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Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Volume 6

A Wife-Sharing Drama of Pleasure, Possessiveness, and Dangerous Seduction

— S. Darkness


Chapter 1: The Release and the Exchange

I took a deep breath, the air burning in my lungs. I looked at Ethan, then at John, accepting the new boundary. "Seriously, okay. You can do it, but you can't put it inside my pussy."

"I promise I wouldn't go in," Ethan assured me, his voice rough and low, a promise that felt both comforting and highly dangerous.

"Okay, but how will you do it?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper, realizing the logistics of the near-act were equally critical.

Ethan thought for a moment, his gaze fixed on my lower body. "You rest your hands on the sofa and close your legs. I'll go from behind," he replied, his plan focusing on positioning to control the entry.

Hearing him describe the pose, I felt a fresh wave of hesitation. If I positioned myself that way, John would have a perfect, direct view of my face and my body language. But then I quickly rationalized: it's okay, he will not put it in, so I don't have to worry about anything.

With that fragile thought of safety, I moved, pushing my body forward so that my butt rose up slightly in the air, creating a receptive space between my tightly closed legs for him to insert himself easily. The thin, cool air of the room suddenly felt sharp against my exposed skin.

"You look very sexy in this from, Sarah," Ethan murmured, his voice thick with appreciation as he positioned himself behind me.

"Don't say it," I whispered back instantly, heat flooding my cheeks. I felt a piercing wave of shame combined with exhilarating thrill—the intense realization that my husband was watching me while I was sticking my butt up for another man's pleasure.

John's POV

Can Ethan really resist the temptations of not entering inside her pussy? I watched the shift in position, my breath held tight in my chest. I had some serious doubt about his control. But I knew one truth: I was okay with anything, as long as Sarah was okay.

The position they took was exactly what I didn't know I needed. From my view on the sofa, I had a perfect, horrifyingly intimate sight. I watched as Ethan’s erect penis went in and out, rubbing violently against the slick, sensitive lips of Sarah’s pussy. The shush-shush sound of the friction was surprisingly loud in the quiet room.

Sarah wouldn't look at me directly due to shame, but I could see her face as clear as crystal from here. Her face was flushed a deep, lustful red, her eyes were clamped shut, and her lip was bitten raw, clearly suppressing the sounds that Ethan's intense friction was forcing out of her.

Suddenly, Ethan broke the silence, his voice tight with effort. "Sarah, how is it? Did you feel good even when I am not putting it inside your pussy?"

"Hmm... Yes, it's good, and I like it. I feel like I am masturbating myself," Sarah admitted, her voice strained by the intense sensation.

Hearing Sarah describe the near-act as a form of heightened self-pleasure—her arousal so intense that she was forgetting Ethan was a separate person—made my penis even more impossibly hard. I could no longer just watch. I seized Maya's head with my hand and started thrusting faster than before, matching Ethan's frantic rhythm.

Then Ethan asked again, his voice sounding urgent and demanding, "Will you let me do it like this every day?"

Sarah, catching her breath from the brutal friction, sounded both aroused and suddenly, dangerously in control. "It depends on your performance. If it doesn't satisfy me, then I'll never let you fuck me."

"Even now you are pretending to be saint? Your pussy is leaking so much juice," Ethan sneered, his voice a triumphant, raw whisper against my lower back, reveling in the proof of my surrender. The humid warmth of his breath sent a confusing shiver down my spine.

"Don't say such things," I managed, the shame spiking, making my voice tiny and vulnerable.

Suddenly, my eyes—which I realized I had accidentally opened—and John’s eyes made contact. Seeing me looking at him while I was pinned in this position, taking pleasure from another man, I instantly began to panic. But the soft moans, the involuntary sounds of pleasure, didn't stop coming out of my mouth.

John's POV

Seeing my wife like this for the first time—so exposed, so frantic, so completely broken by lust and shame—awakened something different inside me. It wasn't just arousal; it was a profound, dominant satisfaction. I nodded towards her, a slow, gentle gesture of encouragement, intending for her to feel comfortable, not guilty.

Seeing my nod, her panic began to vanish from her face, replaced by a desperate, tearful gratitude. Her lips moved, and she whispered through them, a sound so faint and intimate that only I could understand: "I love you, John."

Hearing her love confession while another man’s penis rubbed relentlessly against her pussy, driven by the very consent I had given, was the most exhilarating, devastating confirmation of my fantasy. It was an affirmation that no matter how far she went, her heart belonged to me.

The silent conversation between John and me, that profound affirmation of love, was violently interrupted.

Suddenly, Ethan's voice cut in, strained and demanding: "Sarah, can you move your buttocks a little high so that I can hold your breast while thrusting?"

I didn't utter a word; I just instantly obeyed. My focus was purely on John. I raised my buttocks slightly higher, creating a perfect, vulnerable angle, and maintained my eye contact with my husband. The cold air hit my newly exposed skin, but I barely registered it.

Ethan immediately took my breasts in his two hands and started to grip them tightly, kneading them into different shapes, perfectly mirroring the possessive manipulation John had initiated earlier. The pressure was intense, almost bruising.

Suddenly, a sharp cry tore from my throat—"Ahhh!"—and I snapped at him angrily, "Don't grip them with so much force!"

"Sorry, sorry! I got way too excited. I wouldn't do it again," Ethan apologized profusely, his voice thick with guilt and desire, but he didn't stop thrusting the head of his cock against me. The rhythmic slide and pressure continued, unrelenting.

I didn't have the breath or the will to argue anymore. I closed my eyes again, focusing only on enduring the relentless, exquisite friction.

John's POV

From my view, I could now see Ethan was pinching Sarah's nipples, a cruel, sharp sensation that made the low, guttural moans finally escape her: "Ah... Ah... Ah... Ah..."

The sight of Ethan demanding that intimacy, the sound of Sarah's raw cry of pain and pleasure, the final, desperate pinch on her nipples—it was too much. I couldn't control myself anymore. The tension that had been building since Ethan first touched her was about to break.

I stopped looking at them, tearing my gaze away from the spectacle, and focused entirely on the warm, urgent mouth working below me. "I am coming, Maya!" I growled, my voice rough.

Hearing my word, Maya immediately began to move her head faster, more aggressively. Her grip on my cock tightened, and the wet, sliding heat was an anchor in the chaos. I also began to thrust into her mouth faster, a frantic, animalistic rhythm.

For a moment, she took my penis out of her mouth, her eyes bright and intense. "Cum inside my mouth, John! I want you to cum inside me!"

Her demand—her absolute devotion to taking my release—left no room for hesitation. I shoved my penis back inside her mouth, gripping the back of her head, and prepared to shatter.

With one last convulsive stroke, I came inside her mouth. For a moment, my mind went completely empty, consumed by the blinding rush of orgasm, before slowly, sickeningly, rationalization began creeping back.

I pulled my penis out of her mouth with a damp, loud popping sound, feeling instantly deflated. I fell back into the sofa cushions, breathing heavily, sweat beading on my forehead.

As for Maya, she struggled slightly, kneeling for a moment. I reached out, took her hand, and helped her settle into my lap, cradling her back.

"Are you satisfied with my skills?" Maya asked me, her voice playful, though her eyes held a serious, assessing glint.

"Yes, Maya, you are very good," I said, holding her firmly from behind, trying to reestablish some semblance of normalcy and gratitude.

Then, she asked the unexpected question, slicing through the relief. "Then tell me, who is best in this regard? Me or Sarah?"

The comparison, the betrayal of having to rate my wife against her, made my chest tighten. This was the true cost of the swap. I hesitated. I didn't know what to say, my mind scrambling for a safe answer.

Maya must have sensed the sudden panic and the conflict in my eyes. She let out a small, relieving laugh. "I'm just joking, John. You don't have to answer that," she said, resting her head on my shoulder.

Hearing her reprieve, I felt the tension drain immediately from my shoulders. The air felt thin, and the only sound was the heavy thrumming of my own heart.

Even as I came, the raw sensory input from the other side of the sofa hadn't stopped. From my angle, I could see that Sarah and Ethan were also reaching their limits—they would climax quickly.

"Ah... Ah... Ah... Ah... I am cuming! I am cuming!" Sarah suddenly cried out, her voice loud and, her body trembling violently in the grips of her orgasm.

Seeing that, Ethan instinctively stepped back for a moment. But after just a few seconds, driven by his own building climax, he once again continued to rub furiously against her pussy.

"Sarah, I'll also cum! Can I cum at your pussy?" he asked, his voice strained and desperate.

Suddenly hearing him say this, Sarah immediately shook her head. "No! Don't shoot there!" The denial was sharp, firm.

"Let me help you masturbate it," she said, instantly taking control of the scene and the boundary. She tried to sit up. Seeing her denial, Ethan looked momentarily disappointed but still complied. He got up from behind her and moved in front of her.

Sarah took his thick, throbbing cock into her hand and started to masturbate it with experienced, deliberate strokes. The warm, velvety skin felt alien in her grasp. After stroking for a while, his penis became super hard again, rigid with the final push of his orgasm.

"Sarah, I am cuming! I am cuming!"

Hearing this, Sarah sped up her stroking, and within a few seconds, he came into her hand. The thick, hot liquid splashed over her skin, a tangible, messy end to the encounter.


Chapter 2: The Quiet Aftermath

Ethan then sat beside Sarah on the sofa. For the first time in what felt like hours, he looked directly at us. When his eyes landed on Maya, he looked instantly guilty, a shadow falling over his satisfied expression.

He called out, "Maya?"

But Maya didn't answer him. With a cold hump, she turned her head into the opposite direction, refusing to acknowledge his presence or his guilt.

I gently let Maya down from my lap. The high was gone, replaced by the damp reality of the post-coital silence. I stood up and walked directly toward Sarah.

From the side table, I grabbed a pack of tissue paper. I came in front of Sarah, offering the pack to her. Seeing me approach, Ethan immediately got up from the sofa and quickly walked towards Maya, recognizing his responsibility for the emotional fallout.

Sarah took the tissue paper, her cheeks still deeply flushed, and quietly began to clean her hand where Ethan had released himself. I sat beside her, resting my hand possessively and reassuringly on her thigh. The simple, heavy weight of my hand was meant to ground her.

Ethan's POV

Ah, shit. I'm done now. The wave of guilt was crushing, fueled by the immediate visual proof of Maya’s anger. She was staring pointedly at the wall, radiating cold fury.

I came in front of Maya. I didn't say anything, knowing words wouldn't work yet. I just reached out and took her hand. The skin of her palm was cool and resistant. She tried to avoid it, pulling her fingers away, but I held her hand firmly, refusing to let her shut me out completely.

I came in front of Maya, holding her hand firmly, refusing to let her shut me out.

She looked at me with an angry face. She didn't say anything, but I knew she was furious. Anyone would be angry if you completely ignored your wife. And we are still relatively new to swapping partners; we definitely need more time to get used to the intense emotional dynamics.

"I am sorry," I said to her in a quiet voice, my tone pleading. She didn't respond to my apology. She just kept staring at me, and her silent scrutiny was making me very nervous.

Maya's POV

I knew I shouldn't be angry with him, but I couldn't help myself. He just ignored me this whole time, his entire existence centered around Sarah. The echo of her cries still seemed to hang in the air.

Ah, Maya, you are reacting too much for this. It wasn't that much of a big deal, I told myself, trying to rationalize the situation. Calm yourself down and talk to him so this doesn't happen again.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself against the residual sting of neglect, and finally spoke. "Listen, Ethan. I know that you are not deliberately forgetting me, but I want you to at least pay some attention to me during this intimate time." I winced internally. Ah, I said it. Now what will he think? Will he think I am being narrow-minded?

I didn't think that Maya would be so direct about her feelings. Her honesty was a sharp relief. But I felt deeply relieved; at least she talked to me, and now I could fix the situation.

"Sorry, Maya, it wouldn't happen again," I vowed immediately, gripping her hand tighter. "For this time, you forgive me. From now on, I'll do as you say."

She looked at me, scrutinizing my face without blinking for a long moment. Finally, the corner of her mouth twitched. "Okay, I'll forgive you this time... otherwise, hump!" she conceded, the final sound a tiny, aggressive noise that confirmed she was still the one holding the power. The coldness in her eyes finally began to thaw.

The tension between Ethan and Maya had just resolved, but the air around us remained thick, heavy with the lingering scent of sex, sweat, and spilled wine.

Maya stood up gracefully from her seat. "Come on, let's go," she said, looking pointedly at Ethan. "I need to wash up."

With that, she walked purposefully toward the hallway leading to the bathroom. Ethan, relief evident in his posture, immediately followed in her wake. The sharp, final clicking sound of the bathroom door shutting down behind them was surprisingly loud, sealing them in their private reconciliation.

The moment they were gone, an immense silence fell upon the living room. Sarah and I were left completely alone on the sofa, enveloped by the damp, lingering warmth of the recent exchange. We were breathing the very air that had contained the extreme sounds and actions of the last hour, an air heavy with residual ozone and musk.

I shifted slightly, feeling the heavy, comfortable weight of Sarah's body heat against me. We sat there, side-by-side, absorbing the profound aftermath of our swapping—the conflicting emotions of arousal, devotion, shame, and triumphant vulnerability all swirling together in the quiet domestic space.


Chapter 3: The Vow Renewed

The bathroom door had clicked shut, leaving us in a vacuum of intense, private silence. I turned toward Sarah, resting my hand securely on her thigh, needing to ground her and myself.

"How are you feeling, Sarah?" I asked, keeping my voice low and serious. "Are you comfortable with this? If you aren't, then tell me, okay? You don't have to endure it if you are doing it just for my sake only. I also want you to feel happy."

She looked at me for a while, her eyes searching mine, her brow furrowed slightly as she weighed her complex emotions before committing to an answer. I think she was thinking exactly what to say to deliver the full truth.

"John, I'll be honest with you. At first, I was very reluctant when you first mentioned it to me." She paused, taking a deep, steadying breath, the pause stretching out the tension like a rubber band. "But... I don't hate it now. And I want to explore it with you."

She leaned into me slightly, her voice dropping to a fierce whisper of reassurance. "And if someday we come to realize that it's breaking our marriage, we'll stop it immediately."

Hearing her answer lifted a heavy stone from my heart. The relief was immediate and overwhelming. She wasn't just sacrificing for me; she was finding a unique pleasure in this, and crucially, she maintained a firm, protective boundary around our marriage. I felt very relieved that she was at least not doing it only for my sake.

The immense relief of her confirmation washed over me. I took her hand and looked into her eyes with deep love and absolute possession. I leaned forward and kissed her forehead, confirming my devotion. "I love you, Sarah," I murmured against her skin. The smooth, clean scent of her forehead was a contrast to the salt and spice of the last hour.

With my other hand, I gently cupped the back of her head, drawing her face even closer to mine. Our noses were touching, and I could feel Sarah’s hot, rapid breath hitting me as our eyes locked in a searing stare.

I said in a husky, definitive voice, "You’ll be always mine, Sarah. Nobody can take you away from me. I don’t mind what you do with other men, but at the end of the day, you are my wife. We made a vow in front of Jesus that we’ll always stay together, so I—" I stopped, the emotion too intense to finish the formal declaration.

Sarah didn't need the words completed. She used her free hand and hugged me tightly, burying her face into my shoulder. "Yes," she whispered fiercely against my neck, "my heart will always be yours, only yours."

We stayed locked in each other’s arms for a long, necessary moment, the shared vow overriding the recent chaos, reaffirming that the bond of our marriage was the true, unshakable foundation of the night. The sound of our hearts beating in unison was the only music we needed.

The sound of the water suddenly stopped. I knew they would be coming out in a moment.

We got separated from our long embrace. Sarah took hold of my hand and gently rested her head back on my shoulder. We stayed quiet for a while longer, just listening to the slow, even rhythm of each other's breathing—a calming contrast to the frenzy of moments ago.

Suddenly, the bathroom door opened with a decisive clicking sound. Ethan came out first, looking clean and composed, and Maya followed closely behind him, her hair slightly damp.

They walked over and sat down on the armchair and the adjacent sofa. The transition from intense sex to casual sitting was jarring, and we all felt the residual awkwardness.

Maya, ever the social director, broke the quiet tension. "So, if we go for a trip, where do you think we should go next?"

Hearing her question, I felt intrigued. It was a perfect, distracting topic. "Where do you think we should go?" I asked, playing along. "Inside our nation or some other country?"

Sarah immediately contributed, her voice cheerful. "I think we should visit Europe this time."

Maya's eyes lit up. "I think we should go Ukraine," she suggested. Sarah chimed in from my side, "Yes, I think you're right. Ukraine is a very beautiful place."

From the side, Ethan interrupted, injecting his own firm opinion. "I think we should go Germany. It has lots of beautiful castles, and I want to see them. It is much better than Ukraine."

Maya scoffed good-naturedly. "No, Ukraine is better than Germany! It has the sea of sunflower fields, and I want to see that, so Ukraine is better."

"No, Germany is better!" Ethan insisted, his voice rising slightly with competitive energy.

I looked at Sarah, and she gave me a helpless smile, spreading her hands in a gesture of surrender to the debate.

Now, both of them looked genuinely animated and slightly agitated. I knew this was no longer a casual discussion; it was becoming a fight over control. It was time for me to intervene, otherwise, it wouldn't end.

"Stop, stop, stop!" I said, raising my voice just enough to cut through their noise. "We aren't going anywhere right now, and both places have their good points."

They both stopped arguing immediately, fixing their attention entirely on me. Maya, the instigator, asked first, "Tell me, John, what is better—Ukraine or Germany?" From the side, Ethan was nodding his head vigorously, echoing her demand for a definitive answer.

I felt immediate regret. Why had I inserted myself into their conversation? Now, I was trapped in their competitive squabble. I hesitated for a moment, searching for an escape.

I looked at Sarah for help, but she was struggling to hold back a genuine smile. Her lips barely moved, her whispered words silent: "Serve you right." I felt completely helpless.

Maya pressed again, her voice insistent. "Tell me, John, what do you think?"

I took a breath and delivered my answer, deciding to bypass the entire argument with a diplomatic maneuver. "For me, the US is best."

Hearing my answer, both Maya and Ethan looked completely flabbergasted. Their argumentative stances melted into confusion. They clearly hadn't expected me to pull the conversation out of Europe entirely.

Maya cried out loudly, half-jokingly, "You aren't supposed to answer like this!"

Ethan, however, broke into a genuine smile and clapped my shoulder. "You are always good in this, John. I didn't misjudge you." My diplomatic sidestep had successfully defused their competition, restoring the friendly atmosphere. The tension in the air evaporated with the burst of laughter.

We all stopped talking about traveling and shifted back to mundane everyday life—work projects, the latest news, anything to cover the recent, intense intimacy.


Chapter 4: The Farewell

Suddenly, Ethan glanced at his watch. "Guys, it's time for us to go now," he announced, signaling the end of the evening.

I also looked at the clock. It was already 11 PM. It wasn't a deeply late night for us—as Sarah, I, Maya, and Ethan all worked the night shift and our internal clocks were shifted—but the sheer intensity of the past hours made it feel much later.

But I didn't argue or protest. I just nodded at them, a sense of finality washing over me, and said, "Okay."

We all stood up. Maya walked over to Sarah, giving her a quick, warm hug. "See you tomorrow night at work," she murmured.

Sarah returned the hug. "Yes," she replied simply.

Ethan walked toward me, offering a firm handshake. "Thanks for letting us come over, John. It was... definitely different." His eyes held mine, acknowledging the profound shift in boundaries that had occurred under my roof.

I just nodded, squeezing his hand.

As Ethan turned to Sarah, he paused, giving her a look that was a complex mix of respect, apology, and lingering desire. "See you at work, Sarah," he murmured, the casual reference to their shared workplace now carrying the weight of the raw exchange they had just survived.

Maya gave me a final, quick, intimate squeeze on the arm as she passed. "Don't forget me while I'm gone," she whispered, a secret challenge that promised future passion.

And then they were gone. I closed the front door, the solid click of the lock muffling the sounds of their car starting up outside.

Sarah and I were alone again in the silent living room, surrounded by the evidence of the night: the glasses, the scattered tissue, and the lingering, electric scent of sex.

The immediate silence was heavy, but no longer awkward—it was intimate.

I turned from the door to see Sarah still standing near the couch, looking down at the cushions where the drama had unfolded.

"Well," I said softly, my voice still slightly raspy from my climax. "That was... a lot."

Sarah slowly raised her head, her eyes sparkling with residual energy and love. She walked toward me, not stopping until she was right against my chest.

"It was perfect," she corrected, her voice barely a breath, the words vibrating against my skin. "Because you were there."

She looked up, pulling my face down for a deep, slow kiss. The kiss was clean and familiar, a deliberate rejection of the recent chaos, reaffirming the unique intimacy that belonged only to us. It tasted of wine and salvation.

"We need to clean up," I murmured against her lips.

"Later," she countered, pulling my shirt loose. "Right now, I need my husband to remind me exactly who I belong to."


Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Volume 7

What happens when the swapping partner becomes more than just a one-night thrill?

— S. Darkness


Chapter 1: Early Afternoon

The next day, the silence was absolute. I slowly woke up around 11 AM, squinting slightly against the insistent midday light. Despite the late hour, this was actually far earlier than our usual waking time, given that Sarah and I both worked the night shift. Our bodies were accustomed to sleeping well into the late afternoon, but the sheer emotional exhaustion and physical release of the night before must have broken our usual pattern.

I glanced at the clock; we had finally crashed around 3 AM after the immense tension of the swap and our own lengthy lovemaking session.

I turned my head gently on the pillow, finding Sarah still fast asleep beside me. She was lying on her stomach, her dark hair fanned out against the white pillowcase, her breathing deep and even. She looked utterly peaceful, her face soft and devoid of the complex tension that had gripped her last night.

She must have been very tired—not just from our own passionate reunion, but from the immense emotional and physical energy spent navigating the limits with Ethan. I carefully reached out, tracing the delicate curve of her bare shoulder with my index finger, feeling the smooth, warm skin.

The air in the room, though sunlit, still carried the faint, lingering scent of our intimacy: a mixture of our own perfume and sweat, a beautiful, messy reminder of the night's commitment.

I knew I couldn't simply lie there staring at her. I slowly, carefully climbed down from the bed without making any sound, ensuring the mattress didn't creak and the duvet didn't rustle too loudly, because I had no intention of waking Sarah up. My feet settled onto the cool wooden floor.

I'll let her sleep for a while longer, I decided. She needed the rest. In the meantime, I’ll go to the kitchen and cook something.

Something simple and comforting to replace the high-octane energy of the previous night. I walked toward the bathroom inside our room. With my right hand, I touched the metallic, cold handle and gently opened the door.

I walked inside, immediately relieved by the privacy, and closed the door softly behind me, the quiet click sound of the door closing offering a brief moment of isolation.

Inside the bathroom, I started to brush my teeth, watching my reflection in the mirror—a man who looked rested but whose eyes still held the residual tension of boundary-breaking. After finishing, I stepped into the shower. I turned the handle, and a burst of cold water hit my body, sharp and immediate. The shock was intense, and it instantly made me wake up from the slight sleepiness that I was feeling earlier.

Five minutes later, I came out of the bathroom, the cool air raising goosebumps on my damp skin. I was wearing a white towel wrapped securely around my lower body. I opened my closet and took out a pair of short pants and a navy blue polo shirt (the knit shirt felt soft and familiar).

After quickly dressing, I walked toward the bed. I leaned down and gently gave Sarah a kiss on her forehead, a quiet, protective gesture. I looked at her with love for a while, needing that moment of silent connection before leaving the sanctuary of our room and facing the aftermath of the living room.

I walked out of the bedroom, closing the door softly behind me, and began to make my way downstairs.

As I reached the bottom step, I was instantly confronted by the cold reality of the previous night. The mess from yesterday was still there, left waiting for me to clean. The sofa was slightly askew, and on the coffee table, there were scattered popcorn kernels, along with a few half-finished glasses of wine that stood there, perfectly preserved, starkly reminding him of yesterday night’s events.

The silent disarray—the very stage where Sarah’s cry of pleasure had echoed—felt charged. The domestic tranquility of the morning was immediately shattered by the evidence of the chaos.

I took a deep, steadying breath. Time to clean up.

I started to work without thinking any longer, letting the rhythmic tasks of gathering glasses and sweeping the floor replace the anxiety and the lingering excitement. The methodical action was therapeutic: clearing the debris, wiping down the surfaces, and restoring the room to its quiet, familiar order. Every motion was a step away from the edge of the previous night.

Finally, half an hour later, I completed all the cleanup, from the scattered popcorn on the floor to the last of the wine glasses. The living room was spotless.

"Now what is left is making our afternoon breakfast," I said this loudly to the empty room. I couldn't help but laugh at my own joke, shaking my head a little at the irony of calling a midday meal "breakfast" just because our jobs dictated a different schedule.

With that, I turned toward the kitchen and started to cooking our meal. I decided on something savory and simple: soft scrambled eggs mixed with sharp cheddar cheese and served alongside toasted whole-wheat bread. The sizzle of butter in the pan was a grounding, normal sound. As the eggs cooked, filling the house with a comforting aroma, I prepared two large mugs of rich, dark-roast coffee, the sharp, bitter scent a final jolt to erase any residual sleepiness.

After doing all of the work and plating the food, I realized I needed to wake Sarah up. I carefully took two large mugs of coffee with my two hands and walked towards the bedroom.

The light sound of my slippers hitting the stairs echoed quietly in the empty house—a gentle, rhythmic counterpoint to the dramatic silence of the living room. Before I knew it, I was in front of our room.

I placed the coffee mugs beside the small table outside our bedroom door. I opened the door, and then, taking the hot mugs again, walked inside the room. There, I saw Sarah was already awake. Her eyes were still frizzy with sleepiness, and her hair was wonderfully uneven and wild from the pillow. She looked beautifully disheveled.

"Good morning, honey!" I said enthusiastically, a smile spreading across my face as I walked towards the small table beside our bed and placed the coffee down, the steam rising between us.

"Good morning, John," she replied in a confused, sleepy voice, clearly trying to place the time and the sudden burst of energy.


Chapter 2: The Morning Coffee

Sarah pointed a hand toward me—a clear, non-verbal request—and I knew exactly what she wanted. I took a mug of coffee and carefully handed it to her.

"Careful, it's hot," I reminded her unnecessarily, watching her every move.

She made a small "Hmm" sound, blew gently across the surface of the dark liquid, and took a small sip. "Thank you, John," she said, her voice still husky from sleep.

I also took my coffee and started to drink slowly, savoring the moment of domestic normalcy. With a wide smile, I replied, "With my pleasure, Ma'am."

I moved to the important topic. "Sarah, our afternoon breakfast is ready, so you have to hurry up otherwise it will get cold."

She just nodded her head and focused on drinking her coffee, slowly easing herself into the reality of the day.

They didn't talk much, simply savoring the rich flavor of the bitter coffee. In the quiet room, you could only hear the gentle sipping sound of the coffee and the familiar, constant tick-tock of the clock, marking the steady passage of time—a reassuring contrast to the explosive nature of the previous hours.

After finishing her coffee, Sarah placed the mug on the table. She stretched her arms out wide above her head and let out a long, comfortable moan of contentment.

"Thank you, John, for the coffee. I felt alive again," she said warmly. With that, she stepped down from the bed, walked over, and kissed me softly on the cheek. "Wait for me, I'll come out in a minute."

"No problem," I replied easily, continuing to sip my coffee.

Sarah closed the bathroom door, and the room once again became silent, leaving me alone to finish my coffee and anticipate the beginning of our strange, new normal day.

After finishing the coffee, I settled back against the pillows, waiting for Sarah to come out.

A few minutes later, she emerged from the bathroom, wearing a soft white terry cloth bathrobe. She went straight toward the closet, pulling out her clothes for the day.

From my angle, I could only see her back. As the bathrobe slowly slipped down her body, her bare back came into my view. She was wearing nothing inside the bathrobe, and the subtle movement revealed the entirety of her smooth skin. I noticed a small, distinct mole just above her left buttocks.

She quickly moved, stepping into her thong underwear—a tiny piece of black lace that immediately blocked my wonderful view. Her back was long and smooth, and a few silken strands of damp hair fell onto her neck, making the simple, fleeting action incredibly sexy.

She slowly put on her bra, then pulled on a pair of comfortable short pants, followed by a soft, full-sleeved indigo loungewear top.

As she finished wearing her last piece of clothing, I walked towards her and hugged her tightly from behind. I leaned down and took a deep sniff of Sarah’s hair; the sweet, citrusy scent of her shampoo was wonderfully clean and fresh.

She looked surprised at first but didn't protest. We just stayed like this for a few seconds, letting the quiet closeness solidify our bond.

She tapped gently on my hand. "John, let's go, otherwise our food will go completely cold," she urged, her voice practical.

"Just let me stay like this for a while," I pleaded, tightening my hold slightly. "I want to melt with you."

"Sweet talker," Sarah replied, a smile evident in her voice. With a quick, deliberate force, she escaped from my embrace and walked briskly towards the door. I laughed softly and followed right behind her.

Inside the dining room, we settled down at the table and began serving our meal—the warm, cheesy scrambled eggs and toast.

"See? The food is nearly cold," Sarah said to me in a gentle, blaming tone, her eyebrows slightly raised.

But I didn't mind it at all. In fact, I found it endearing. It was normal for me to take the blame, and if you are a married man, you know my exact feeling right now: don't try to reason with your wife if you want to live happily.

"Yes, yes, it's my fault," I agreed instantly, tilting my head. "I shouldn't have held you like that for that long." I uttered the words with a helpless smile plastered on my face.

"Hmm. You know your mistake," she said, taking a bite of her toast. "I forgive you. Now, let's eat, otherwise we have to heat it again," she added with a slight, dramatic flourish.

We both started to eat, the warm, savory food providing necessary nourishment after the emotionally draining night.

After finishing our meal, we both moved back into the living room and settled down on the sofa, the same spot where the tension had reached its peak only hours before, but now completely cleaned and reset.

"Thank you, John, for cleaning up the house alone," Sarah said, her voice soft with appreciation, confirming she had noticed my efforts to erase the evidence.

I took her hand, threading my fingers through hers, and started to play with her fingers. "No problem, honey," I replied easily, accepting the praise.

"I have to go for grocery shopping," Sarah said from the side, leaning her head comfortably on my shoulder, her weight a pleasant reassurance.

"Let me go with you," I offered immediately, continuing to play with her hand.

She let out a small "Hmm" sound of acceptance. We both settled back into silence again, and this time, it was definitely not the silence of awkwardness, but the silence of deep comfort, the kind that only exists between two people who know and trust each other implicitly, especially after testing the limits of that trust.

A few moments later, Sarah stood up. "Let's go, John," she said, walking briskly toward the stairs and heading up.

"Okay," I replied, but I didn't follow her. I knew she was going upstairs to retrieve her handbag, the credit card, and the car keys. I stayed seated on the sofa, savoring the moment of quiet reflection.

I thought about yesterday night's events. I tried to rationalize the chaos: What happened between us didn't change our marriage at all. It's still the normal marriage where we are living a happy life. The extreme sex and the boundary-breaking felt compartmentalized, leaving our domestic reality intact.

Lost in this deep rationalization, I didn't notice that Sarah was already standing directly in front of me, shaking her head and calling my name.

Suddenly, she used one hand to sharply twist my arm. It felt like a surprisingly strong pinch—like a persistent ant bite. "Ah! What are you doing, Sarah?" I cried out, pulled instantly back to reality.

She stood in front of me with both hands on her waist, her expression a mix of amusement and annoyance. "I've been calling you for so long, but you didn't answer me!" she scolded, rolling her eyes playfully. "What were you daydreaming about?"

I answered instantly, trying to cover my tracks. "Nothing! I was just thinking about what should we eat!" I looked at her with hopeful, wide eyes. "I was hoping for a special meal."

Seeing me looking at her like this, she responded in a funny, confident way. "Okay, don't worry, this MasterChef will make something delicious food for you!" she declared, lightly petting her own chest.

I couldn't help but let out a small burst of laughter, but I instantly controlled it, knowing a full laugh would be a mistake.

She instantly narrowed her eyes, detecting the suppressed amusement. "Do you think I can't make it?" she asked me in a sharp, serious voice.

And now, at this moment, I knew that I had fucked up.

"No, no, Honey," I rushed to correct, waving my hands. "Your cooking is delicious! It's just that you worked so hard last night, that's why I don't want to trouble you. We can just eat in a restaurant."

The compliment landed wrong. "No, John!" she declared, her eyes blazing with a new determination. "Now I have to prove to you that my cooking is not worse than those qualified chefs! And I think I can become a good chef if I studied culinary skills!"

"Let's go!" she announced, marching toward the door. "Today, I'll let you eat something very delicious food!" With that, she walked outside, and I was left standing there, stupefied by the unexpected turn of events.

From outside, Sarah called me, her voice already moving away. "John! Come quickly! We have to return quickly!"

I could only answer helplessly, "Wait! I am coming!"

……………

Inside the bustling grocery store, I followed Sarah from behind, pushing the cart as she navigated the brightly lit aisles with a focused intensity I usually only saw her use during tough work emergencies. Her brow was slightly furrowed as she carefully selected everything for her ambitious menu: Maple-Glazed Salmon with Butter Tarts for dessert.

The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, bathing the shelves in a sterile glow. The air carried a cool blend of fresh vegetables, cleaning spray, and the faint sweetness drifting from the bakery. Around us, the steady rattle of cart wheels and the soft chatter of other shoppers blended into a familiar, almost soothing background—a comforting contrast to the electric tension of our living room just hours earlier.

Sarah stopped abruptly in the produce aisle and lifted a bunch of asparagus, testing their firmness with her fingertips.

“Do you think these are good enough?” she asked, holding them up.

I leaned closer, pretending to inspect the vegetables but really admiring the soft curve of her neck and the way her hair fell lightly around her ear.

“They’re perfect,” I murmured.

We continued moving through the aisles—past displays of shiny apples and earthy potatoes—until we reached the seafood section. The temperature dropped immediately, and the air carried a sharp, briny scent. Sarah examined the salmon fillets with the intensity of someone judging diamonds, checking the texture, color, and cut.

“Yes… this one,” she whispered, selecting two thick, vibrant pieces.

Next came the dairy, then the baking aisle, where the warm smell of sugar and vanilla drifted through the air. She collected butter, eggs, and flour with the seriousness of a scientist preparing an experiment. Each item went into the cart only after a full inspection of the label.

I walked behind her, hands on the cart, simply watching—watching her confidence, her determination, the way she looked so alive with purpose. There was something healing about it, something grounding. After the emotional chaos of last night, this simple domestic routine felt like a quiet reset.

It felt normal, in the best possible way.

After picking up the last of the ingredients, Sarah turned the cart toward the checkout lanes. The store was moderately busy, and the soft beeping of scanners blended with the low murmur of families and couples discussing their groceries.

We queued up behind an elderly couple, and Sarah tapped her fingers impatiently on the cart handle—her “I want to get home and cook immediately” energy in full force. I couldn’t help but smile.

When it was finally our turn, the cashier—a cheerful middle-aged man with a bright yellow apron—greeted us with a friendly, “Good afternoon. Did you find everything you needed?”

“Yes, thank you,” Sarah replied quickly, already unloading items from the cart with surprising speed. She placed each ingredient neatly on the conveyor belt: the salmon, asparagus, butter, flour, sugar, spices, and a bottle of authentic Canadian maple syrup she had chosen with near spiritual reverence.

The scanner beeped steadily as each item passed over the glass.

I watched Sarah closely—her focused, determined expression was adorable. She was treating this like a culinary mission, not a simple shopping trip.

“Oh, look at you, lining everything by category,” I teased quietly, leaning closer.

She shot me a sideways glare. “It helps them scan faster. And it looks nice. Don’t disturb my system.”

I raised both hands in surrender. “Yes, Chef.”

The cashier chuckled under his breath, overhearing us.

Once everything was scanned, the total flashed on the screen. Sarah already had her credit card in hand, tapping it with decisive confidence.

“I’ll pay,” she announced, as if daring me to argue.

I didn’t. I knew better today.

After the payment went through, we packed our groceries into reusable bags. Sarah double-checked every item again to make sure nothing was missed—her version of quality control.

With our bags secured in the cart, we started walking toward the exit. The automatic doors came into view, the outside light filtering in through the glass. We moved together at a steady pace, Sarah pushing one side of the cart while I pushed the other.

With our bags loaded into the cart, Sarah and I began making our way toward the exit. The automatic doors were just ahead, letting in soft daylight through the glass panels. Our cart rolled quietly over the polished floor, the bags rustling gently with each step.

We were almost at the doors when a small child suddenly burst out from between two aisles, running full speed—far too fast for his tiny legs to control. His foot caught the edge of the tile, and he pitched forward, arms flailing.

Without thinking, I lunged forward and caught him just in time, steadying his small body before he hit the hard floor.

A woman came sprinting after him, her face drained of color. She dropped to her knees beside us, hands trembling as she checked her son’s arms and legs in a frantic rush. Relief washed over her features when she realized he was unharmed.

She stood up, pulling the boy close with one arm, and looked at us with wide, grateful eyes.

“Thank you… thank you for saving my kid!” she exclaimed, her voice still shaky with leftover fear.

I held up a hand gently. “No need to thank me. It’s alright.”

Attention from strangers always made me uncomfortable.

But Sarah stepped forward, her tone warm yet steady.

“You don’t have to thank us,” she said softly. She paused, her eyes locking with the woman’s. “If you really feel you want to do something… then help two other people for us.”

Her words were simple, but they carried a quiet weight. Even I felt the impact.

The woman’s expression shifted—first surprise, then admiration. She looked to be in her mid-thirties, dressed in a stylish outfit that suggested an affluent background, yet in this moment she seemed humbled and sincere.

“I will do it,” she promised immediately. Then she looked down at her son. “Harry, say thank you to Uncle and Aunty.”

The little boy blinked up at us, still catching his breath.

“Thank you, Uncle. Thank you, Aunty,” he said sweetly, his tiny voice melting both of our hearts.

Sarah and I exchanged a soft smile, the kind born from shared kindness rather than shared pain. Moments like this—small, unexpected, human—had a way of grounding everything.

With a final nod, we parted ways, pushing our cart out through the automatic doors and into the open daylight, the world suddenly feeling just a little gentler.

As the intense sunlight hit my head, I felt a noticeable lift in my spirits—it was as if my heart had become a little brighter from that small, positive incident with the child. I looked at Sarah and saw she was also looking at me. We both smiled at each other, acknowledging that we were both in a surprisingly good mood. We walked toward our car, the shared moment of simple virtue a pleasant counterpoint to the complexities we faced at home.

The drive back was uneventful, and more than half an hour later, we arrived back at our house.


Chapter 3: Cooking

Sarah immediately headed to the kitchen, busy preparing for our grand meal. I watched her with a mixture of amusement and genuine apprehension. I don't know what will happen this time, I thought. The truth was, she had tried to cook more than a few times, and the results hadn't always been... successful.

I vividly remembered one attempt: she had used far too much salt. After I gently pointed out the error, her next attempt was an overcorrection—she didn't add any salt at all. While that version was manageable after I discretely added a little salt to my plate, I knew that Sarah's passion for cooking often outpaced her precision. Today, fueled by competitive spirit, I knew she wouldn't hold back.

As I watched her work, a brief flashback from a few minutes earlier drifted through my mind—her fiery declaration in the grocery store, that stubborn burst of pride that had turned this dinner into a personal challenge. That determination was still burning bright in her eyes.

Seeing how absorbed she was, I stood up from the sofa and walked toward the kitchen doorway, hesitating for a moment before speaking.

“Sarah, do you need any help from me?” I asked genuinely, ready to assist if she wanted me there.

She didn’t even glance up.

“No need! Today, I’ll do it alone!” she announced in a commanding tone, slicing an onion with laser focus. “And you have to taste it and tell me exactly how it is.”

Her voice left no room for negotiation.

Hearing that, I instantly understood my role: observer, not assistant.

I quietly retreated to the living room, but my attention stayed glued to her, a mix of amusement and nervous anticipation rising in me.

The kitchen had transformed into Sarah’s territory.

She stood at the large wooden island, her dark hair tied back loosely, a simple green T-shirt pulling gently across her shoulders as she worked. The soft sunlight from the window framed her like a spotlight.

A sharp chef’s knife gleamed in her hand, surprisingly steady as she diced a shallot into thin, translucent rings. Each piece fell neatly into a small bowl.

She was focused—intensely focused—the same way she analyzed complex reports at work.

On the counter beside her, two thick salmon fillets rested on a baking sheet, their surface glistening as she brushed on a glossy layer of maple glaze. A cast-iron skillet on the stove crackled softly, butter melting into a golden pool. In the foreground, a tray of untouched tart shells waited patiently—the promise of sweet, buttery perfection at the end of her grand feast.

Steam curled upwards from a pot in the background, adding a warm haze to the air. The kitchen filled slowly with the scent of butter, shallots, and maple, turning the room into a cozy pocket of warmth and rich aroma.

And in the middle of it all stood Sarah—steady, determined, almost fierce.

A woman on a mission.

Ready to prove something not to the world…

but to herself.

A few minutes later, Sarah let out a satisfied exhale.

“I’m done with the cooking!” she announced proudly, then turned toward me. “John, can you help me move the plates to the table?”

“Coming, honey!” I replied, getting up immediately.

The moment I stepped into the kitchen, the rich, savory aroma of the salmon hit me.

It smelled… surprisingly good.

A nervous flutter rose in my chest.

I hope this is actually edible.

“It looks good,” I said aloud, leaning in to sniff the beautifully glazed fish.

Sarah whipped her head toward me, eyebrows raised.

“What do you mean ‘it only looks good’?” she demanded, mock annoyance curling in her voice. “It will taste good! Now take this and go to the table—I’m starving!”

I didn’t dare argue.

I simply picked up the large serving dish and walked to the dining table while Sarah followed behind me with the side dishes. I set the bowl down and sat, waiting patiently as she plated everything with theatrical precision.

Hot steam curled up from the salmon, carrying buttery, maple-sweet warmth through the air. Sarah finally sat across from me, eyes locked onto mine with an expression that practically shouted:

Praise me. Now.

I lifted my fork, took a small, cautious bite… and my eyes widened.

It was good.

Actually good.

The salmon was perfectly flaky, the glaze balanced—sweet, savory, warm, delicious.

Sarah leaned forward, anticipation written all over her face.

“Well?”

I couldn’t help the smile that spread across my face.

“It’s good. Really good. I didn’t expect you’d improve this much,” I admitted honestly, letting the warmth reach my voice.

Her mouth split into a triumphant grin.

“He… he… he… I did it!” she cheered, laughing with pure pride.

I looked at her lovingly, my chest swelling.

Seeing her so happy—whether mastering a difficult recipe or navigating a difficult boundary—made me happy in a way nothing else could.

As long as she was smiling like this, everything in my world felt right.

As we continued eating—savoring the perfectly cooked salmon, exchanging soft laughs, and letting the warmth of the moment settle around us—time slipped by quickly. Before we even realized it, the plate was completely empty.

I leaned back in my chair and stretched, pressing a hand to my satisfied stomach.

“Look,” I said with exaggerated seriousness, “my tummy is so full! That was incredible, Sarah.”

She lit up instantly, pride blooming across her face like sunlight.

“I’m happy you liked my food!” she declared. “So now I can cook sometimes, and you don’t have to do all the cooking all the time.”

Her tone was playful, but there was something deeper beneath it—a genuine promise, a quiet shift in our daily life. A willingness to share the small, ordinary responsibilities of our home. It felt simple, but meaningful.

Hearing her say that—offering to take on part of the household work not out of obligation, but out of joy—made my heart flutter with renewed affection. This… this was the real strength of our marriage.

I looked into her eyes and gave a soft, sincere

“Hmm.”

No elaborate words were needed. That one sound carried gratitude, love, and the warm realization that I was incredibly lucky to have a wife like her—a woman who faced every challenge, whether in the kitchen or in the deepest corners of our intimacy, with determined love.

Sarah stood up, gathering the plates with quick, efficient movements, still wrapped in the glow of her culinary triumph.

“Now for the best part,” she said playfully, glancing toward the counter where the dessert waited.

From there, she lifted the tray of Butter Tarts—each one golden, glossy, and perfectly nestled in its tiny pastry shell. As she brought the tray to the table, a warm wave of buttery sweetness drifted through the air, replacing the savory aroma of salmon.

She picked up one tart and handed it to me with a little smile that said I know this will surprise you too.

I held it carefully. The crust was warm and flaky under my fingertips, and the center shimmered with a rich, caramel-like filling. I took a bite—

and the filling melted instantly across my tongue, sweet, buttery, and impossibly smooth.

A quiet sigh escaped me.

“Sarah… this is incredible,” I said honestly. “Seriously, this tastes like something from a professional bakery.”

Her face lit up even more than before, the pride obvious and adorable.

“I knew it would turn out good,” she said, though her voice carried a tiny tremble of relief—proof that she had been nervous.

She took one of the tarts for herself, biting into it gently. Her shoulders relaxed, and her expression softened with satisfaction.

“Mmm… I love this,” she murmured.

We continued eating quietly, the warm afternoon sunlight drifting across the table, the sweet taste of the tarts lingering pleasantly. It felt peaceful. Natural. A simple but deeply comforting moment after a long emotional morning.

When we finished the last bite, Sarah stretched lightly and wiped her hands.

“Okay… our afternoon meal is officially over,” she declared with a soft, satisfied breath.

I nodded with the same contentment settling inside me.

The meal was done—

but the calm, happy atmosphere it created stayed with us, filling the house with a gentle warmth that carried into the rest of the afternoon.


Chapter 4: The Hotel Van Zandt

After finishing our successful afternoon meal and enjoying a few quiet hours together, it was time to transition back into work mode. Soon, we found ourselves on the road, heading toward our workplace: The Hotel Van Zandt.

I drove our silver sedan through the familiar evening streets, and the distinctive city skyline told me we were only seconds away from arriving.

Beside me, Sarah sat in the passenger seat, carefully checking her makeup in the small vanity mirror. Her movements were precise and practiced—restoring that polished, professional look she always carried with confidence during her shift.

With a gentle press of the brake, I brought the car smoothly to a stop at the hotel entrance. I glanced at her, and she closed the mirror, tucking her makeup neatly back into the small box.

“I’m done, John. Let’s go,” she said, her voice steady and ready for the night ahead.

And just like that, our night shift began.

Inside the sprawling lobby, the atmosphere buzzed with a soft, sophisticated hum—guests checking in, late-night travelers passing through, the ambient music blending with distant conversations. We walked side by side toward our assigned areas, slipping seamlessly into our professional roles.

Near the front desk, I spotted Maya already present and chatting comfortably with Rumi, one of our regular colleagues. We walked over to join them.

“Hi, Rumi! Hi, Maya!” Sarah greeted warmly.

They responded with matching enthusiasm.

“Hi, guys!”

Sarah turned to me and gave a brief, professional hug—the kind that always marked a respectful line between our personal and workplace selves.

“Bye, honey. I’ll see you at rest time,” she said, confirming our plan to meet later in the employee lounge.

“Bye,” I replied, watching her walk down the hallway toward her administrative duties.

As Sarah’s familiar figure disappeared around the corner, a dangerous thought surged through my mind before I could stop it.

Now she will spend time with Ethan.

Since Sarah worked as a Spa Assistant, she would inevitably interact with him—Ethan, the Spa Manager. Private conversations, late-night amenity coordination, inventory checks… all those secluded back-room moments where lines could blur.

And after last night…

Would they cross the line again?

The possibility sent a restless, electric tension through me—equal parts anxiety and something darker, more thrilling.

The hotel suddenly felt like a ticking time bomb.

“John!” Maya’s voice snapped sharply, pulling me out of my spiraling thoughts.

I blinked and turned toward her and Rumi, refocusing.

Maya stood with her tablet, ready for the shift briefing. She worked under me in Guest Relations, but like most US workplaces, she addressed me by name.

She didn’t comment on my distraction and instead jumped straight into business.

“John, here’s the handover,” she said briskly. “We’ve got two urgent guest requests pending, one room change waiting on approval, and the VIP arrival got moved to 11:30 PM.”

Rumi added, “Engineering says there’s a minor issue with one of the elevators. They’ll have it fixed within the hour.”

Their voices—organized, efficient, all-business—felt strangely distant compared to the emotional chaos still buzzing under my skin.

Just hours ago, I had been sitting with Sarah in the warm comfort of our home.

Now I was back in the polished lobby, trying to steady my heartbeat for reasons that had nothing to do with work.

Sarah's POV

I walked into the small staff room allocated for the Spa department. Ethan was already standing there, issuing instructions to the other assistants about their workflow for the shift. We had arrived just within the required time.

I greeted the others, "Hi, Gwen! Hi, Emily!"

Hearing my voice, Ethan and the others looked up. I noticed instantly that Ethan was looking at me with undisguised lust. I felt a sudden rush of shyness, refusing to meet his eyes, and chose to ignore him.

"Hi, Sarah!" they all greeted me. Ethan quickly handed over the list of tasks I needed to accomplish. Time passed quickly as I immersed myself in the work.

Later, I was working alone inside a small, quiet administrative cabin, focused on my computer, when the sound of the door opening startled me. I looked up and saw Ethan standing there. Before I could even question his presence, he quickly pulled the door shut and locked it with a decisive click.

Seeing him do that, I felt a familiar surge of nervousness. I didn't know what he wanted or what his intentions were. He walked directly toward my desk.

"Sarah, can you... can you give me a blowjob?" he asked, his voice low and strained with abrupt desire.

Hearing him say that, my mind went blank for a moment. "This..." I stammered. "I don't know what to answer. Ethan, we are working now, and it isn't appropriate for us to do it here," I tried to convince him, using logic to deflect the heat of the moment.

"Please, give it to me, okay? It wouldn't take too much time," he pleaded.

He moved behind me and started to gently massage my shoulders. The touch was surprisingly soothing, and I couldn't help but let out a comfortable moan. He continued the massage for a few minutes, deliberately keeping his hands only on my neck and shoulders, nowhere inappropriate. Seeing him so sincere and respectful, despite his obvious need, I thought of giving him some reward.

"Well... I have to call John and ask him if he agrees with it," I conceded, reaching for my phone. "Then I can give you the blowjob."

Hearing my condition, Ethan became instantly excited, and his breathing grew noticeably rapid and disorderly.

I took my phone and placed a call to John.

"Hello, John? Are you busy now?"

"No, I'm alone, drinking water. Is everything all right there?" John sounded calm.

"Yes, honey. The thing is, Ethan is asking for a blowjob. Should I give him one? If you say yes, then I will, if not, then no."

The other end of the line stayed silent for what felt like an eternity. But then the answer came: "Yes, you can. And can you give the phone to Ethan for a bit?"

"Okay, wait," I said, handing the phone over. "Ethan, John wants to talk to you."

Ethan took the phone. "Hello, John," he said, his voice tense and nervous.

I didn't hear what they discussed, but after a few seconds, he handed the phone back to me. "Hello?" I said.

"Enjoy yourself, honey," came John's response, his voice husky.

I only let out a small "Hmm" sound, confirming the permission, then slowly put the phone down without hanging up, ensuring John could hear everything that happened next.
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Chapter 1: The Unforgettable Sound

I felt a jolt of surprise when Sarah called; I certainly hadn't expected to hear from her, especially since we were due to meet in a couple of hours. But her next words were what truly stunned me. Hearing her say that Ethan wanted a blowjob froze me instantly. My mind went blank, and I didn't respond for a long while.

Then, what shocked me even more was the thought: Sarah will give Ethan a blowjob, and I won't see it—I’ll only hear it from the phone. The realization instantly made my penis rock hard. A profound, unfamiliar rush of heat surged through me. I came to realize that I liked the idea of her being with another man while I wasn't there; it was a strange, possessive feeling I wasn't familiar with.

I answered Sarah without hesitation, the word escaping before conscious thought: "Yes, you can." The moment the word left my mouth, a potent surge of excitement passed through my blood. It was at that moment I knew the true heart of my desire: it wasn't just swapping that interested me, but the specific, intense thrill of watching—or hearing—Sarah intimately engaged with another man.

"Sarah, can you give the phone to Ethan for a while?" I managed to ask, holding the phone tightly to my ear.

"Okay, John, I'll give it right away," I heard her soft voice say before she passed the phone. "Hello, John?" Ethan's voice rang out from the other side, sounding tense and nervous.

"Hi, Ethan," I replied. We were silent for a moment, the situation impossibly awkward.

I had to set the boundary, even now. "I want to tell you that you can ask Sarah for a blowjob, but you can't be rough with her." The words were a mix of permission and control.

Hearing my command, he immediately sounded contrite and eager to please. "Okay, don't worry, John! I'll do it however she wants, and I won't hurt her."

Hearing his promise, I felt a small, strange measure of relief. "Okay. Now you can give the phone back to Sarah."

Sarah took the phone back. "Hello, John?" she said, her voice now edged with distinct nervousness. She sounded hesitant, likely unsure of the instructions I had just given Ethan.

I answered, my voice deliberately firm but loving. "I already talked with Ethan. He knows he will not be rough with you." I took a sharp breath, the blood pounding in my ears. "Enjoy yourself, honey."

Saying that, I quickly walked away, needing immediate privacy. I held the phone tightly to my ear, keeping the line open as I rushed toward the nearest bathroom.

The moment the line went silent on Sarah's end, the tension in the small, locked bathroom became unbearable. I pressed the cold plastic of the phone against my ear, straining to hear beyond the faint static.

Then, the sounds began.

First, a quick, almost panicked click, followed by the soft sound of movement—Ethan adjusting his body. This was followed by the unmistakable, loud zip of a trouser fly being yanked down, confirming the immediate progression of the act.

Suddenly, I heard Ethan request, his voice a low, raw plea: "Sarah, can you suck my penis?"

I didn't hear an answer for a while. There was only heavy silence on the other end, and the void made me feel intensely anxious. The silence amplified my imagination.

Then I heard a distinct chair moving sound—the scrape of legs against the floor. I instantly imagined from the sound that Sarah had risen from the chair and was surely kneeling on the floor now. The next sound—a low, involuntary moan of sheer pleasure from Ethan—confirmed my thoughts, sending a violent shudder of jealousy and excitement through my body.

I focused intensely on the noise originating from her end of the act. Sarah’s breathing became completely muffled and cut short, confirming her mouth was fully occupied. Her breathing pattern was rapid, punctuated by deliberate shallow intakes of air through her nose, indicating the effort she was exerting.

The wet, rhythmic sucking noise was constant, a low, driving sound that pierced the static. She’s doing this for him. Right now. Because I told her to, my mind screamed, the intense reality burning behind my eyelids. Occasionally, as she adjusted her position or took a deeper involvement, a sharp, quick gulping sound would briefly break the pattern. This was followed by the slightest smacking noise, confirming the moisture and depth of the act.

Though Ethan’s heavy grunts were still audible, they were background to Sarah’s focus. I strained to hear her reaction, and what I heard was a persistent, deep, liquid sound interspersed with faint, almost inaudible throat sounds—evidence of her working hard to please him. God, she is dedicated. She is focused on his pleasure, the realization driving the blood from my face. The rhythm continued—quick, wet, and relentless—until the point of no return.

Suddenly, the sounds reached a crescendo—a rapid succession of quick, sharp, wet noises, which seemed to draw a final, muffled gasp from Sarah as she struggled to keep the pressure until the end. This was immediately followed by the distinct, loud squelch—the sound of withdrawal.

The line went silent, dominated only by Ethan’s ragged, explosive panting for air. He came. He finished. In our hotel, on our working time. A piercing jealousy mixed with a desperate, hot pride coursed through me. A few seconds later, I heard a clear, low gurgle—Sarah clearing her throat after the act.

Then, breaking through Ethan's gasping, came his low, satisfied whisper. "God, Sarah. Thank you. That was... perfect."

"Perfect," I repeated the word internally, the sound of her name on his lips feeling like a physical violation.

I heard Sarah take a deep, slow breath. Her voice, when it came, was low, slightly breathless, but firmly back in control. "You're welcome, Ethan. Now, you need to fix your uniform and unlock the door. This took longer than I intended."

I heard the metallic jingle of a belt buckle followed by the familiar zip of his fly being pulled up. Then, the unmistakable click of the door unlocking. I waited, my jaw clenched so tight my teeth ached, until I heard Ethan's footsteps quickly fade away from the phone.

There was complete silence on the other end now—just Sarah and the open line. I finally broke the silence, my voice coming out as a shaky, husky whisper. "Sarah?"

She didn't answer me immediately. The silence stretched, thick and painful. Then I called again, louder, my anxiety spiking. "Sarah, are you alright?"

"John," she answered, her voice trembling slightly, distinctly nervous.

We both stayed silent for a while. We didn't know what to talk about. I knew that we had already swapped partners with Ethan and Maya, but that time, I was physically with her. And this time, it felt completely different.

"I'll finish my work, then I'll go to find you," Sarah suddenly asserted, taking control. She didn't give me time to answer but hung up the phone.

The abrupt click of the dial tone severed our connection, leaving me utterly alone in the tiny, cold bathroom, shaking from the aftermath of the auditory sex.

I stayed frozen in the bathroom for a long minute, still holding the now-dead phone against my ear. Finally, I took a deep, forced breath, trying to regain a shred of control. I forced myself to calm down.

I turned the knob and pulled the cold, metallic handle of the bathroom door. The distinct chill of the metal against my skin was a stark, physical reminder that I wasn't dreaming—this had actually happened.

Outside, I found a man washing his hands at one of the sinks, the running water flowing loudly into the basin. I walked over to the adjacent sink and turned the tap, letting the cold water rush out. I cupped my hands under the stream and immediately splashed the water onto my face several times. The sudden, icy shock was sharp and surprising, and it successfully cut through the hazy, over-stimulated state of my mind, helping me quite a bit.

When I was done splashing water on my face, I noticed the other man was already gone. I took my handkerchief and slowly cleaned the water from my face, walking out of the bathroom and back into the long, sterile hotel hallway.

Unknowingly, my feet carried me back toward the front desk. I found Maya and Rumi still there, chatting quietly. It was already past 2 AM, and the hotel lobby was quiet; most of the guests were sleeping, leaving the cavernous space dimly lit and hushed. The air conditioner circulated a dry, sterile chill through the vast, empty space.

"Where did you go?" Rumi asked me immediately as I approached, her tone casual.

I forced myself to remain calm, deliberately leveling my breathing. My shirt still felt slightly damp against my back from the water I'd splashed on my face. "I was in the bathroom," I answered simply. Hearing my mundane answer, Rumi didn't question anything else.

But I saw Maya’s eyes. They looked subtly different—more calculating, perhaps a little speculative. She didn't speak, but her gaze lingered on me for a fraction of a second too long, studying my face with an unnerving intensity. Is she suspicious of something? I wondered, a spike of anxiety hitting me.

I quickly sat down on my chair behind the desk, the vinyl seat cool against my legs, and immediately plunged into talking with them, trying desperately to distract myself from the fresh memories of the audible sex. I threw out a generic question about the night's inventory, needing the barrier of professional chatter.

Sarah POV

The moment I hung up on John, I felt a wave of trembling wash over me. I stayed seated in the small administrative cabin for a brief, heavy silence, my heart racing, feeling the lingering metallic scent of the act. A few minutes later, I forced myself to stand. My priority was to clean the place—to erase the physical evidence. I quickly checked the floor and desk, ensuring everything was exactly as it should be, then walked briskly toward the bathroom. I needed to wash my mouth immediately.

I entered the nearest staff bathroom. The room was sterile, white, and blessedly empty.

I moved to the large mirror and looked at my reflection. My face was flushed, my hair was slightly disheveled, escaping its neat clip, and my eyes were a little red—not from tears, but from the aftermath of the intense physical exertion. My lipstick was almost entirely gone.

I turned the faucet, letting the cold water run. I took a large mouthful of water and began washing my mouth out thoroughly, rinsing, spitting, and rinsing again. The faint, persistent taste of Ethan was stubborn, and I repeated the process several times until I felt the intense, violating sensation was gone.

Finally satisfied, I thought it was enough. I pulled out my lipstick and other makeup tools from my small bag. I applied the dark red color carefully, concealing the slight puffiness around my lips, dusting powder over my cheeks to hide the lingering flush. It took me a little bit of time, applying meticulous detail, to make myself look completely normal again.

After checking my reflection and ensuring every trace of the recent encounter was gone, I walked out of the bathroom. My spine was straight, my pace determined. I walked directly toward the small administrative cabin where my work awaited.

As I approached, I saw Ethan was standing directly in front of the door. He was fidgeting, radiating nervous energy. I watched him: he would hesitate, then his fingers would just graze the cold metal of the door lock, only for him to immediately remove his hand. He looked caught between intense desire and crippling awkwardness.

I walked up behind him and spoke, my voice sharp and edged with irritation. "What do you want now?"

Hearing me call him from behind, he jumped in surprise, whirling around. "Oh! It's you. I thought it was someone else," he stammered, his eyes wide and slightly guilty.

I ignored his excuse and pressed him again, my voice low and impatient. "What do you want? If it's not important, don't disturb my work."

"I... I..." He stammered, searching for a plausible lie, "I just came to check if you needed anything. You know... for the inventory."

"Stop," I cut him off, not letting him finish the transparent excuse. "I don't need anything now."

I pushed past him, my shoulder brushing his, a deliberate rejection of the lingering intimacy. I inserted my key, opened the cabin door, and closed it with a loud bang, letting the sound reverberate through the quiet hallway.

I glanced through the small frosted window of the door. He just stood there for a few seconds, stupefied, his hand still hovering near the lock. After a beat, he finally turned and walked quickly away, realizing the moment was definitively over.

After looking at the window for a while, ensuring Ethan was completely gone, I sat back down on my chair and pulled the keyboard toward me, forcing myself to start completing my remaining work.

Five minutes later, I slammed my hand gently on the desk. "Ah! I can't focus on it!" I sighed, rolling my chair back to stare up at the empty ceiling. The raw adrenaline and the metallic echo of the emotional tension made concentration impossible.

I forced myself back to the task, grinding through the inventory sheets and data entry. More than half an hour later, I finally leaned back, exhaling a huge gust of relief. "Ah, it's finally done," I murmured, stretching my hands and shoulders, feeling the tension crackle in my muscles. I looked at the clock on the wall. Seeing that it was already 3 AM, I realized, "Ah, it's already 3 AM, I have to go to the rest area."


Chapter 2: Meeting John Again

The fluorescent light of the hallway felt harsh as I walked out of my cabin and headed toward the staff rest area. As I walked, my mind turned back to the lingering, crucial subject: my husband, John. Will he think that I am a lustful woman who is craving dick all the time? The negative self-doubt was instant and sharp, like a sliver of ice. No, Sarah, you can't think negatively, I argued with myself. John is not that type of person.

Somehow, I managed to convince myself of his love, and by then, I had already arrived at the resting area. The room was warm and smelled faintly of stale coffee. I saw John talking with Rumi. The low whir of a soda machine was the loudest noise in the small space.

I walked toward them. Seeing me approach, Rumi immediately got up from the chair beside John—the faint scrape of the vinyl legs on the tile floor distinct—and moved to a chair across from him, clearing the space. "Thanks," I said quietly, appreciating the unspoken gesture. "No problem," she replied.

I sat down next to John. The cushion beneath me was soft and yielded to my weight. He didn't speak a word. He was just looking at me with an intense gaze that was a complex mix of deep love and profound hesitation. The air between us was charged, the silence thicker and more suffocating than the warmest summer night.

Seeing that John and I didn't talk like how we talk normally—the usual banter entirely absent—Rumi clearly understood that something significant had happened. She stood up. "Guys, I'll go check the main floor for a while. You guys talk," she said, excusing herself smoothly. Her footsteps quickly faded, leaving us truly alone.

I only murmured, "Thank you," appreciative of her discretion.

John was still utterly silent. Now his silence was creeping me out, becoming intensely suffocating to me, like someone was holding my head inside cold water, preventing me from taking a full breath. The pressure was immense.

To my surprise, John suddenly held my hand tightly, his grip firm and desperate. But he still didn't speak a single word, just gripped my hand, grounding himself in the physical contact.

"John," I finally called him, my voice thin.

"Sarah," he finally replied. His voice was deep and husky, rougher than usual. He took a deep, shaky breath, held it for a tense second, and then slowly released it.

"Sarah, I want to tell you something."

I looked at him, relieved just to hear his voice, seeing the turmoil behind his eyes. "Tell me, John. What do you have to say?"

He squeezed my hand again. "Not here, Sarah. When we get back home, I'll tell you. For now, just... let me hold your hand for a while." The request was a raw admission of his need for reassurance, a stark contrast to the explicit permission he had given hours before.

We just held hands, his grip firm and warm against mine. I didn't know what John wanted to talk to me about. Time passed just like that, marked only by the slow, steady rhythm of our breathing becoming steadier and normal. The intense, suffocating tension had eased, and the situation was now much calmer than before.

But the thought of his urgent promise—"I'll tell you at home"—was bothering me incessantly. After all, who wouldn't be consumed by curiosity? If you were in my situation, facing an unknown judgment or confession after such a transgression, wouldn't you think the same as me?

I shook my head slightly, immediately chastising myself. What am I even thinking? Who will know what is going on inside my head?

John noticed my physical movement. He looked at me, concerned. "Are you alright, Sarah? Do you feel uncomfortable that I'm holding your hand for this long?" he asked, and he immediately tried to pull his hand back.

I tightened my hold, not letting him withdraw. "No, John. I am not uncomfortable with you holding my hand for this long." I confessed simply, telling him the truth. "I was just thinking about what you want to tell me."

Hearing my answer, he looked instantly hesitant and troubled. He opened his mouth to speak but closed it again, visibly wrestling with himself. He finally only murmured, "I'll tell you at home. It isn't the safe place to talk about it."

I didn't press him any further, sensing his internal struggle. I simply nodded my head and said, "Okay, I understand. I'll just wait for it then." After saying that, I tightened my grip on his hand again, pulling his fingers slightly closer, and we both fell silent. The air was now filled with the low, distant sounds of other people chatting and laughing with each other, ordinary noises that underscored the extraordinary secret we now shared in the silence.

Time passed just like that, the quiet, reassuring pressure of John's hand in mine being the only measure of its passage, until the distinct, sharp chime of the overhead system signaled the end of our break.

We both stood up simultaneously. John looked at me, a serious intensity still etched on his face. "I'll see you after work is done," he promised, the urgency of his delayed conversation still palpable between us.

I answered him with a simple nod of my head, trusting his promise.

He walked away, turning down the corridor. I stayed standing there, watching him leave. After his back disappeared around the corner, I finally came back to my senses. I also have work. I turned and walked toward my cabin; I had some lingering tasks left to complete. Once those were done, I would be finished for the day.


Chapter 3: Morning Bird

I unlocked the door of my cabin and walked inside, immediately setting down on the chair. I started typing quickly, eager to finish my remaining work. My fingers flew across the keyboard, fueled by the desire to get home and resolve the tension with John.

Without knowing how, the clock on my computer screen was already showing 5:37 AM—the time when my work was finally, completely done. I looked at the screen for a while, double-checking the final reports to ensure all the data was correct. Seeing that everything was in order, I let out a long, quiet sigh of relief. Finally, it's done.

I looked at the clock again and saw that I had to stay for more than twenty minutes more until the official end of my shift.

I got up and walked toward Ethan’s cabin, needing to formally check out. Just as I reached the door, I saw he was coming outside. Seeing me approach, he became momentarily awkward, the memory of the midnight blowjob clearly flashing in his eyes.

I immediately brought up work to restore the boundary. "My work is done," I told him. Hearing me talking about the reports, he immediately became serious, snapping back into his role as Spa Manager. We discussed the final inventory reports for a while, going over the numbers. After confirming everything was accurate, I told him I was finished and quickly excused myself.

After gathering all of my personal items and slinging my small bag over my shoulder, I looked at the wall clock. It was already 5:55 AM. I figured Ethan had already handed over his managerial duties to the incoming shift members.

As I walked out of the Spa area and down the hallway, I saw Maya coming my way. My heart gave a guilty thump. I felt profoundly awkward to talk to Maya now because, without her knowing, I had already given her husband, Ethan, a blowjob just a few hours ago. The knowledge made the air around me feel thick with deceit.

I forced myself to project normalcy and greeted her. "Hi, Maya! How was the work?" I asked, pushing a strained smile onto my face.

She greeted me back with enthusiasm. "Hi, Sarah! It's not bad. How was yours?" Her casual question immediately made me inwardly recall every detail of what had happened in the locked cabin.

"It's good," I simply lied to her, keeping my voice level.

"Oh, by the way, John is waiting for you in the parking lot," she mentioned casually. Then, she quickly added, "I have to find Ethan now." With that, she offered a quick wave and walked past me, heading straight toward the Spa office area.

I looked at her back for a while, a mix of guilt and pity churning in my stomach. Then, shaking off the tension, I also started walking quickly toward the parking spot, eager to get into the silver sedan and face the conversation I knew was waiting for me.

I was sitting inside the car, waiting for Sarah to come down. The vinyl of the seat felt sticky beneath me, reflecting the inner heat of my anxiety. Honestly, I was profoundly nervous and afraid now. I didn't know how she would react when she heard my confession.

I saw Sarah walking briskly toward our car. She opened the car door, the small click of the latch loud in the morning quiet, and smoothly settled inside. She placed her bag in the back seat. After doing everything, she said simply, "Okay, let's go."

I didn't say anything, just started the car. The engine hummed to life immediately.

I focused intensely on the road, occasionally glancing at her reflection in the front mirror. Her focus was entirely on the outside world, looking through the passenger window. She watched the birds singing in the early morning, the sun just waking up from its sleep. The soft, gentle ray of the sunrise was flashing on the Lady Bird Lake. It always looked refreshing, no matter how many times I watched it. The peaceful, normal beauty of the morning felt like a thick, insulating barrier against the explosive conversation we were about to have.

After pulling the car into the garage, I cut the engine and stepped out. The low rumble of the closing garage door sealed us into the quiet, controlled space of our home. I saw Sarah was still standing right outside the car, clearly waiting for me.

I walked straight to her and took her hand, immediately interlocking our fingers. Her skin felt cool but firm. She looked momentarily surprised by the intense gesture but didn't pull her hand away, instead gripping mine just as tightly.

She didn't ask me anything. She was clearly and patiently waiting for my confession. It felt like only a few seconds separated us from stepping over the threshold and beginning the conversation that would change everything. I don't know how she will think about me after this conversation ends, the fear was a cold lump in my stomach.

With that heavy, unspoken agreement, we both walked inside the house, crossing the boundary from the working world back into our intimate, and now complicated, private life.


Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Volume 9

Exploring Full Swap Intimacy for the First Time

— S. Darkness


Chapter 1: Confession

Inside the quiet house, we both sat down on the living room sofa. The morning light filtering through the windows cast long, pale shadows across the floor. I couldn't look at her; my gaze was fixed on the patterns of the carpet, my mind racing, trying to find the words to confess in a way that sounded sane.

I took a long, shuddering deep breath, the air cold in my lungs, and finally raised my head to look at Sarah. She was looking back at me, her expression calm and marked by extraordinary patience.

"Sarah," I began, the name coming out as a strained whisper. "I think... I think I have a fantasy called Cuckoldry."

Hearing my answer—the stark, taboo word spoken aloud—she didn't react with shock or disgust. She remained quiet, composed. The lack of an extreme reaction instantly dissolved some of my immense anxiety. I felt a surge of relief, realizing how much "nonsense" I had worried about beforehand. She was simply waiting for me to finish my confession.

I pressed on, needing her to understand the specific intensity of the feeling that had gripped me in the bathroom. "When I heard your voice from the phone... and then the sounds... I felt a completely different kind of excitement." I leaned toward her, searching her eyes desperately. "Do you think I am weird?"

I then told her everything I had been holding back for the past few hours—the initial shock, the intense, overwhelming surge of arousal when I realized I would only hear the act, the pride mixed with the jealousy when I heard Ethan's sounds, and the crushing sense of shame when I realized the true nature of my desire was not just sharing but listening in on her pleasure with another man. I laid out the entire emotional landscape, the good, the bad, and the perverted.

I had just laid out my soul, but Sarah didn't respond to my core confession right away. Instead, she leaned forward slightly, her expression thoughtful. "Before I answer that, I want to ask you something, John," Sarah asked me.

"When you first told me about swapping partners, what were your thoughts about it?" she pressed, her gaze focused and searching. "Like, how did you feel at that time? Did you want me to have sex with others only, or did you want to participate with me with the other couple?"

Hearing her question, I didn't immediately understand the full implication, but I knew I had to answer it honestly. I looked down, shame heating my cheeks.

"Actually, before that incident happened with you and Ethan—when Ethan accidentally touched your breast—I used to just fantasize about Maya," I admitted, the shame making my face turn a deep red. I lowered my gaze back to the floor, unable to meet her eyes, confessing the origin of my surface desire.

You don't have to feel ashamed of it, John," Sarah said, her voice softening, and she even let out a small, warm chuckle. "We are an old couple now." The small joke instantly eased the heavy atmosphere.

She shifted slightly, placing her hand gently over mine. Her expression grew serious again. "One more question, and this is very important." Her eyes locked onto mine, demanding complete honesty. "Do you want me to humiliate you while fucking other men randomly without taking your permission? Where I am in control, and you have no say in it?"

Hearing her questions, I instantly fell into a deep, cold thought. I closed my eyes and started to truly imagine it: Do I really want that? Do I want Sarah to just fck anyone and humiliate me, removing my consent entirely? The thought experiment was agonizing. The fear was sharp and immediate, hitting a boundary I hadn't realized was there.

The answer instantly came inside my mind—a loud, definitive rejection of true humiliation and non-consent.

I opened my eyes and said this loudly, without thinking anymore, the thought of that specific loss of control being so painful. "No, Sarah. Absolutely not."

I looked at her and saw she was smiling. I felt a little confused. Why is she smiling in this serious, vulnerable conversation?

I asked, my voice slightly dazed, "Why are you smiling, Sarah?"

"One last question," she asked, her smile still wide and genuine as she looked at me. "Did you ever masturbate while imagining that I am sleeping with someone else?"

I replied instantly, feeling a little confused by the abruptness of the question. "No," I answered truthfully.

Hearing my definitive answer, her smile grew even wider. She said, almost laughing at me, "I think you are thinking too much, John. You don't have a cuckolding fantasy or anything."

She shook her head, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "You have no quality to become a cuckold. You are unqualified for this."

"What do you mean by this?" I demanded, growing a little angry now. "I am telling you a serious thing here, and you are laughing at me!" I pulled my hand away, stung by her dismissal.

Hearing my sharp tone, she controlled herself immediately, though her eyes still held that teasing light. "Don't be angry, honey. What I mean is this: you don't want to feel submission or humiliation, nor do you want me to f*ck anyone without your consent, and you clearly want to participate with me when we are with other couples." She paused, ticking off the points on her fingers.

"So, tell me," she challenged softly. "Do you really think you have a cuckolding fantasy?"

Hearing Sarah's assessment, I fell into a deep thought. What she said was entirely correct. I didn't want the pain of humiliation, only the control and the excitement of sharing. Then doesn't that mean I have been thinking useless things this whole time? A wave of confusion, mixed with relief, washed over me.

I sat there, completely lost in thought, realizing Sarah had just completely dismantled my self-diagnosis. "Then what was I feeling at that time?" I asked, my voice still thick and husky, the lingering shock still there as I remembered the intense, painful thrill of the auditory experience. "What exactly was that called?"

Sarah gently reached out and took my hand again, her touch immediately reassuring. "What you are feeling, John, is a specific, intense form of Partner Sharing," she explained clearly, watching my expression with immense tenderness. "It's a huge spectrum, and for us, the core difference is control and pride."

She continued, articulating the crucial distinction: "You don't want to be humiliated or powerless. You want the excitement of knowing I'm desirable and desired by another man—and that my pleasure is maybe even intensified because of him—but only because you grant the permission. The minute you feared the lack of my consent, you knew your true, vital boundary."

She squeezed my hand firmly. "The excitement you felt on the phone was the thrill of pushing that boundary with us, of sharing that secret, and the intense pride that I was doing it for you. It's about strengthening our bond through sharing, John, not about me wanting to leave you."

A huge, overwhelming wave of relief washed over me. The label felt infinitely more accurate and far less shaming. "Partner Sharing," I repeated softly, testing the phrase on my tongue. "So... I'm not a freak?"

Sarah smiled, a genuine, loving smile that wiped away all the lingering tension from the night. "You are definitely not a freak. You are my husband, and you are exploring a beautiful, intimate desire that we share. And I love that you trust me enough to explore it."

After hearing her words, the massive weight of shame finally lifted, and powerful waves of relief washed over me. I slumped slightly against the sofa cushions, feeling lighter than I had all night.

"So, what now?" I asked her, my voice quiet, realizing the discussion had shifted from diagnosis to action.

Hearing my direct question, Sarah fell silent. She looked down at our interlocked hands, seemingly processing the implications of the midnight encounter.

A few quiet seconds later, Sarah finally replied, her voice soft but steady. "I think we should continue to do what we are doing with Ethan and Maya."

I replied with a small, affirming "Hmm," a sound of agreement and acceptance. The confirmation, though simple, was profound.

Then we both fell silent again. The need for explanation and analysis was over. Instead of talking, we leaned into the physical presence of each other, staying in each other's arms for a long, comforting while, the familiar warmth and scent of our home surrounding us, without needing to talk about anything else. The complex feelings and the bold plan for our future were now settled, at least for this moment, in a quiet embrace.

A few minutes later, Sarah gently pulled herself up from my arm. The movement broke the comfortable silence. "I think we should make something to eat first," she said, stretching slightly. "I'm feeling hungry."


Chapter 2: Spicy Kiss

I pushed myself up too. "What do you want to eat?" I asked.

Hearing my question, she used a finger to tap her chin, clearly thinking deeply about her craving. "I think I'll have a very light meal now. How about salad?" Sarah replied to me.

"Only salad? You don't want anything with it?" I asked, surprised by the simplicity.

"Nah, I'm fine with salad only. Just add a little extra green chili," she instructed.

"Okay, but are you sure about the chilies?" I asked, a tone of amusement creeping into my voice. "Every single time you eat chilies, you tell me, 'I will never eat it again,' but then, when it comes time to order or cook, you ask me for extra chilies again!"

She immediately bristled. "I didn't say it! You heard it wrong," she shot back, instantly annoyed. "Just give it to me; I can handle that little spice."

I could only smile helplessly at her predictable defiance. I realized that after years of marriage, I was thoroughly used to this charming, contradictory habit of hers.

"Okay, let's go to the kitchen," I announced, pushing off the sofa. The thin fabric of my pajamas rustled as I moved. "I'll prepare the cutting board, and you go bring the vegetables."

Sarah didn't say anything else. She quickly went to the fridge, the suction of the rubber seal releasing with a soft whoosh, and began bringing out the necessary ingredients. Meanwhile, I walked to the sink and began washing the knife and the large wooden cutting board for the preparation process—the dull sound of the water hitting the wood was immediately calming.

I saw Sarah place all the typical salad greens and fixings on the counter, but I immediately noticed one crucial omission. I knew she skipped it intentionally.

"Why didn't you bring the beetroot?" I asked, my voice calm but firm.

Hearing my question, Sarah looked a little panicked, her eyes darting away. She quickly replied, "I don't want to eat that thing! It makes my beautiful salad turn into an ugly red color!"

"No, Sarah, you can't skip it," I insisted, crossing my arms over my chest. "Beetroot has high levels of antioxidants, and it's good for our health."

"But we have other vegetables for antioxidants," she protested weakly, leaning against the cool tile of the counter.

"No, Sarah, you have to eat it. And you said you don't dislike the taste many times already, so..." I didn't finish my word, just stared at her with a patient, immovable expression.

Finally, she let out a dramatic sigh of defeat that puffed her cheeks. "Fine! This is the last time I am eating this, you dummy!" With that, she turned with exaggerated annoyance, stomped back to the fridge, and brought out the large, dark red beetroot.

As she walked away, I picked up the knife, the cool steel familiar in my hand, and couldn't help but whisper with a smile, Who is the real dummy?

Sarah returned with the large, firm beetroot, giving it a resentful look before tossing it onto the counter. I just smiled and picked up the washed knife. The cool, sharp steel felt solid in my hand.

I began efficiently slicing the other vegetables—the crisp crunch of the cucumber and the soft thud of the tomato halves hitting the cutting board provided a steady, domestic rhythm. Sarah began washing the leafy greens, the sound of the running water and the soft rustle of the lettuce filling the quiet kitchen.

As I started to peel the beetroot, the earthy, slightly damp scent of the root vegetable filled the air, and my hands immediately began to stain a vibrant, deep crimson. The easy familiarity of the task grounded us both completely in the present moment.

After a long stretch of silence filled only by the sounds of preparation, Sarah spoke, her voice still quiet and thoughtful.

"Do you think we are doing the right thing?" she asked, her voice carrying a fragile note of self-doubt. "I mean, are we even fit for this Partner Sharing lifestyle?"

Hearing her saying this, I stopped cutting for a few seconds, the knife blade reflecting the overhead light. I answered honestly, "I think we are going in a good direction by making it slow-paced. And as for the other problem," I reassured her, referring to the ethical worries, "I think we don't have any right now."

"Hmm," Sarah replied, the sound thoughtful. She added, "I hope everything goes well."

Suddenly, a bolder thought, fueled by the adrenaline of the night before, escaped me. I said this to her, my voice slightly hesitant, "Do you think we should fast things up? Like from soft swapping to full swapping?"

The words hung in the air. Sarah looked directly at me before answering, her expression serious. "I don't have any problem with it if you are okay." She paused, her gaze intense. "The main question is, are you going to be fine? And if we do it, there is no going back."

I looked into her eyes, accepting the finality of the decision. "I am okay with it," I confirmed, feeling a profound sense of certainty. "And I'm glad that we took our time to come to this decision."

Sarah looked at me, her gaze filled with care, before responding. "I think you should think about it more, John. And before our next weekend with Ethan and Maya, if your decision stays the same, then we'll do it."

Hearing her considered answer, prioritizing my emotional stability and giving me time to sit with the weight of the choice, made my heart feel warm. It was proof that even as we pushed boundaries, she was watching out for me.

"Okay," I replied to her in a low voice, accepting the wisdom of the delay.

With the major topic temporarily settled, we came back to our work again. The only sounds in the kitchen were the steady rhythm of our knives against the cutting board and the quiet hum of the refrigerator, a comforting return to domestic normalcy amidst our extraordinary new reality.

A few minutes later, the salads were mixed, and we sat down at the kitchen island to eat. Sarah immediately started to complain in a distinct, grumbling tone. "See? The whole salad became ugly," she muttered, pushing the red-stained vegetables around her plate, still eating them despite her protests about the beetroot.

Then, the chili hit.

A small tear began to flow from the corner of her eye, tracing a wet path down her flushed cheek. "It's so spicy!" she muttered between quick, desperate bites. "I am not going to eat so much spice again!" she vowed, even as she continued to shovel forkfuls into her mouth.

I didn't say anything, just looked at her funny, struggling face. For my own salad, I had taken care to use only a tiny pinch of the green chilies, so I didn't have to worry about the heat.

We completed our meal quickly, the rush of the night shift finally catching up to us.

As soon as her plate was empty, she shot me a panicked look. "Ah! It's so spicy! Where is the chocolate? Give it to me!"

I didn't even have to move. I already had a bar of dark chocolate sitting beside her plate. I had taken one out before we even started eating because I knew, with absolute certainty, what she would ask for next.

She quickly tore off the packet, the crackle of the foil sharp in the quiet kitchen, and bit down hard. "Ah, it's so sweet," she murmured, the dark chocolate melting instantly on her tongue, counteracting the chili heat.

Seeing her frantic rush and then the blissful look of relief, a small laugh suddenly broke out from my mouth, bubbling up from my chest.

"Why are you laughing at me?" Sarah asked in an annoyed voice, though the chocolate seemed to mute her irritation.

"Nha, nothing. It's just I thought of something funny," I lied weakly.

"Don't deny it, John. I know you are laughing at me!"

With that, she got up from her stool, walked quickly towards me, and kissed me with full force. Our mouths met fiercely; our tongues immediately met, and we shared the sweet, complex flavor of the melted chocolate and chili-spiced saliva.

A few seconds later, we separated, both slightly breathless. "Ah, it's so spicy!" I gasped, fanning my mouth, the residual heat from the kiss intensifying the effect. "Give me the chocolate!"

I quickly took the remainder of the bar from her hand and started eating it, the rich cocoa soothing the lingering spice on my own tongue. I looked at her with blaming eyes for the sudden, fiery kiss, but she was looking back at me with a smug, satisfied smile.

Seeing her smug look, I quickly pinched her nose between my thumb and forefinger, a playful punishment for the spicy kiss.

She instantly used her hand to remove mine, saying in a mock complaining tone, "You always touch my nose!"

I spread my hands wide, feigning innocence. "What can I do? You are so cute that I can't control myself."

"Stop with your sweet talk, you sweet talker," Sarah told me, trying to sound firm. But from her tone, I could easily tell that she was very happy inside hearing the praise from me. We continued to play like this for a short while—a few minutes of simple, affectionate teasing to completely dissolve the last remnants of the night's heavy tension.

Then the exhaustion hit us simultaneously.

"We need to sleep, John," Sarah finally announced, stretching her arms high above her head. The movement was slow and languid, highlighting the deep exhaustion in her body. "My brain is shutting down, and we have a lot to think about before next weekend."

I nodded, feeling the weariness myself—the lack of sleep compounded by the immense emotional labor of the last few hours. We silently cleaned up the few bowls and knives, the small clink of ceramic against stainless steel echoing in the quiet kitchen. The entire world outside our house was still soundly asleep.

Hand in hand, we walked toward the bedroom, leaving the complex, spicy reality of the night behind us for the simpler comfort of sleep.

Inside the bedroom, the early morning light was soft and muted, filtered by the curtains. We climbed onto the bed, the sheets feeling cool and crisp against our skin. We settled in, Sarah's head resting comfortably on my chest, and I immediately began rubbing my hand gently through her hair and across the back of her head, a familiar, soothing motion.

"I love you, John," Sarah whispered, the words soft against my skin.

"I love you too, Sarah," I replied, my voice already heavy with exhaustion.

With that final affirmation, the last remnants of the night’s tension dissolved. We both fell into a deep, restorative sleep, miles away from the hotel, the phone calls, and all the emotional turmoil.


Chapter 3: Call

I woke up suddenly. The first thing I noticed was the cool, empty space beside me. Sarah was not beside me.

I lifted my head and looked at the wall clock. The small hands indicated it was already 3 PM—we had slept straight through most of the day. The gentle, rhythmic tic-toc sound of the clock was strangely insistent, almost addictive in the quiet house.

After some internal struggle, groaning softly against the inertia of the heavy sleep, I managed to get up from the bed. I walked towards the bedroom door. The metallic cold handle felt immediately familiar and startling against my warm hand, a sudden jolt reminding me that I was no longer sleeping and dreaming.

With a click sound, I opened the door and walked downstairs. After taking a few steps down the wooden stairs, I saw Sarah was in the kitchen, making coffee. The hiss and bubble of the coffee machine were the first sounds of a functional day. She hadn't noticed me yet.

"Good morning, Sarah," I replied, stretching hugely, letting out a loud yawn that cracked my jaw.

Seeing me approach, she turned from the counter and greeted me with a bright smile. "Good morning, John. The coffee is already ready. Just wait for a moment." The rich, bitter scent of dark roast coffee was a welcome assault on my still-sleepy senses.

I didn't reply to her but walked towards her from behind and hugged her tightly. I placed my chin on her shoulder, inhaling the faint, clean scent of her hair, and started to gently rub her belly.

"Don't touch my belly! It tickles!" she protested, laughing softly as she quickly broke out of my embrace. She turned and pointed a finger toward the living room. "You go and sit on the sofa."

I didn't say anything, I followed her order, walking into the living room, and sat down on the sofa, immediately settling in to simply observe Sarah.

I don't get bored by just watching Sarah all the time. Her dark black hair—which always seemed to catch the light in different ways—was one of the initial reasons I was so attracted to her. Her long eyelashes and eyes are so beautiful that I could just stare at them for hours and hours.

I was so lost in this thought, focused entirely on her movements in the kitchen, that I didn't notice Sarah was already standing right in front of me, two mugs steaming gently in her hands.

"John... John..."

After hearing her call my name twice, I blinked, waking up from my daydream.

"What were you daydreaming about, John?" she asked me in a playful manner, handing me my mug. The heat from the ceramic felt good against my palms. "You always daydream about something."

"Sorry," I mumbled, taking a sip of the hot coffee. "I was just thinking how lucky I am to be able to marry such a beautiful woman."

Hearing my response, she just rolled her eyes good-naturedly. "Don't lie to me, John. If you don't want to say what it was, just don't say it. I'm not forcing you with anything."

"No, this time it's true!" I quickly explained myself to Sarah, trying to be earnest. "I was really just thinking about how lucky I am."

Hearing my quick defense, she smiled mischievously and asked back, her tone teasing, "Does that mean you tell lies to me many times, then? Right?"

This... I didn't know what to say anymore. It was a complete slip of the tongue that had made this simple situation unexpectedly harder for me. "No, it's not true what you think..." I began to explain, trying to backtrack frantically.

She suddenly broke into a full, bright laughter. "Don't worry," she assured me, her eyes sparkling. "I'm not blaming you with anything, so just relax. And the coffee is already ready; you can drink it."

Hearing her saying that, the immediate relief was palpable. I relaxed against the back of the sofa, letting go of the need to defend my accidental admission.

She set down beside me, close enough that our bodies were touching—a warm, reassuring contact.

I took a slow sip of the coffee, the bitter heat spreading through my mouth. "Sarah, do you want to go somewhere outside today, or just stay at home?"

"Nah, I won't go out today. I want to rest and cuddle with you, and I think I'll watch a movie with you," Sarah replied to my question, her voice content.

"Okay then," I agreed instantly. "We can watch any movie you want."

We didn't talk anymore, just enjoyed the bitter taste of the coffee and the comfortable quiet of each other's company.

A few minutes later, I finished my coffee and found myself simply staring at her, observing the delicate curve of her cheek as she sipped her drink.

Seeing me staring, she paused her mug halfway to her lips. "What?" she asked, a small smile playing on her mouth.

"Nothing," I said. "I was just waiting for you to finish so I can take the mugs to the kitchen and wash them."

She answered, "Oh," and quickly drained the last bit of coffee, handing me the empty ceramic.

I took the two mugs and walked toward the kitchen. I placed them in the sink and opened the faucet. The water started gushing out loudly, filling the silence of the room. I quickly washed the mugs clean, the smooth feel of the wet ceramic familiar under my fingers, closed the tap, dried the mugs with a towel, and placed them neatly back on the rack.

I returned to Sarah after washing the mugs, and we settled back down on the sofa. We started the movie, and just like that, a week passed. The days melted into a comfortable routine of work and rest. This time, we didn't have a swapped shift because Ethan and Maya had gone to a wedding, and they would be coming back later.

Today was Saturday.

It was already night, and today was our day off. We were settled inside our house now, watching a movie while eating popcorn. The soft, pale glow of the screen lit up the living room, casting moving shadows on the walls. The rich, buttery scent of the popcorn was warm and comforting.

Suddenly, a call came. My phone, resting on the cushion beside me, vibrated with a strong, urgent buzz against the fabric, immediately breaking the cozy rhythm of the movie.

"Who is it calling?" Sarah asked me, her eyes still momentarily glued to the action on the screen.

I looked at the screen and saw the name: Ethan. The unexpected call made a familiar jolt of adrenaline shoot through me. I answered.

"Hello?"

"Hi, John, it's me, Ethan," Ethan's voice came through the line, sounding a little strained.

"Yes? Is everything alright, Ethan?" I asked, immediately concerned. Sarah was already very close to me, leaning in, trying to listen intently to what was coming out of the phone.

I quickly put the phone into the speaker mode—the voice instantly filling the quiet living room—and gestured for Sarah to keep completely quiet.

Sarah just nodded her head, her eyes wide, understanding the need for discretion.

"No, no problem, everything is alright," Ethan assured me quickly. "The thing is, I called you because, you know, the higher-ups called me, and I have to go into the hotel tomorrow. So, I'm back early."

Hearing him say this, I felt silent for a moment, processing the unexpected change in his schedule. Then I asked, "Then what happened to Maya's cousin's wedding? Is she also back?"

"No, she's still attending the wedding. She tried to come back with me, but I told her to attend the wedding," Ethan replied.

He took a slightly audible breath. "So, the thing is... can I come to your house now?" Ethan asked in a clearly nervous voice.

Hearing him saying this, I fell into silence, the sound of Ethan's nervous breathing filling the living room through the speaker. I looked directly at Sarah.

She didn't reply immediately, her eyes flicking between me and the phone.

"Ethan, can you wait for ten minutes?" I asked, my voice measured. "I just want to talk to Sarah, and if we agree, I'll call you back."

"Okay... okay..." Ethan hurriedly replied, his nervousness increasing. "Wait for a while. I'll call you back." After saying that, I ended the call.

I immediately looked at Sarah, the low glow of the movie screen reflecting in her eyes. "So, now what do you think we should do?"

She didn't answer my question but asked me back, her voice low. "What do you want, John?"

"You know Maya won't come; only Ethan will come," Sarah's said, laying out the precise dynamics. "So, are you okay with it?"

Hearing her focus on the one-on-one scenario, I fell into silence for a moment, letting the idea solidify. Then I said, quietly, "Okay. I don't mind."

"Then you can call Ethan now and tell him to come," Sarah said to me, her tone calm and accepting.

Before I could dial, I stopped, the moment too charged to ignore. "Before I call him, I want to ask you something," I whispered, my voice thick with anticipation and nervousness. "Do you think that tonight we can swap partners... fully?"

Hearing my question, she stayed silent for a while, the only sound the faint ticking of the clock from the hallway. Then she spoke, her voice very serious. "Are you absolutely sure about it, John?"

I nodded my head, firm and steady. "I am sure about this, Sarah."

She looked into my eyes, her gaze long and searching, but I held my head steady, not moving away.

"Okay then. You can call him," she finally said.

Hearing her absolute affirmation, I felt my blood boiling from excitement, mixed with a powerful surge of nervous adrenaline.

"Okay then, I'll call now."

With that, I quickly opened my phone and called Ethan. After connecting, the call was received immediately.

"Hello, John?" Ethan asked, his voice tight and probing.

"Hello, Ethan," I said, my voice barely a whisper against the phone's speaker. "We agreed to it. You can come," I said this in one breath, rushing the confirmation out before either of us could second-guess the life-altering decision we had just made.

Hearing my confirmation, Ethan stayed silent for a charged moment, the only sound a faint static. Then he immediately said, "Okay, then I am coming now."

With that, he closed the phone. The line went dead with an abrupt click.

I stared at the black screen of my phone, completely speechless about his sudden, urgent behavior. I shook my head slowly, still processing the speed of his acceptance.

Sarah let out a small, knowing laugh beside me.

"So, what do you think we should make for dinner?" Sarah asked me, jumping straight back into domesticity, deliberately trying to normalize the situation.

"I think we should order some food from online," I suggested, realizing neither of us was in the state to cook.

Hearing my suggestion, Sarah's eyes sparkled. "So, what do you think we should order?" she asked excitedly.

As we talked animatedly about what to order—debating between Italian and Thai—time passed quickly. We had just settled on pizza when, suddenly, our house calling bell rang. The loud, cheerful ding-dong echoed through the silent house.

We both froze, recognizing the speed of the arrival.
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Chapter 1: Ethan, Come Inside

As we talked animatedly about what to order—debating between Italian and Thai, the various pizza toppings flying back and forth—time passed quickly. We had just settled on a specific deep-dish crust when, suddenly, our house calling bell rang. The loud, cheerful ding-dong echoed sharply through the silent house.

We both froze instantly. "Wait, I'll go and open the door," I said, knowing it could only be Ethan.

I didn't waste any more time, got up, and walked quickly toward the front door. The metallic, cold handle of the door felt grounding beneath my fingers, claiming my somewhat uneasy heart. Right now, I felt both scared and intensely excited. I was scared because our marriage wouldn't be the same anymore if we did this, but at the same time, I knew we had to give it a try. If I don't try, how can I know if it will make our marriage strong or weak? I reasoned, needing the logical thought to override the fear.

As I opened the door, a sudden rush of cool night wind hit my face. I saw Ethan standing there, his face illuminated by the porch light. In his hand, he held a bottle of wine. He smiled at me, a wide, slightly tense smile, and said, "John," by way of greeting.

"Hi, Ethan. Come inside," I replied with a smile, quickly stepping aside and making a clear path for him to enter our house.

As Ethan moved inside, I closed the door with a soft click sound, and the sudden silence of the house settled over us again.

Sarah, who had been waiting in the living room, stood up and walked toward us.

"Hi, Sarah," Ethan greeted her. I could tell from his voice that he was feeling awkward; his tone was too polite, too formal, emphasized by the fact that he was alone without Maya beside him.

Sarah smiled warmly, her expression completely welcoming, designed to put him at ease. She gently took the bottle of wine from his hand and placed it on the coffee table.

I patted him lightly on the shoulder. "Don't be nervous, Ethan. You can relax; we're not strangers."

"I'm not nervous at all!" he protested quickly, though his eyes betrayed him. "It's just, you know, coming without Maya, I think I shouldn't have called you guys..." he trailed off, a hint of guilt in his tone.

"You don't have to feel anything like that," I reassured him, leaning into the shared history. "If Sarah goes somewhere, I'll also come to your house." I said this in a joking manner, trying to make the situation feel more relaxed and normal.

Sarah just smiled and nodded her head, backing up my reassurance.

"Sure, you can come to our house, John! We are best friends after all," Ethan replied with a burst of grateful laughter. The tension in his shoulders seemed to drop a notch.

"Now guys, don't just stand there, sit down quickly!" Sarah said with a decisive, hospitable smile to us both.

"Yes, yes, madam," I replied to her, making a silly little bow.

With that, we all settled down on the living room sofa. Sarah positioned herself in the middle, creating a physical buffer, with me and Ethan sitting on either side of her. The soft leather of the sofa squeaked lightly as we settled, and the silence returned, now charged with anticipation.

"We were planning what we should order, and we just couldn't make up our minds," Sarah said to Ethan, breaking the quiet. Her tone was light, redirecting the focus entirely to the mundane.

I also added, "I think we should just keep it simple."

Hearing our word, Ethan also said, "I think we should order pizza."

Hearing him say that, I felt a genuine surprise, a small, warm surge of easy agreement. "We were also thinking about pizza," Sarah also said from the side, a smile twitching at her lips. "But then we thought when you came, we could ask for your recommendation. I didn't expect you to choose the same."

"Then we should order it now," I said decisively to both of them. I opened my phone, the bright screen glowing in the low light of the living room, and ordered three large boxes of pizza—one for each of us, I figured, considering the long night ahead.

I put the phone down on the coffee table, the successful completion of the order hanging in the air. The lightheartedness of the pizza order had done its job in diffusing the initial tension, but the real reason for Ethan's solitary, late-night visit was still heavy in the room.

"So, how is Maya doing?" I asked, choosing a neutral topic to ease the transition. "Is the wedding fun?"

Ethan relaxed visibly at the question, grateful for the distraction. "It's great, apparently. It’s her cousin, a really big deal for her family." He shook his head ruefully. "She was furious at the general manager that I had to leave early. The general manager called me twice about some urgent staffing issue tomorrow morning."

"That's rough, having to fly back just for work," Sarah said sympathetically, leaning forward slightly.

"Yeah, but I convinced her to stay," Ethan explained. "I told her she needed the break and that I could handle the hotel. She sends her apologies for missing out on... well, tonight." He ended the sentence with a slight, knowing look toward Sarah, acknowledging the implied plan without fully vocalizing it.

The slight pause after Ethan mentioned Maya’s apology for missing "tonight" was heavy with unsaid intention. The small talk was finished.

I shifted slightly on the sofa, reaching for the bottle of wine Ethan had brought. "Let's get this open," I suggested, the smooth glass of the bottle cool against my hands. "It looks like we're going to be up late anyway." I didn't wait for a response but uncorked it quickly, the soft pop of the cork breaking the mounting tension.

As I poured a glass for each of us, I looked directly at Ethan, handing him his glass of red wine. "So, Ethan, tell me, what are your thoughts about full swapping?" I asked, getting straight to the point. "I mean, we know that you and Maya are also new to this. Do you think we should swap partners fully now, or wait some time?"

Hearing my words, Ethan’s eyes instantly became very excited. He took a quick sip of the wine. "Me and Maya already talked about this before, and we are ready to swap partners fully, but you know, you guys..." He didn't finish the sentence, but the implication was clear: they were waiting for us to be ready. "And I am really glad that you have already come up to this term," he added, his voice filled with genuine relief and enthusiasm.

While speaking, he looked directly at Sarah. Seeing him looking at her, she looked away shyly, a faint flush rising on her cheeks.

Seeing this affirmation between them, I let out a smile—a smile of pride, control, and anticipation.

"So, the next question is..." I began, my voice dropping slightly, the excitement making it a little gravelly. "Maya isn't here."

I paused, letting Ethan fully process the unique situation. We were all agreed on the future goal (full swapping), but the present moment offered a different, more intense scenario: one man, one couple.

"What does that mean for tonight, Ethan?" I asked, my gaze direct and challenging. "We are prepared to move to full swapping. Are you prepared to... initiate without Maya here?"

I took a sip of my wine, the spicy warmth of the red liquid fortifying me. The silence in the room was electric; the answer would determine whether the evening would be a simple dinner and chat, or the boundary-shattering event we had mentally prepared for all week.

Hearing my explicit invitation, Ethan looked visibly excited, his eyes shining with anticipation. I knew, without a doubt, that he was looking forward to this direct encounter with Sarah. But suddenly, his expression grew troubled, the excitement immediately tempered by ethical concern.

"I think I should make a call to Maya," he said, his voice hesitant. "You know, it's different than soft swapping." He looked earnestly at me and then at Sarah. "Can you give me a minute before I answer this question?"

Hearing him saying this, we fully understood him. This wasn't about enthusiasm; it was about respect for his partner and the new, serious boundary we were proposing. "Okay, no problem," I assured him. "You can call Maya now, then decide what to do."

Ethan got up from the sofa. "I think I'll go to the bathroom for a moment," he said.

We didn't say anything, just nodded our heads. He walked quickly toward the hallway bathroom, the door closing behind him with a quiet thud.

I watched as Ethan entered the bathroom, the door clicking softly shut, and everything in the living room felt immediately silent. The only sound was the faint, muffled rush of water from the bathroom.

I looked at Sarah; she was also looking intently at me. "Sarah, what do you think Maya will say?" I asked her, needing her perspective to manage my anxiety.

"I don't know, John," Sarah replied calmly. "We can just see what happens next. And if it won't happen today, it will happen tomorrow or the day after tomorrow."

I nodded my head, accepting the patience required. Suddenly, an idea—a thrillingly perverted idea fueled by the earlier discussion of control—came into my mind. I leaned in and whispered the suggestion directly into her ear, my warm breath close to her skin.

Hearing my idea, she looked shyly excited, her eyes wide. "Do you really want me to do that?" she whispered back.

I nodded my head firmly.

She smiled slightly. "Okay then, I'll do it."

At that moment, the bathroom door opened, and Ethan suddenly came out. He stopped, seeing us together, clearly ready to deliver the verdict. We were both looking at him, desperate to hear what Maya had said.

"Well, Ethan, what did Maya say?" I asked, needing the confirmation.

Hearing my question, as he was about to speak, the calling bell sound rang again. The loud, cheerful ding-dong stopped him before his first word even came out of his mouth.

Sarah immediately got up. "I'll go and check," she said, moving toward the door. "I think it's the pizza delivery."

With that, she walked quickly toward the door and opened it. We saw the pizza delivery guy standing outside. After paying and taking the pizza, Sarah closed the door, and walked inside with three large boxes of pizza, the warm, savory smell of the food instantly filling the house.

After placing the warm, heavy boxes of pizza on the coffee table, Sarah quickly settled back down beside me. She didn't wait for us to initiate the topic. "Now tell us, Ethan," she prompted, her voice tight with expectation. "What did Maya say?"

Ethan nodded his head, and a large, excited smile finally broke across his face, relieving all the earlier trouble. "Maya agreed to it!" he confirmed, his voice barely containing his eagerness.

Hearing his word, a powerful surge of excitement rushed through me. I glanced at Sarah and saw a flicker of nervousness cross her features, quickly followed by a deepening focus. I immediately reached for her hand and held it tightly, giving her firm, silent support.

She looked at me with relieved eyes, confirming she felt my presence and my commitment.

Then, to break the charged silence, I cleared my throat. "I think we should eat the pizza before it gets too cold," I suggested, needing a moment of normalcy before the true escalation began.

"Yes, we should eat right now," Ethan also nodded his head vigorously, clearly eager for the distraction.

Sarah didn't say anything, but she got up and immediately started opening the boxes. The sizzling-hot, savory smell of baked cheese and spices burst into the room, a final.

Sarah quickly opened the three large pizza boxes. The steam carrying the pungent scent of oregano, melted mozzarella, and cooked tomato sauce immediately billowed out, clouding the air between us. The distraction was instantly welcome.

We didn't bother with plates. Sarah tore off a paper towel for each of us, and we reached for the slices, the cheese still bubbling and stretching as we lifted them from the box.

"This is good," Ethan mumbled around a large bite, clearly using the food as a barrier against the overwhelming excitement of the agreement he had just secured.

"It is," I agreed, taking a large slice myself. My hunger, which I hadn't realized was profound until the smell hit me, quickly took over. We ate ravenously, the chewing and the occasional sound of a soda can opening being the primary noise.

Sarah, however, ate slower, more deliberately. I noticed she kept glancing at Ethan and then quickly looking away, a faint flush persisting on her neck above the collar of her shirt. The casualness of the meal felt like a delicate cover—the pizza was simply fuel for the inevitable event ahead.

After about ten minutes, the initial hunger faded. The conversation, which had been limited to generic praise for the food, finally died down. We were left holding half-eaten slices, the remnants of the meal oily on our fingers, staring at the diminishing contents of the pizza boxes.

After eating all of those pizzas—the three boxes surprisingly annihilated by our combined anticipation and hunger—we all settled back down onto the sofa. The air was now thick with the warm, stale smell of pizza and spices.

Sarah looked directly at me. I simply nodded my head, acknowledging the unspoken signal. It was time for her to execute the instruction I had whispered earlier in the kitchen.


Chapter 2: The Point of No Return

"Guys, wait," she announced, pushing herself up from the sofa. "I'll go to the bedroom to change into something different." After saying that, she headed for the stairs and left for the bedroom.

As she walked up, I saw Ethan’s eyes lock instantly onto Sarah's figure, following her until she disappeared around the landing. The look on his face was raw, undisguised hunger.

And thinking of what would happen in just a few minutes, the knowledge—the pride in her effect on him, and the permission I had just given—caused my dick to become instantly, painfully hard beneath my pants.

As I watched Sarah disappear inside the bedroom and heard the soft click of the door latch, I focused my attention entirely on Ethan.

He didn't ask me any questions, which was unusual for him; he simply sat there, radiating coiled anticipation.

"Ethan, so are you ready?" I asked him directly.

Hearing my question, he looked at me, his eyes dark with commitment, and replied simply, "Yes, I am, John."

After that, there was a silence between us. A few seconds passed by, and I thought it was time to end the waiting game and initiate the transition.

"Ethan," I called, using his name to draw his full attention. He looked at me, expectant. "Let's go to the bedroom. I think Sarah is ready now."

Hearing my instruction, he looked momentarily puzzled. "Aren't we supposed to wait for her here?" Ethan asked, referencing the usual script for social visits.

"No need," I dismissed the protocol. "She will not come down. Just follow me." With that, I got up and walked toward the stairs. Ethan also rose immediately and followed me. I could hear the faint thud of my own slippers and the lighter shuffle of Ethan's shoes hitting the wooden ground as we ascended.

In no time, we came to a stop in front of my bedroom door. I raised my voice slightly. "Sarah, are you ready? Can we come inside now?"

"Come in," Sarah replied immediately, her voice carrying a sultry, low tone that sent a final jolt of heat through me.

I turned the knob and John opened the door. The sight immediately hit me. Sarah was standing there, not in pajamas, but wearing the black, lacy, sexy lingerie that I had given her two months ago—the fine fabric contrasting sharply with her skin, revealing and concealing just enough.

I already came inside and saw Ethan was still standing at the doorway, stupified on the spot, clearly stunned by the beautiful and explicit view.

I laughed softly, the sound slightly ragged. "See that, Sarah? You look so sexy that with a single glance you seduced Ethan."

Hearing my teasing voice, she looked at me, a powerful, dark confidence in her eyes. "Bad boy," she replied, her voice low and husky.

Hearing our conversation, Ethan snapped back to his senses. He came inside and quietly closed the door. The heavy click of the latch was definitive—we three were now alone in the room.

"You guys sit down on the bed," Sarah commanded, her tone firm, authoritative, yet filled with sensuality. "And you'll listen to what I have to say."

We both quickly nodded our heads, the command intensifying the atmosphere.

"Now remove all of your clothes," she demanded, her gaze sweeping over us, urging us to fulfill the request.

We obeyed immediately, removing our clothes with fumbling hands. The discarded fabric whispered as it hit the floor, and we became naked in front of Sarah. We climbed onto the bed, our penises already hard, throbbing with anticipation.

She walked directly toward me first, where I was sitting on the bed, and reached out. She gently took hold of my penis. The warm, firm pressure sent a sharp jolt of pleasure through me, and I let out a small "Hmm" sound, confirming the power of her touch.

She turned her attention to Ethan. "Do you like me, Ethan?" she asked, her voice soft but direct.

Ethan’s breath hitched. "Yes! Yes, I like you," he stuttered, his eyes wide.

Sarah smiled, that same confident, knowing smile from the kitchen. "Then I'll give you a special treat now."

Saying that, she moved closer to Ethan's erection and aimed her mouth at his hard dick. She slowly took his penis inside her mouth. "Ahhh! You are so good, Sarah!" Ethan let out a loud moan of intense pleasure. She quickly took the full length of his dick inside her mouth, beginning a deep, rhythmic attention.

With her left hand, she simultaneously started to masterbate my penis, her focus split perfectly between the two of us. I closed my eyes, consumed by the extraordinary feeling of her attention.

She continued to give the blowjob for a while, the wet, sucking sounds punctuated by Ethan’s gasps. "You are so good with this, Sarah! Hmm," Ethan couldn't help but moan again. The sight and sound of her devoted attention to him was an agonizing, thrilling pleasure to me.

She finally pulled away, a trail of saliva gleaming on his shaft, and said, "It's just the beginning. I have more good things for both of you."

With that, she got up from the kneeling position and turned around, moving to the other side of the bed. She smoothly climbed onto the bed and lay down on her back, presenting herself.

"Now it's your turn to pleasure me," she commanded, her voice slightly breathless. "Tell me, who will come first?"

I immediately stepped up. "I think Ethan should go first," I suggested, the host mentality prevailing. "He is a guest, and I am the host. I should go after him."

Hearing me say this, Ethan became even more excited. He quickly got up and started to enthusiastically kiss her inner thighs, drawing a sharp inhale from Sarah. She let out a soft moan, "Hmm..."

I walked around the foot of the bed and went to the other side. I looked down at her, and she lifted her head slightly. "Baby, kiss me," she pleaded.

I quickly bent down and kissed her mouth deeply, the taste of sweat and fresh excitement mingling on her tongue. With my free hand, I started to firmly knead her breasts, shaping them under my palm.

A few seconds later, I saw that Ethan had paused and was looking directly at us, observing the intimate exchange. He spoke, his voice reverent. "Look, John. Your wife became so wet down there."

Hearing him say this, I slowly moved my hands away from her chest and down toward her hips. I gently pushed her thighs apart and saw the clear, slick juices coming out. "Look, Sarah," I whispered, my voice rough with excitement. "You become so wet."

Ethan got up from his position and presented himself, his penis hard and ready, poised right between Sarah's opened thighs. He started rubbing the slick tip gently against her wetness. He looked down at her and asked, almost breathlessly, "Sarah, should I push it in?"

Hearing him say this, Sarah looked past Ethan and directly at me, seeking that final piece of authorization. She didn't call me John. She called me, "Husband."

I held her hand tightly, my grip firm, and gave her quiet encouragement. "You can have fun, honey," I said, my voice heavy with the gravity of the permission.

With that, Sarah nodded at me, turning her focus back to Ethan. "Okay, you can go in," she said, laying down the final, crucial rule. "But first, wear a condom."

"I didn't bring any condom," he replied, his excitement momentarily checked. "Should I go now and buy some?" Ethan asked, sounding frantic at the idea of leaving.

"Don't worry, I have some," I interrupted, reaching immediately for the bedside drawer. I retrieved a foil packet and gave him a condom. He quickly tore the packet open and wore it.

Then, the smooth head of Ethan's dick was placed against the entrance of her vagina. Slowly, deliberately, Ethan began to move inside her pussy. He let out a surprise cry of intense pleasure. "Ahh, it's so tight, Sarah!"

Sarah, lying beneath him, was biting her lower lip, clearly trying to suppress her moan—the ingrained habit of quiet modesty kicking in.

I couldn't help but lean down and pinch her breast gently. "You don't have to suppress your moan, honey. Just enjoy yourself tonight," I whispered, my voice an eager growl.

Hearing me say this, the final restraint broke. She stopped suppressing it and started to moan loudly, "Ah... ah... ah..." as Ethan began to move in and out

Ethan lifted her legs, positioning them high above his shoulders, and immediately started thrusting harder and faster. The bed began to squeak in rhythm with the vigorous motion.

"Ah... ah... ah... slow down... oh my God..." Sarah gasped, her moans becoming louder and less coherent.

Seeing her surrender and moan like this, I felt a slight, complicated conflict—a twinge of primal territoriality—but it was immediately overridden by the powerful wave of pride and excitement that she was feeling so good. Just a regret that today I couldn't fuck Maya, I thought, but the feeling was quickly dismissed with the confidence: Anyways, I'll fuck her eventually.

Time passed like this. I kept kissing her mouth deeply and kneading her breast, pushing and pulling the soft flesh under my hands, while Ethan was aggressively fucking her.

Suddenly, Ethan sped up his rhythm again, his face taut with effort, and he shouted, "I am coming, Sarah! I am coming!" With that final yell, he quickly came inside her pussy. I let out a deep breath of relief, hearing the wet squish of his ejaculation against the condom. I took a breath of relief that he is wearing a condom. I don't want anybody to cum inside he—that's my bottom line.

Ethan slowly took out his penis with a wet popping sound as it separated from her wetness. He immediately rolled off her, slightly breathless, and left the space for me.

I immediately took over Ethan’s place, not wanting a second of lapse in Sarah's pleasure. I placed my hard dick against my wife’s entrance and looked at her. Now she was slightly more in control, recovering from the powerful intensity of Ethan’s climax—a few seconds ago, she had been entirely lost in pleasure.

"Baby, I'm coming in," I warned, the words rough. With that, I pushed my penis deep inside her pussy and immediately started fucking her.

She continued to moan, but the sounds were different now, mixed with words of intimacy. "Ah... ah... ah... ah... Husband, it's so good! Yours is so good! It's hitting me deep!"

"Tell me, Sarah," I asked, speeding up my thrusting, fueled by the complex excitement of the moment. "Whose penis felt better? Mine, or Ethan's?"

"Ah... Ah... Ah... Your is good, husband! Yours is good! Ah... Ah..." Her response was a chaotic mix of truth and pleasure-driven loyalty.

We continued to fuck. Ethan had already quickly pulled on his pants and was sitting on the chair across the room, watching us intently.

A few minutes later, the pressure became too much. "Honey, I am coming!" I shouted, my voice breaking, while thrusting deep inside her.

"Wait, John! I'll also cum! Ah... Ah... Ah..." she cried, her body tightening around me.

With one final, deep, powerful thrust, we both came simultaneously, our shared climax filling the room with the sound of gasping breaths and the wet rhythm of our bodies.

I slowly fell onto her side and lay down on the bed, my chest heaving, breathing heavily into the pillow. Sarah turned her head toward me, our exhaustion complete. The shared pleasure was immense, but the energy required to reach it had been fully spent.

A few seconds later, the urge for modesty returned, particularly with Ethan still present. We got up from the bed and quickly wore our clothes.

As Ethan watched Sarah pull her dress back over her body, he suddenly broke the silence. "Guys, I think next week you should come to our house."

Hearing him say this, I felt a surge of surprise and immediate happiness—the chance to finally engage with Maya was now secured.

Me and Sarah looked at each other and shared a private, knowing smile. "Okay," I agreed, my voice full of enthusiasm. "Next time, we'll visit your place."

After wearing all of our clothes, we all settled into a comfortable silence, the immense event hanging heavy but satisfyingly between the three of us. The awkwardness of the beginning was gone, replaced by the profound, quiet connection of shared intimacy.

Time passed like this, the satisfied silence stretching long and comfortable. More than a few minutes passed away, the only sounds being our deep, even breaths as we recovered.

Suddenly, Ethan shifted, glancing at the quiet shadows outside the window. "Guys, I have to go back," he said, his voice regretful. "It's already late."

We both nodded in understanding. The professional side of him, the night shift manager, was kicking in. He quickly pulled on his shirt, the fabric hissing faintly as he smoothed it over his torso. He walked inside the bathroom for a moment and, after a few minutes, he came out, looking refreshed and composed.

We walked with him to the front door, the cool air of the hallway a stark contrast to the heat of the bedroom. I opened the door, and the hushed sounds of the late night drifted into the house. We watched him step quickly outside, get inside his car, and with the soft thrum of the engine starting, he drove away down the street.

We closed the door, the heavy thud of the wood signaling the final end of the night's extraordinary events. Then, we turned and walked back inside.

Inside the house, the living room felt calm again, the lingering scent of pizza and sex faint but present. We both settled back onto the sofa, the spot where we had first received Ethan feeling charged with new significance.

"Sarah," I called softly, resting my arm around her shoulders.

She leaned her head against me, settling into the comfortable curve of my neck, and responded in a low, comfortable voice, "Hmm."

"I'm glad that we did it," I confessed, letting out a final breath. "What about you? Are you happy with it?"

She placed her head more firmly on my shoulder, her weight grounding me. "Yes, John," she said quietly. "I also feel the same thing as you."

With that quiet, mutual affirmation of our shared pleasure and decision, we both fell into a contented silence.

With the intense satisfaction of our shared moment settling in, the silence stretched comfortably, punctuated only by our slow breathing. We eventually stirred, the physical remnants of the encounter needing attention.

"We should probably clean up," Sarah murmured, gently rising from the sofa.

We moved together, wordlessly, the physical intimacy of the last hour translating into an efficient teamwork in the living room. I gathered the crumpled pizza boxes, the oil leaving a slick residue on my fingertips, and took them to the kitchen bin. Sarah handled the glasses and the discarded condom wrapper from the bedside table, her motions private and respectful of the shared secret.

The cleanup was quick, the silence broken only by the clatter of the wine glasses in the sink and the soft rustle of the trash bags. Once the living room was reset to its cozy, normal state, we turned our attention to the bedroom.

We didn't speak as we stripped the sheets, the fabric warm and slightly damp from the exertion. We tossed them into the laundry basket. The process was almost mechanical, yet it felt deeply intimate—a silent acknowledgment of the storm that had just passed through our marriage, leaving behind a profound sense of shared success.

Finally, we climbed back into the fresh, cool bed. Sarah immediately tucked herself against me. I held her close, feeling the steady, rhythmic beat of her heart against my chest.

"Next weekend," she whispered, the words heavy with future anticipation, her voice already thick with sleep. "Their place."

"Their place," I confirmed, kissing the top of her head.

The feeling was one of perfect, complete equilibrium. The fear was gone, replaced entirely by excitement for the new boundaries we had established and the adventures that lay ahead. We fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.

The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Bundle 2.

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 Series — A Wife To Share: The First Swap (volume 1)

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? A Wife To Share: The First Swap(volume 1) Coming Soon.

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 new story.

— S. Darkness
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