled the thick comforter up, and quickly fell asleep. The mattress felt soft and welcoming, swallowing the last vestiges of our professional tension.

Just like that, time collapsed and blurred. The rigorous schedule of Thursday's sleep, Friday's second shift, and the subsequent recovery sleep had erased hours and minutes.

It was now Saturday afternoon. Inside our bedroom, Sarah and I were still deeply asleep on the bed. The sun was already high above our heads, its powerful rays slanting through the blinds, casting long, bright stripes across the floor, demanding we finally wake up.

John's eyes trembled for a millisecond, then slowly fluttered open. The bright, striped light from the blinds immediately hit his vision, making him close his eyes again with a sharp groan. With immense difficulty, he forced himself to sit up, the mattress protesting slightly under his weight.

He looked beside him. Sarah was still sleeping deeply, her chest gently rising and falling with each steady breath. Her face looked so innocent and cute, just like a dreaming infant. A small, genuine smile broke out on his lips seeing her face, and he couldn't help but gently rub her cheek. Her skin was incredibly soft and smooth, flawless and delicate beneath his touch.

"Good afternoon, honey," he whispered softly to her, leaning down to place a tender kiss on her forehead.

After that, he slowly, carefully moved his legs until his feet touched the cool, solid ground.

Before getting fully off the bed, I looked at Sarah and saw she was blinking her eyes, now open and looking straight at me.

Seeing me look back, she quickly closed her eyes again, poorly pretending to be asleep.

Seeing this familiar little game, I didn't get down from the bed but instead came close to her and gently tickled her neck. She couldn't help but scrunch her neck, pulling her chin down toward her shoulder to avoid my fingers. She opened her eyes, and our gazes met. I saw she was looking at me with a playful, wronged look, clearly blaming me for breaking her sleep charade.

I knew that she was acting now, but I still played along. "Sorry," I said softly. "Did I wake you up?"

She blinked her eyes dramatically, nodded her head, and replied in a drawn-out, childish tone, "Yes... yes."

I merely smiled at her small, endearing antic. I didn't feel like exposing her, knowing she had already been awake.

"Okay then, let's get up. It's already late," I said, knowing we needed to start preparing. I tried to get down from the bed, but I felt a slight restriction, like someone gently pulling the fabric of my pajama shirt.

I looked back and saw Sarah was holding my clothes, looking up at me with her adorable, pleading eyes.

"What is it, honey?" I asked lovingly, my voice soft.

Hearing my word, she slowly let go of my clothes. "Can we stay inside the bed for a while?" she asked, her voice quiet. "I don't want to get up now."

Hearing her answer, I didn't say anything, understanding the silent fear and urgency behind her request. I simply lay back down beside her and looked at her.

She whispered softly, "Can you hug me? I want you to hug me," and as she spoke, her lower lip trembled slightly, betraying the depth of her nervousness.

I nodded my head immediately, pulling her into a tight, secure hug. I started gently rubbing her soft, silky, smooth hair. The familiar texture under my fingers was profoundly reassuring. She moved deeper into my arms for a moment, adjusting herself into a perfect position, placing her ear right against my heart.

she listened to my steady heartbeat. It was a familiar, dependable sound—the rhythm of her safety. We just stayed there like this for a peaceful while, the silence outside the blankets amplifying the quiet intensity between us.

I whispered softly into her ear, my lips brushing against her skin. "Don't worry, I'll always be with you in every situation. No matter what happens tonight, you are my center."

Hearing my word, she let out a small, quiet "Hmm" sound from her mouth. She pulled back slightly, just enough to look up into my eyes. The anxiety was still there, but it was now tempered by a profound trust. We held the gaze, communicating everything the next few hours risked changing, and everything we knew would remain the same.

I looked at the clock on the wall, its rhythmic tick-tock sounding louder in the quiet room. "I think we should get up now," I said to Sarah, my voice regaining its practical edge. "We have chores to do, and we need to make some food to fill our stomachs before the evening starts."

Hearing my words, Sarah sat up slowly. Her eyes looked reluctant, clearly saying she wanted to stay in bed, draped across my chest and listening to my heartbeat for a little while longer. But the reality of the clock was undeniable.

With a heavy sigh, she finally climbed down from the bed. She stood by the window, silhouetted against the bright Saturday sun, and started stretching her hands and shoulders, waking her muscles for the long night ahead.

I didn't waste any more time either. I got down from the bed and walked toward the master bathroom. I reached out and touched the cold, metallic handle of the door, the chill of the steel grounded me. I slowly pushed it open and walked inside, then closed the door behind me, leaving Sarah to her own thoughts as the sound of the world outside began to rush back in.

Sarah, POV,

I watched as John walked into the bathroom and the door clicked shut, leaving me alone in the quiet bedroom. The warm, golden sun rays filtered through the blinds, falling across my skin with a heat that felt at odds with the slight chill in my heart.

Actually, I’m feeling a little jealous right now. Knowing that John is finally going to cross that ultimate line today with Maya stirs something uneasy in my chest. But I can't let myself become a selfish person. I’ve already crossed that line with Ethan; it’s only natural, only fair, for John to have his experience with Maya.

Maybe it’s normal for me to feel this way. After all, who wouldn't feel a sting of jealousy knowing their spouse is about to be intimate with someone else? I find myself hoping that this feeling will fade as we continue—that as we swap partners with others, this will eventually become our "normal."

I gently shook my head, trying to dislodge these heavy thoughts. Who knows what future is truly awaiting us? I forced a small, determined smile onto my face, took a deep breath, and walked downstairs to the kitchen to start the coffee.

………………………..

Downstairs, the kitchen was filled with the rich, roasted aroma of brewing coffee. I carefully filled two mugs, the steam rising in swirling white patterns against the morning light. Holding a mug in each hand, I made my way slowly back up the stairs, mindful of every step to avoid spilling a single drop.

Back inside the bedroom, I placed the mugs on the small table beside the bed. Just a few seconds later, the familiar click of the bathroom door opening echoed through the room. John walked out, his skin glowing from the hot water, vigorously rubbing his damp hair with a crisp white towel.

He looked over at me, his expression softening as he saw the steam rising from the table. "Thank you for the coffee, Sarah," he said, his voice sounding refreshed and clear. He walked toward me, dropping the towel around his neck and picking up his mug.

I reached for mine as well, the ceramic heat seeping into my palms. I took a small sip of the bitter, hot liquid, feeling the caffeine begin to sharpen my senses. We didn't say anything else. We just stood there in the quiet of our room, calmly drinking our coffee in a heavy, contemplative silence.


Chapter 2: Long Night

Just like that, time collapsed. The quiet contemplation of the coffee was replaced by an electric, rushing energy as the clock on the wall ticked past 5:00 PM. The evening had officially begun.

We were currently in the bedroom, both preparing. John was at his dresser, buttoning up a crisp, charcoal-grey dress shirt, his movements sharp and focused. I turned my attention to the vanity, knowing that my preparation needed to be meticulous. Tonight was about transformation.

I started with my makeup. I wanted a look that was elegant yet undeniably seductive. I applied a silky primer, followed by a flawless, high-coverage foundation to create a perfect canvas. I spent significant time on my eyes, sharpening the gaze with precise black eyeliner and layering dark, smokey shadows—deep plums and charcoal—into the creases to create a mysterious, inviting look. I added several coats of volumizing mascara, the bristles ticking against my lashes. Finally, I lined my lips and filled them in with a bold, deep berry lipstick that seemed to pop against my skin, looking lush and ready. A generous spritz of setting spray locked the work in place.

Next came the dress. This was the special black cocktail dress I had bought specifically for this occasion, the same one Maya had helped me choose. I slid it on, the cool, substantial fabric—a heavy silk satin blend—gliding over my skin. It was a form-fitting masterpiece. It had an elegant, off-the-shoulder neckline that highlighted my collarbones, and a daring, thigh-high slit on the left side that flashed skin with every movement. I zipped it up the back, the zipper making a quiet zzzzt sound, feeling the dress hug my curves with flattering precision.

I looked in the mirror and barely recognized the woman staring back. I looked powerful, beautiful, and dangerous. I turned to see John, who was now putting on his watch, smelling faintly of woodsmoke and citrus cologne. He looked incredibly sharp, his shirt highlighting his broad shoulders. We were both ready.

"You look very beautiful, honey," John said, his eyes scanning me from head to toe with genuine admiration. Hearing him praise me like that made a warm glow of happiness bloom in my chest, momentarily pushing back the nerves.

"You also look handsome and cool," I replied with a small, appreciative smile, reaching out to straighten his collar.

"Let’s go," John said, his smile turning purposeful. I nodded gently. John reached for the heavy, metallic bedroom door, pushing it open with a low creak.

We walked out together, our footsteps echoing through the house. The sharp click-clack of my high heels against the wooden stairs paired with the solid thud of John’s dress shoes, creating a rhythmic sound that filled the otherwise empty, silent living room. It felt like the house itself was watching us leave, aware that the couple returning tonight would be changed forever.

When we reached the bottom of the stairs, John turned to me. "Honey, you take the wine bottle, and I’ll go and get the car ready," he said, checking his pockets for the keys.

"Okay, honey. You go ahead," I replied.

John grabbed the car keys from the hook and stepped out into the garage. I walked into the kitchen, the soft tiles cool beneath my feet. I headed straight for the wine rack. John has a long-standing hobby of collecting fine wines, so our house is always well-stocked.

The bottles kept here in the kitchen were our "everyday" selections—high quality, but intended for casual dinners. I knew his truly rare and expensive vintages were tucked away in the temperature-controlled cellar inside his study, but for tonight, a sophisticated red from the kitchen felt appropriate. I selected a deep, full-bodied Cabernet Sauvignon, its dark glass cool and heavy in my hand.

I took a deep breath, clutching the bottle to my chest for a second. This was it. I turned off the kitchen lights and walked toward the garage to join my husband.

As I walked out of the house, the warm, golden light of the evening sunset hit my face, casting long shadows across the driveway. The air was cooling slightly, and I could hear the birds singing their final songs of the day as they returned to their nests. It felt like the world was settling down for the night, just as our own world was about to be shaken up.

John was already standing there beside the car, looking sharp against the twilight. He was waiting for me, and as I approached, he reached out and opened the passenger door without me even having to ask.

"Thank you, honey," I said softly, feeling a sweet flutter of affection in my chest. Even with everything that was about to happen, his small, caring gestures never failed to make me feel cherished.

"No problem," he replied with a wink. He walked around to the driver’s side and climbed in. I was already pulling the seatbelt across my chest, the click of the buckle sounding final in the quiet cabin of the car.

A few seconds of silence passed, the tension thick and electric between us. John gripped the steering wheel, then turned his head to look at me one last time. "Are you ready?"

I let out a small, soft "Hmm" and nodded my head. My heart was racing, but my mind was set. With that, John turned the key. The engine came to life with a powerful vroom, and we began to roll slowly down the driveway. We turned onto the main road, heading straight toward our destination

Inside the car, a heavy silence settled between us. The only sounds were the distant, muffled honks of other vehicles navigating the Saturday evening traffic. The drive was short—Ethan and Maya lived only five to seven minutes away—making the transition feel almost too fast. We lived so close to each other, yet tonight, the distance felt like it spanned two different worlds.

Within minutes, the familiar silhouette of their house came into view. John slowed the car, the tires crunching softly against the pavement as he pulled up and eventually came to a complete stop in front of their home.

John looked over at me, his hands still gripping the wheel. "We’ve arrived, honey," he said, his voice a mix of gravity and anticipation.

I let out another small, nervous "Hmm" and took a steadying breath. "Okay. You park the car; I’ll go ahead and get out."

"Okay," he replied. I stepped out of the car, the evening air feeling cooler against my exposed shoulders. As I stood on the sidewalk, a wave of conflicting emotions washed over me. I felt a sharp spike of nerves, but beneath that was a growing, undeniable heat of excitement. The thought of seeing John—my husband—with another woman wasn't just daunting anymore; it was becoming a thrill that made my heart hammer against my ribs.

John parked the car quickly and walked toward me, the bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon tucked under his arm. I reached out and gently took his empty right hand, finding it slightly clammy. He looked at me with a nervous, tight smile. "Okay then, let’s get inside."

"Okay, let’s go," I agreed, stepping toward the walkway.

"Wait," John said suddenly, stopping in his tracks. I looked back at him, my expression puzzled. "What happened, John?"

He didn't reply with words. Instead, he leaned close, his scent of woodsmoke and citrus enveloping me. He pressed a soft, lingering kiss against my lips—a silent promise, a final anchor. He pulled back with a small, reassuring smile. "Okay. Now let’s go."

I leaned into him, squeezing his hand tightly as we walked up the path to the front door. We stood before it, two people on the verge of a precipice. We looked at each other one last time, a mutual nod of consent passing between us, and then I reached out and pressed the doorbell.

From inside, I heard the muffled sound of Maya’s bright voice. "Coming!”

Maya’s POV

The kitchen was filled with the savory aroma of the dinner we were finishing up. When the sharp chime of the doorbell rang through the house, my heart gave a little leap. I knew exactly who it was—John and Sarah were finally here, standing just on the other side of that wood.

"Coming!" I called out loudly enough to be heard through the door. I turned to my husband, who was busy at the stove. "Honey, you watch the kitchen. I'll go and open the door." Ethan gave me a quick nod, his expression a mix of calm and focused anticipation. "Okay," he said simply.

I smoothed down my casual dress—something comfortable I’d thrown on for cooking—and walked toward the foyer. I reached out, gripped the cool handle, and swung the door open.

John’s POV

Within seconds of Sarah pressing the bell, the door opened to reveal Maya. She looked radiant even in a casual dress, her hair pulled back slightly as if she had been in the middle of a busy kitchen.

I gave her a warm smile and a polite nod. "Hello, Maya," I said. She returned the nod, her eyes bright and welcoming. "Hello, John."

Beside me, Sarah let go of my hand and stepped forward to wrap Maya in a soft, friendly hug. "Good evening, Maya," Sarah whispered. They pulled apart quickly, and Maya gestured for us to enter. "Guys, come inside! Don't just stand there in the doorway."

We both stepped into the familiar warmth of their home, and I heard the solid thud of Maya closing the door behind us, sealing the world away.

I headed straight for the kitchen where I could see Ethan. Sarah stayed back for a moment, the two women falling into a quick, low-voiced conversation.

"Hi, Ethan," I called out as I approached. He looked up from the pan he was stirring and grinned. "Hi, buddy!"

I handed him the bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon I’d been carrying. "A little something for the table," I said. We chatted for a few brief moments about the wine and the meal, but I could feel the underlying hum of energy in the room. I didn't want to crowd him while he was working. "Okay, you continue with what you’re doing. I’ll go and sit on the sofa for a while."

Ethan nodded, turning back to his task. As I walked back toward the living room, I saw that Maya and Sarah had finished their private chat. Maya gave Sarah a playful pat on the arm before heading back toward the kitchen to help Ethan, leaving Sarah and me alone in the living area for one last moment of quiet.


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: A Wife To Share: A Couples Swap Novel of Desire and Trust.

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.

Stay tuned for Swinger Dream: A Wife To Share volume 4 — coming soon.

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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