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Swinger’s Dreams: A Wife To Share: Volume 1

The Swap Was Only the Beginning

— S. Darkness


Chapter 1: The Next Weekend

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Sarah," I called her name softly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2: My Little Cat

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Which day?" he asked again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He suddenly started laughing loudly, seeing my confused face.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I let out a small, unapologetic humpf.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Swinger’s Dreams: A Wife To Share: Volume 2

A Swinger Weekend Begins

— S. Darkness


Chapter 1: Evening Walk

"I am ready, John, let's go," I said, turning towards the exit.

"Okay then," John replied to me.

With that, I reached out to our bedroom's metallic door handle and pushed it open. John was following close behind me. As we both walked down the stairs, the sound of our feet rang out slightly in the empty living room.

"Sarah," John called me from behind.

"What, John?" I turned my head and asked him.

"I want to eat a hotdog from that street stall," John replied to me, his voice sounding hopeful.

"But, honey, you ate a few hours ago!" I responded, slightly surprised, as we got near the door of our house. "Are you already hungry?"

"Not that hungry," John replied, putting his hand on the doorknob. "I just thought it's been a while since I've eaten a hotdog."

"Okay, you can eat that, but with one condition," I said to him, seizing the moment.

"What condition, Sarah?" John asked, his voice weakening instantly, knowing what was coming.

"You have to do yoga with me, John. Otherwise, you will get fat, and you also don't go to the gym, and you always complain when I tell you to do yoga."

"But... but... I... My DNA is good, and I won't get fat if I eat more," John protested in a weak voice.

"No 'buts,' John. You have to listen to me for this, and for this, I wouldn't take your excuses," I replied with a serious voice, knowing I had him cornered.

"Okay," John replied with a defeated voice, pushing the door open.

Suddenly, a cool gust of air hit our bodies like a tide. We both took a long, deep breath and inhaled the fresh air into our lungs. The sun was already gone from its peak hours, sinking lower, seemingly hurried to go into its house. Birds were singing their evening chorus, returning home to feed their young.

"The outside is always refreshing, right, John?" I asked for his opinion.

"Yes, honey, it never gets old. Right now, I feel like we are living in a completely different world," John replied with a yearning tone.

"You've told me that you used to read novels when you were in your early twenties," I reminded him.

"Yes, honey. And at that time, I was living in a completely different world, free from work stress, feeling like I was the hero of my own world," John said to me, his gaze distant.

"Is it really that good?" I asked. "I mean, reading novels."

John smiled at me. "You can ask someone different from me," he joked, referring to his intense passion for them.

"Then why did you stop reading?" I pressed, curious about the source of his past happiness. "I mean, I always ask this question, but your answer is always different."

Hearing my question, John looked troubled and started to say something but stopped himself.

"If you don't want to say it, then don't say it. I am not forcing you," I quickly reassured him.

John took a deep breath. "Actually, it's not a big deal to tell. I'm just worried how you will react."

"Don't worry, John. I wouldn't mind," I replied to him softly, looking into his eyes and offering all the reassurance I could muster.

"Well, to be honest with you... before you came into my life, I used to have a girlfriend," he confessed, his voice dropping to a raw, strained whisper. He lowered his head, unable to meet my gaze fully. I didn't stop him from continuing; I simply held my breath, knowing this was difficult territory.

"One day when I was reading a novel—it was an interesting plot—someone from an unknown number called me. Seeing an unknown number, I didn't pick it up and rejected the call. Thirty minutes later, one of my friends called me and said that my girlfriend had an accident and was now hospitalized with a serious condition."

His grip on the doorknob tightened, the metal protesting slightly. "Hearing him, I quickly went to the hospital, but it was too late at that time. She wasn't alive anymore. She wanted to see me for the last time, but I didn't pick up the call and rejected it again and again, all because I was focused on reading that novel."

As he confessed, his eyes were glossy, filled with deep pain and self-inflicted regret. "It's okay, John. You don't have to blame yourself," I whispered, quickly pulling him into a tight hug. Tears were already stinging in my own eyes, seeing his suffering—the weight of that accidental omission had defined him.

"I am fine now, Sarah. You don't have to worry about me. Time has already healed me," he said, trying to be strong while gently petting my back, but I could feel the tremor in his hands.

We stayed like this for a while, just clinging to each other, allowing the shared grief and immediate comfort to settle. The traffic sounds and distant noises of the street faded into a dull hum compared to the intensity of John's confession.

After some time, John gently pulled back, using his hands to push me away just enough to look at my face. He smiled—a genuine, slightly tired smile—and said softly, "I am really happy that I've met you, Sarah."

I nodded, unable to articulate the depth of my love and relief right then. Instead, I firmly held his hand, intertwining my fingers with his.

"Let's go, honey," John said, the moment of deep emotion passing as practicality returned. "Otherwise, it'll get dark." He finally closed the door behind us with a soft click.

We walked side by side, our hands clasped tightly, not needing to talk. We simply focused on the feeling of the shared afternoon air and the solid presence of one another. Sometimes, cars would pass by, their tires humming on the pavement, and many children were cycling and playing in the nearby front yards. The low, golden light of the lowering sun bathed the street in a nostalgic warmth.

Within a few minutes, we already came in front of the park. It was moderately crowded with children and older people enjoying the late afternoon air.

A child was running full speed behind a butterfly, completely absorbed in trying to catch the fluttering insect. He didn't see us coming and hit John hard, right in the legs. John was nearly unbalanced and fallen to the ground, but luckily, he quickly stabilized himself and held onto the child to prevent him from tumbling.

Behind the child, a woman came running toward us, her face etched with immediate apology.

"I think I saw her," John suddenly told me quietly while steadying the child.

"Yes, we've seen her at the store," I confirmed. "And the child's name is Harry," I reminded John.


Chapter 2: New Neighbour

The woman quickly came in front of us, scooping up the slightly bewildered Harry. "I am so sorry for my child's behavior," she apologized profusely, her cheeks flushed.

"It's okay, but next time, let him be more careful," John said gently, still smiling to reassure her that no harm was done.

The woman suddenly looked closely at us and said, tapping her chin thoughtfully, "I think I've seen you before."

I smiled at her and said, "Yes, we've met at a shop where little Harry ran towards us with full speed and nearly fell on the ground."

"Ah, yes! I remember it!" she exclaimed a little loudly, immediately drawing a few glances from passersby. She then realized it was a public place, became embarrassed, and let out a quick, silly smile.

I also let out a small smile and said, "Hello, I am Sarah Johnson, this is my husband, John Johnson," moving my hand forward for a handshake.

She quickly took my hand. "Hello, I am Mira Jackson," she replied.

"I haven't seen you here before. Are you new here?" I asked her, making polite neighborhood conversation.

"Yes, we moved in recently from California," she replied to my question.

I looked down at our joined hands. Seeing me looking at them, she quickly let go of my hand, a shy embarrassment crossing her face again.

"Let's go over there and sit," John suggested, gesturing toward an empty bench near a patch of flowers.

Mira and I both nodded our heads, and we walked toward the seats. Mira held Harry's hand tightly, making sure he couldn't run off again.

We settled onto the park bench, the setting sun creating long shadows across the grass. John placed his arm casually behind my shoulders, an automatic gesture of conventional affection.

Mira, finally getting a moment of peace from her son, smiled. "It's a beautiful area. We just closed on our house in the Willow Creek section. I was just wondering, since you seem to know the area—do you happen to know which elementary school is the best rated?"

I immediately slipped into the role of helpful neighbor. "Willow Creek is lovely! For elementary, you definitely want to look at Maplewood. It's got the best arts program. John works nearby, so he knows the traffic pattern in the morning."

John nodded smoothly, playing his part. "Maplewood is the one. And if you need a good spot for dry cleaning, avoid the place on Main Street. Trust me." He gave a small, easy chuckle.

Mira laughed in relief. "That is incredibly helpful. Thank you. It’s hard enough moving without having to navigate all the local gossip!" She glanced at the sky, where the colors were deepening to purple and orange. "Well, as lovely as this has been, I really need to get this little monster home before dinner. He turns into a gremlin when his blood sugar drops." She gave us a warm smile. "It was wonderful meeting you properly, Sarah and John. I'm sure we'll see you around!"

"Definitely, Mira," John replied, standing up slightly. "Welcome to the neighborhood."

We watched as she efficiently led Harry away, the domestic scene fading into the evening rush of park-goers.

After Mira and Harry had completely left our view, swallowed by the park's late afternoon crowd, John called my name.

"Sarah," he said, his voice quiet, signaling the end of the public performance.

Hearing his call, I looked at him and asked, "What?" He then suggested, "Let's go and walk for a while, like we planned. After that, we'll buy that hotdog and go home."

I nodded my head, agreeing to his suggestion.

We began to walk side by side, holding each other's hand tightly. We deliberately left the bustling central playground and followed a quieter, winding path bordered by thick, dark green hedges. The air here was noticeably cooler, carrying a soothing scent of damp earth and blooming jasmine.

The sun was sinking rapidly now, having lost its heat but retaining its glow, casting a deep, golden light that stretched the shadows of the old oak trees like fingers across the walking path. We could hear the distant, happy shrieks of children in the main park, but here, the predominant sound was the gentle crunch of gravel beneath our sneakers and the soft, repetitive calls of evening birds settling into their nests.

We walked without talking, content simply with the feeling of our joined hands and the security of our shared presence. John occasionally squeezed my hand—a warm, silent reassurance that needed no words. The scene was perfectly peaceful: athletic couples jogging past, a few older residents walking small dogs, and the beautiful, darkening sky painting the perfect, tranquil backdrop for what appeared to be a normal, uneventful evening walk.

We continued walking until we reached the stone archway that marked the park's eastern entrance—a landmark that signaled the end of the relaxing part of our walk.

John stopped, releasing my hand, and while stretching dramatically, he declared, "Let's go! It's time for the hotdog."

"Okay," I replied to him, and we both quickly left the park, walking out onto the main sidewalk.

I checked my phone. "It's already 5:30 PM," I noted.

"Let's go quickly and buy the hotdog. We'll eat this and then prepare for going to work," John said to me, suddenly energized by the thought of food.

"Yes, we also have work," I replied lazily, the thought of returning to the hotel duties a slight drag on my mood.

As we kept talking to each other, we quickly came in front of the hotdog stall within a few minutes. There was a big line in front of the stall, clearly a popular spot.

John quickly got into the line, waiting for his turn to buy the hotdog. I watched him from the side as the line quickly closed in. John swiftly came to the front, pulled out his wallet, and brought out the cash. After taking the hotdog from the vendor, he walked towards me with a happy, triumphant smile.

"I am done buying! Let's go home," John declared with a wide, happy smile, the acquisition of the hotdog clearly having elevated his mood completely.

"Let's go then," I replied, and we started walking quickly toward our house, the smell of savory toppings wafting around us.

Time passed swiftly, and we soon came back inside, settling down at the dining table.

"Let's eat, otherwise it will get cold," John urged, immediately diving in and taking a huge bite. "Ahh! It's so tasty! I love this flavor!" After saying that, he enthusiastically bit into the hotdog once more. "Why aren't you eating, Sarah? Eat quickly!"

I looked at his smiling face, noting the easy, unburdened happiness that proved he had successfully shaken off the sad, intense talk we had earlier. I nodded my head and took a small, satisfying bite. "It's delicious," I affirmed.

"Right, right! I told you it's the best!" John mumbled, his voice thick and slightly unclear because his mouth was completely full of food.

"Don't talk when your mouth is filled with food, otherwise you'll choke," I warned him gently, unable to hide a small smile.

He nodded his head vigorously, his eyes wide with commitment to the task, and continued to eat. Like this, time quickly slipped away. We finished our simple meal and now found ourselves sitting on the sofa, enjoying a moment of quiet contentment before the evening shift began.

Ethan & Maya House,

Inside their bedroom, two people were laying entwined on the bed. The bed made a rhythmic cracking sound as the man pushed his body up and down. The woman's legs were wrapped tightly around the man's waist as she let out soft moans: "Ah... ah... ah... ah... more... more... it's so good... don't stop, honey..."

"Tell me, Maya, do you want John's big penis inside your pussy?" Ethan kept thrusting rhythmically while saying this.

Hearing Ethan's words, Maya’s pussy became suddenly very tight from the excitement and anticipation. Maya didn't reply immediately; she just kept moaning, "Ah... ah... ah..."

"Why aren't you saying anything, Maya? Tell me quickly!" After saying that, Ethan moved his penis faster than before.

"Ah... ah... ah... ah... yes, honey, I want John's penis. Please forgive me for lusting for another man," she pleaded, her voice breathy.

"Tell me, Maya, whose dick is better? Mine or John's?" Ethan asked Maya, his voice demanding affirmation.

"Yours is better, honey! Ah... ah... ah..."

"Do you want to fuck only Ethan, or other men, Maya?" Ethan asked her again, pushing deep inside her.

"No... no... I don't want that! I only want to fuck if you give me approval, honey! Ah... ah..."

"Really? Then that's good," Ethan said while continuing to thrust his dick deep inside her front hole.

Ethan took Maya's breast into his mouth and started aggressively sucking her nipple. Suddenly, Maya let out a loud scream, "Ahhhh! Don't bite my nipples!" She hit Ethan's back playfully, yet firmly.

"Sorry, honey, I got carried away just now," Ethan said, letting out a small, awkward smile while continuing to thrust into her pussy, the rhythm unchanged.

"Yes, you always get carried away," Maya replied to him, her voice still broken by pleasure. "Ah... ah... ah..."

"Now, you lie down. I'll ride you," Maya instructed Ethan, taking a sudden command of the scene.

"Okay, honey," Ethan replied, submitting to her request. With a soft Pop! sound, he took his penis out of Maya’s pussy and quickly lay back on the bed beside her.

Maya quickly shifted position, moving her body to his penis. She took the whole thick penis into her mouth and started to give him a focused blowjob. Her mouth was completely filled with Ethan's penis; there was no space left inside her mouth as she began to move her head up and down for a while.

After a few seconds, she took out his penis, then quickly got up, positioning herself over him. She placed her wet pussy onto his dick and let it slide inside her slowly. "Ahhh..." she sighed contentedly. With that, she began to move up and down, riding him with intense concentration.

A few minutes passed by, and suddenly Ethan said loudly, "I am coming, honey!" With that, he started to push his hips upward, meeting her descent.

"Cum inside me, Ethan! I want you to fill me up!" she urged him fiercely.

With a final, deep thrust, Ethan cum inside Maya's pussy. They both separated from each other, now laying heavily side-by-side, taking long, deep breaths.

"How is it? Are you feeling good, Maya?" Ethan asked, still breathing hard, his voice heavy with satisfaction.

"Yes, honey, it was good," Maya replied softly. She turned her head towards him. "And I want to do it again."

Ethan glanced at the clock on the bedside table and saw it was already 6:00 PM.

"Honey, it's already six PM. We have to clean ourselves up, and then we have to eat something light before we leave for work," Ethan said this to Maya, his focus shifting instantly from pleasure to punctuality.

Maya glanced at the watch and said, "Yes, honey," confirming the time. She got up from the bed, her body still glistening with sweat. "I'll go to the bathroom for washing," she announced, heading for the door.

As I watched the bathroom door close behind Maya, the quiet click refocusing me on the upcoming night.

I thought of our current life. My name is Ethan, and my wife's name is Maya. We both work at the Hotel Van Zandt. We were a normal couple before, but one day we went on a trip with our friends, John and Sarah, where we swapped partners for the first time. It was completely unexpected for us, or you could say, it was accidental swapping.

After that night, we began soft swinging regularly. Then, a few days ago, I had just returned from Maya's cousin's wedding due to some urgent work at the hotel. That night, I went to John and Sarah's house alone for a normal soft swap, but I didn't expect that destiny would plan something different for me. That night, for the first time, I got to fuck a girl outside our marriage. And I didn't break my promise to Maya—before I took that step, I already called Maya and asked for her explicit permission.

And now, this Saturday, John and Sarah will come to our house for a complete full swap

.

I reached out for my phone and saw a few messages waiting. I quickly replied to them, handling a mix of work-related details and personal chatter. While I was intently focused on typing, the bathroom door opened, and Maya walked outside, smelling fresh and clean.

I looked at her briefly but didn't say anything, needing to finish sending the text message quickly. After I was done, I got up and walked straight inside the bathroom.


Chapter 3: The Hotel Van Zandt

Inside the Johnson house,

John and Sarah were getting ready for their evening shift at the Hotel Van Zandt.

Sarah, the Spa Manager Assistant, stood in front of the full-length mirror, smoothly buttoning up a crisp, white silk blouse that contrasted with the dark navy of her pencil skirt—professional attire suitable for her position. She expertly fastened a thin gold chain around her neck, adding a touch of polish.

In the background, John, the Guest Relations Manager, was pulling on a pair of smart black trousers. He checked his reflection, ensuring the knot of his simple gray tie was perfectly centered. He slipped on his black blazer, the fabric settling comfortably over his broad shoulders.

"Do you know where my hotel key card is?" Sarah called out, rummaging through a small decorative bowl on the dresser.

"It's in your black clutch, the one you used yesterday," John replied, already sliding his wallet into his inside pocket.

Sarah found the card, clipped it onto her lanyard, and turned to John, giving a final, approving nod. They looked like any other professional couple preparing for their work night: neat, focused, and ready for their shift.

"Okay, it's already nine PM. Let's go," John said to me, looking at his watch, the moment for starting the evening shift finally here.

He reached out and grasped the metallic cold door handle of our bedroom, pushing it open. We both walked downstairs, the sound of our feet lightly tapping against the wooden stairs echoing softly in the quiet house. With one last look inside our perfectly ordered, private home, we closed the main door. John headed into the garage, and seconds later, maneuvered our silver sedan out into the driveway.

I quickly settled into the passenger seat as John slid behind the wheel. The engine purred to life, and soon we were merging into the stream of evening traffic. The city outside was alive with the glow of streetlights and the constant whoosh of passing cars, the noise a stark contrast to the quiet intimacy we had shared all afternoon.

We drove in comfortable silence for a few minutes, the car radio playing soft jazz. John's left hand rested loosely on the steering wheel, his right hand resting on the center console, close to mine, a silent anchor in the surrounding city chaos.

A few minutes later, the glittering facade of the Hotel Van Zandt rose into view. John smoothly pulled into the staff parking garage. The shift in atmosphere was immediate: we were leaving the private world of home for the meticulous, demanding environment of our workplace.

John parked the car, and we exchanged one last, charged glance.

"Ready for the grind?" he murmured, pulling his keys out of the ignition.

"As ready as I'll ever be," I replied, unbuckling my seatbelt.

We stepped out of the car, adjusting our professional attire, ready to face the world and our shifts.

We walked together through the concrete expanse of the staff parking garage, the silence broken only by the echo of our footsteps. We reached the discreet employee entrance at the back of the building.

We both flashed our hotel key cards at the security reader, the turnstile clicking open for us. Passing through the employee security checkpoint, we quickly navigated the short hallway that led to the staff locker room area. The air immediately changed, thick with the smell of cleaning chemicals, coffee, and faint locker room musk.

"I’ll see you later," John said, pausing by the door marked 'Management Offices' which led toward the front desk. "I'll have to deal with the late-shift complaints right away."

"I'm heading straight to the spa desk. Good luck," I replied. We gave each other a quick, professional squeeze of the forearm—a gesture that publicly meant encouragement but privately contained all the unsaid excitement and secrecy of the afternoon.

As I walked toward the Spa offices, pulling on my professional smile, I thought about the stark division: one life filled with quiet domesticity and intense, clandestine planning; the other, a world of polite formality and demanding hotel guests. It was incredible how easily we slipped the professional mask over the truth.

John POV,

I walked toward the front desk. The vast, polished marble surface gleamed under the soft recessed lighting of the lobby. I immediately saw Rumi and Maya already engrossed in their work, dealing efficiently with a client.

As I approached the counter, the client finished their transaction and walked away. I went up to the desk and asked them, my voice low and professional, "Is everything alright?"

Both simultaneously replied, "Yes, John, everything is fine. It's just a regular workload," their expressions calm and focused.

Hearing them say that, I didn't say anything further. I took my position behind the counter and started to check the various screens on the desktop—the reservation system, the check-in queue, and the general communication logs—to ensure everything was running smoothly.

I finished scanning the logs and saw an outstanding request regarding a VIP check-in for the late hour.

"Maya," I said, keeping my voice level, the tone of a manager to an assistant. "Did Mr. Davison's profile notes get updated for the penthouse suite? He wanted a change in the evening service." I passed her a printed note that contained the original request details.

"I updated it fifteen minutes ago, John," Maya replied easily, taking the document. As her fingers brushed the paper, my eyes followed the movement of her hand—the same hand I knew, with absolute certainty, would be touching me intimately on Saturday night. My focus fractured instantly. I saw her smooth skin, the subtle curve of her wrist, and my mind flashed back to Sarah's voice confirming the rules: Protection, no penetrated inside the ass hole.

The proximity, the professionalism, and the anticipation of the confirmed swap created a sudden, fierce heat in my chest. I quickly pulled my gaze away, forcing myself to look back at the screen, hoping my composure hadn't cracked.

And just like that, the busy hours of the night quickly passed away. We were now sitting in the quiet staff rest area, filling our stomachs with a late-night snack.

Beside me was Sarah, who was animatedly telling me what had happened earlier with a particularly rude client who had treated one of our junior staff members with zero respect.

"And our hotel has a strict policy about this," Sarah explained, her voice low but firm. "If any guest treats our employees in a rude manner, they’ll have to leave the hotel the next day. I already filed the report."

"John... John..." Sarah suddenly called me, her voice cutting through my distracted thoughts. "Are you listening to me?"

I snapped back to reality. "Sorry," I replied quickly. "I got distracted for a while."

Just like that, we continued to chat for a while, discussing the typical stressors of the late shift. But time, as always, passed quickly, and our rest time was soon over.

"Bye for now, John. I'll see you after our work ends," Sarah said, giving me a quick, squeeze of the arm as she stood up.

I nodded to her while she walked away, heading back toward the quieter Spa area. I was left alone, finally able to let the professional façade drop entirely and focus on the secret anticipation of the upcoming weekend.
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— S. Darkness


Chapter 1: Saturday Evening

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We quickly reached the parking area.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sarah, POV,

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

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

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

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

………………………..

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2: Long Night

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Maya’s POV

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

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

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

John’s POV

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Swinger’s Dreams: A Wife To Share: Volume 4

A Partner Swap That Redefines Marriage

— S. Darkness


Chapter 1: Winter Plans

The atmosphere in Ethan and Maya’s dining room was thick enough to cut with a knife. It wasn't an uncomfortable tension, but rather a high-voltage hum that seemed to vibrate in the crystal glassware and the polished silver. The scent of roasted garlic and rosemary from the meal Ethan had prepared lingered in the air, but my appetite had been replaced by a tight knot of anticipation.

I settled onto the sofa, the leather cool against my back. After a quick, knowing nod to me, Sarah followed Maya back toward the kitchen.

"Ethan, why don't you go and chat with John?" Sarah said, her voice dropping into a low, honeyed tone. She leaned against the doorframe, looking at Ethan with a bold, seductive smile. "Maya and I will take care of the rest of the cooking."

From my vantage point on the sofa, I watched the effect she had on him. Hearing that specific, sultry edge in Sarah’s voice, Ethan actually went still—stunned for a heartbeat as he registered the invitation in her eyes. It was a side of my wife he hadn't fully experienced yet, and it was clearly working.

Suddenly, Ethan broke into a wide, appreciative grin. "Okay then," he chuckled, raising his hands in mock surrender. "If you ladies insist on doing the heavy lifting, I’ll go and get some rest."

Beside them, Maya just shook her head, her face lit up with a knowing smile. She nudged Ethan playfully toward the living room. "Go on," she encouraged him. "Take a break while we finish up."

Ethan let out a satisfied "Hmm" and nodded. He turned away from the delicious chaos of the kitchen and walked toward the sofa, his eyes meeting mine as he approached.

Within a blink of an eye, Ethan was beside me, sinking into the cushions of the sofa. The sounds of Sarah and Maya’s laughter and the clinking of pans drifted from the kitchen, but here in the living room, the energy was different—steadier, but no less charged.

"Let's watch television while they’re finishing the cooking," Ethan suggested, his eyes scanning the room for the remote.

"No objections here," I replied, trying to sound more relaxed than I actually felt. "How about the sports channel? We can just see what’s on."

Ethan nodded, his thumb already hovering over the power button. "Sounds good. We’ll just watch whatever is currently playing."

I let out a small laugh, the tension in my shoulders easing slightly. "Fair enough. Whatever pops up first, that’s our game."

Ethan clicked the TV on and flipped to a random sports network. The screen flared to life with the bright green of a diamond and the roar of a stadium crowd. "It’s a baseball match!" I exclaimed, a bit louder than I intended. "We’re lucky. I was worried we’d be stuck with something obscure."

Ethan leaned back, crossing his arms. "You’re right about that. I thought we might have to settle for some boring re-run."

For a few minutes, we fell into a comfortable silence, our eyes locked on the pitcher’s mound. On the surface, we were just two friends watching a Saturday night game, but beneath the commentary and the crowd noise, the real "game" was still very much on both our minds.

"John," Ethan said suddenly. His voice had dropped that intense edge, returning to a tone that was remarkably relaxed and casual.

"What is it, Ethan?" I asked, matching his easygoing vibe while keeping my eyes glued to a runner stealing second base.

"Nothing important, really," he replied, leaning his head back against the sofa. "I just thought about our last conversation—the one about finally taking that trip to Germany."

Hearing him say that triggered a sudden flashback. I remembered a dinner weeks ago where the four of us had spent hours debating travel destinations. It had turned into a hilarious but heated mock-argument between Ethan and Maya; he was dead-set on the historic beer halls of Germany, while she was adamant about visiting the architecture in Ukraine. At the time, they were at a total stalemate.

I finally turned my head away from the baseball game, looking at him with genuine curiosity. "Did you guys actually decide where to go? Did Maya finally cave?"

Ethan’s face broke into a triumphant, glowing smile. "Yes, we decided. And I actually won this time," he said, sounding incredibly proud of himself.

I was floored. A sense of genuine shock washed over me, and I found myself muttering under my breath, "How is that even possible? How can you win an argument with your wife?" I’d been married to Sarah long enough to know that "winning" usually meant a strategic compromise at best.

I leaned in, my voice eager and full of anticipation. "Forget the baseball game. You have to tell me—how did you win? What’s the secret?"

Ethan looked at me with a slow, sly smile spreading across his face. He looked like a man holding the keys to the kingdom. He opened his mouth, about to reveal his master tactic, but then he abruptly stopped.

Seeing that he stopped, I became anxious. The "secret" to winning an argument with a wife was the holy grail of marriage, and I wasn't about to let it go. "Ethan, you have to tell me," I urged, leaning closer. "How can you win an argument with your wife? You won't believe me, but I haven't won a single argument with Sarah since the day we got married."

I looked at Ethan, waiting for the wisdom, but his face suddenly shifted into a look of pure panic. He started making strange faces and frantic gestures with his hands, his eyes wide. I felt a wave of confusion wash over me.

"What is it, Ethan? I don't understand what you are saying," I asked again, completely oblivious.

Ethan didn't speak; he just kept gesturing desperately, pointing his finger toward the space directly behind me.

Suddenly, I felt a bone-chilling cold air blowing from behind. It felt like the temperature in the room had dropped twenty degrees in a split second, making my entire body shiver. A heavy, oppressive silence had replaced the distant sounds of the kitchen.

I turned my head with great difficulty, my neck feeling stiff with dread. Standing right there, only a few feet away, was Sarah. She was staring at me with a completely expressionless face—no anger, no smile, just a blank, terrifying void.

And it was at that moment that I knew... I fucked up.

"So," Sarah said, her voice eerily calm, cutting through the silence like a razor. "You haven't won a single argument, John?"

Beside me, Ethan had turned back to the television, suddenly intensely interested in a baseball replay as if he were trying to become invisible. I was on my own.

"I... I... yes, you heard it wrong!" I stammered, my brain scrambling for any liferaft in this sea of trouble. "I didn't say that I didn't win any arguments. What I said was... was that I was the one whose topic was wrong in those arguments!" I quickly tried to avoid the question with total nonsense, hoping a cloud of confusion would save me.

Sarah didn't buy a word of it. She rolled her eyes at me, a sharp, knowing glint in her gaze. "I'll talk to you at home," she said simply. The words were a promise and a threat rolled into one. With a final, dismissive "hump," she turned on her heel and walked back toward the kitchen.

The moment she was out of sight, I let out a long, shaky breath of relief, my heart still hammering against my ribs. I whipped my head toward Ethan, narrowing my eyes.

"You traitor," I hissed in a very low voice, loud enough only for him to hear.

Ethan looked at me, his expression one of pure "wronged" innocence. "I clearly tried to say 'look behind you,' but you didn't understand my intentions at all!"

"Why didn't you just speak up and say Sarah was behind me?" I shot back. "Why didn't you just say 'Stop talking'?"

"Ahh... I didn't think much about that," Ethan said, his eyes widening as if a lightbulb had finally clicked on over his head. "Don't worry, I'll call your name next time if something like this happens again."

I arched an eyebrow, looking at him skeptically. "So you want something like this to happen to me again? Is that it?"

Hearing my nonsense question, Ethan went completely speechless. He opened his mouth, closed it, and looked at me like I was speaking a foreign language. He truly didn't know what to say anymore.

I couldn't keep the straight face any longer. I let out a small smile and patted his shoulder. "Don't worry, I was just joking with you."

Ethan sighed with relief, his posture relaxing. With the "crisis" averted and the kitchen still bustling with the final preparations, we both turned our focus back to the baseball match, though I was now much more aware of the footsteps behind me.

A few seconds of silence passed before Ethan suddenly sat upright, snapping his fingers. "Ahh! I completely forgot about the main topic we were talking about!"

I realized then that Sarah’s sudden appearance had completely derailed us. We had been so caught up in the "wife-winning" secret that we’d moved away from the actual point of the conversation. "Yes, you’re right," I agreed, leaning back. "The trip."

"So, when do you think we should go?" Ethan asked, looking at me for a serious opinion.

I rubbed my chin, my hand moving thoughtfully over my jaw as I considered the calendar. "Hmm..." I started to think about it deeply. "I think we should wait a few more months. You see, it’s winter now, and with Christmas coming up, everything is going to be a rush. I think it would be better if we postpone it until the season shifts."

I looked toward the kitchen, then back to him. "We already know the destination is Germany now, thanks to your 'victory,' and Sarah and I are fine with going anywhere. Let’s just pick a better window."

Ethan leaned back, weighing my words. He nodded slowly after a moment. "Yes, you’re right. It’s better for us to wait a few more months. Better to travel when things aren't so chaotic with the holidays."

With the travel plans settled and the "secret" to winning his argument still left mysteriously unsaid, a long, heavy silence stretched between us. We weren't just thinking about Germany anymore. We were thinking about the fact that by the time we actually went on that trip, the dynamic between our two families would be fundamentally different.

We both turned our heads back to the television, the flickering light of the baseball game reflecting in our eyes, as we waited for the women to announce that it was time to eat.

Back in the kitchen, the air was thick with the scent of searing steak and fresh herbs. I noticed the change in Sarah’s demeanor the moment she stepped back across the tile. Her jaw was set, and there was a sharp spark in her eyes that hadn't been there a few minutes ago.

I let out a soft chuckle, stirring the sauce on the stove. "What happened, Sarah?" I asked, glancing at her over my shoulder. "Why the long face all of a sudden?"

Sarah let out an annoyed huff, grabbing a stack of napkins to fold. "Don’t even mention it," she said, her voice laced with a bit of irritation. She was clearly frustrated that the men were gossiping like schoolboys the moment our backs were turned. "It’s John and Ethan. They’re out there discussing how we’re 'always right' and how they never win an argument."

I stopped stirring for a second, a knowing smile tugging at the corners of my mouth. Sarah didn't like being the subject of their complaints—especially not tonight, when everything was supposed to be perfect.

"Yeah, you’re right about that," I agreed, leaning against the counter. "Men and their complaints... they act like they're so oppressed just because we have better intuition."

Sarah nodded, her expression softening slightly as we bonded over the shared experience of managing our husbands. "Exactly. It’s not like we try to be right all the time; we just usually are."

We both shared a quiet laugh, the brief moment of annoyance dissolving into a sense of solidarity.

The sharp crack of a bat on the television screen was suddenly drowned out by the rhythmic clicking of heels on the hardwood floor. Sarah and Maya emerged from the kitchen like a united front, their presence immediately commanding the room and forcing our attention away from the game. They moved with a synchronized grace, their faces wiped clean of the earlier irritation, replaced by the poised masks of perfect hostesses.

The sensory assault hit us before they even reached the table. Maya led the way, carrying a massive white ceramic platter holding a garlic-rubbed prime rib roast, its exterior perfectly charred and glistening with a herb-infused au jus. The scent of roasted rosemary and cracked black pepper trailed behind her like a seductive perfume.

Sarah followed closely, looking stunning in her black dress as she balanced a large bowl of truffle-oil mashed potatoes that sent up plumes of earthy, buttery steam. In her other hand, she held a side of charred asparagus drizzled with a balsamic glaze, the vibrant green stalks providing a sharp contrast to the dark elegance of her outfit.

"Dinner is served, gentlemen," Maya announced, her voice a playful chime that made Ethan and me sit up straighter.

The dining table, which had been a bare stage only minutes ago, was quickly transformed into a decadent spread. The warm glow of the overhead chandelier reflected off the polished silverware and the deep crimson of the wine Sarah had poured earlier. As the ladies set the heavy dishes down, the clatter of porcelain against wood felt like the final bell. The "normal" evening was officially over; the feast was laid out, and the air was thick with the smell of rich food and the undeniable, electric scent of what was to come.


Chapter 2: The First Move

Dinner had been a blur of rich flavors and loaded glances, but now the formal part of the evening was over. We had migrated to the large, L-shaped sofa to rest and let the meal settle. The seating arrangement had shifted naturally into something far more intimate: I was at one end, with Maya sitting flush against my right side. To Maya’s other side sat Sarah, and at the far end, completing the semi-circle, was Ethan.

Being this close to Maya was intoxicating. Every time she breathed, I caught the scent of her perfume—a heady mix of jasmine and something darker, like musk—mingled with the natural warmth of her skin. Our thighs were pressed together from hip to knee; I could feel the radiant heat of her body seeping through the thin fabric of her emerald dress.

"Guys, we’ve decided we’re going to wait a few more months before the trip," Ethan said, breaking the silence as he leaned toward Sarah and Maya. "With winter and Christmas coming up, it's just better to postpone it."

Sarah leaned back into the cushions, looking relaxed and surprisingly indifferent. "I don’t care," she replied with a shrug. "You guys choose the place. I’ll go wherever you all decide."

Maya simply nodded, her eyes fixed on the coffee table. "Okay," she whispered softly.

The conversation provided the perfect cover. My heart hammered against my ribs as I let my right hand drift down from the sofa cushion. Taking a breath, I rested my palm firmly on Maya’s thigh. Her skin felt incredibly soft beneath the silk, and the heat radiating from her was intense.

I felt her entire body go rigid for a split second—a sharp, sudden tension. She turned her head slightly, her eyes meeting mine, wide and searching. But she didn't pull away. She didn't move my hand.

Emboldened by her silence, I let my fingers curl slightly, beginning a slow, deliberate rub around her knee. I started moving my hand upward, the friction of the silk against her skin creating a low-voltage electricity between us.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Ethan reach out and take Sarah’s hand. Sarah stopped talking for a heartbeat, a small catch in her breath, but within a blink of an eye, they resumed their conversation as if nothing had changed. Ethan seemed strangely calm today—usually, he was the one who struggled to hide his impatience. I realized then that he was likely slowing things down on purpose; this was Maya’s first time with me, and he was giving us the space to find our own rhythm.

I stopped watching them and turned my full focus on the woman beside me. I pulled my hand back from her thigh, sliding it behind her back to wrap firmly around her soft, supple waist.

Maya’s response was immediate and electric. She reached down, her palm landing flat against my thigh, and began to move her hand slowly downward. As her fingertips grazed a path just inches away from my groin, my body reacted instantly—I could feel myself becoming painfully hard against the denim of my jeans.

I looked into her eyes and saw a playful, daring curve on her lips. She was challenging me.

Seeing her advance, I stopped hesitating. I slid my hand up from her waist, my palm skimming over her ribs until I reached the swell of her breast.

"Ahh..." Maya let out a small, sharp moan, her teeth catching her lower lip as she tilted her head back slightly.

I didn't stop. I allowed my hand to climb higher, finally cupping the soft, full curves I had spent so many nights fantasizing about. The reality was better than the dream—they were warm, heavy, and perfect.

"Hmnn..." she hummed, her eyes fluttering shut. At the same time, she closed the remaining distance with her hand, her fingers finally curling around the prominent bulge in my pants. The contact was so sudden and firm that I nearly lost my breath.

From the corner of my eye, I caught Ethan finally making his move. As he reached out toward Sarah’s breast, she gently caught his wrist, stopping him just short of contact. She leaned in close, whispering something private and urgent into his ear. Ethan went still, considering her words for a few seconds before nodding solemnly.

He looked over at us, and the spell was momentarily broken. I reluctantly pulled my hand away from Maya’s warmth, and she mirrored my movement, withdrawing her hand from my lap as we both turned our attention toward him.

Ethan cleared his throat, his voice regaining its composure. "Guys, Sarah and I think... we think it’s time we moved to separate rooms."

He paused, looking at Maya and me, waiting for our consent. I looked at Maya; her cheeks were flushed, her eyes dark with a hunger that matched my own. She gave a small, firm nod. Together, we replied simultaneously, "Okay then."

The transition was surreal. We all stood up from the sofa, the heavy atmosphere of the living room clinging to us like a second skin. I stepped toward Sarah, taking her face in my hands for one last moment of "us." I kissed her deeply on the lips, then leaned in to whisper into her ear: "Remember the rules."

Sarah looked surprised for a heartbeat, then a knowing smile spread across her face. She leaned back in and whispered back, "Enjoy yourself, honey."

I didn't say anything, just gave her a final, supportive smile. Nearby, Maya and Ethan were having their own hushed exchange. After a few seconds, they separated, and Ethan looked at his wife with genuine tenderness. "I love you, Maya," he said softly.

Maya nodded, letting out a small, breathless "Hmm" sound.

The walk upstairs felt like a procession. The hallway light was dim, casting long shadows against the walls. They had two guest rooms ready for us, a perfect setup for what was to come. At the top of the stairs, in front of the bedroom doors, the four of us paused. We looked at each other one last time—a final, silent acknowledgment of the boundary we were about to cross.

Then, the pairs split. Sarah and Ethan walked into the room on the left, while Maya and I stepped into the room on the right.

Bang. The doors closed in unison, echoing through the house and sealing us away from the outside world.

The moment the door clicked shut, the last of my restraint evaporated. I pulled Maya into a tight, hungry embrace, burying my face in the crook of her neck. The scent of her perfume was overpowering now that we were in the confined space of the bedroom. I peppered her neck with hot, urgent kisses, guiding her backward until the backs of her knees hit the edge of the mattress.

I eased her down onto the bed, hovering over her for a heartbeat. Her face was flushed a deep, beautiful crimson, her chest heaving with anticipation. She gave me a slow, welcoming nod—a final green light. Without another word, I lowered myself, burying my face against her left breast while my hand gripped the other, feeling the incredible softness and weight of her.

"Ahh..." she let out a long, shaky moan. As I kneaded her skin, the sounds she made became more rhythmic and seductive. "Ah... ah... ah... ah..."

The heat was becoming unbearable. I pulled back for a moment, my breath hitching as I stood up to strip. I kicked off my shoes and shed my clothes until I stood before her completely nude. Maya followed suit, her movements fluid and graceful, until she was wearing nothing but her lace underpants, her arms crossed somewhat self-consciously over her chest.

I stood there, paralyzed for a few seconds, just taking her in. She was breathtaking. "What a beautiful figure you have, Maya," I said, my voice thick with genuine awe.

Maya looked down, a shy, bashful smile tugging at her lips. "It’s not that good, John," she murmured, her voice soft. "I have a little fat around my belly, and my weight is a bit higher than it should be."

"No... no, no," I countered immediately, kneeling back onto the bed and gently pulling her hands away from her chest. "Don't say that. That little bit of softness makes you so much sexier. It’s perfect, Maya. And as for the weight..." I gave her a wicked, playful wink. "I think it’s mostly because of these big melons you’re carrying."

She let out a genuine, melodic laugh at the joke, her shyness melting away. She hooked a finger toward me, a silent, beckoning invitation.

I didn't waste another second. I threw myself back into her arms, my mouth finding one of her dark, turgid nipples. I took it between my lips and began to suckle deeply.

"Oh... so good... ahh... it feels so good, John!" she cried out, her fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me closer.

Caught up in the intensity, I nipped her nipple a little too firmly with my teeth.

"Ahhhhhh!" she let out a loud, sharp cry, her back arching off the bed as she panted for air. "Don’t bite so hard! It hurts!"

I pulled back slightly, seeing the damp mark I'd left behind. "Okay," I whispered, my voice a low growl. "I’ll be careful."

I went back to her, this time using my tongue to swirl around the sensitive tip, soothing the sting while my hand slid down, seeking the waistband of her panties.

The air in the room was thick and heavy, charged with the scent of sex and the sound of our mingled breathing. My hand was only inches away from her core now. I moved it down slowly, my fingers finally making contact with the heat between her thighs.

Maya let out a sharp, loud moan, her body reacting instinctively as she clamped her legs shut, trapping my hand firmly against her. I didn't pull away; instead, I used my fingers to circle and tease her through the thin lace while my mouth remained locked on her nipple. She was already soaked, the friction creating a slick, rhythmic sound that filled the quiet of the room.

Within seconds, the tension in her muscles gave way. Her legs loosened, and I seized the chance to slide my hand inside her panties. The immediate, slippery warmth made her let out a loud, ragged gasp, her back arching off the bed as she surrendered to the sensation.

I didn't waste another moment. I reached down and hooked my thumbs into the waistband of her underpants, sliding them down her legs until they were gone. Now, Maya lay completely naked before me, her body a map of curves and desire, ready for the final step.

I positioned myself between her thighs, the tip of my member rubbing up and down against her heat.

"Ahh... ahh... John, I want it! Give it to me!" Maya pleaded, her voice a desperate whisper between moans. "Please... enter me..."

I took a deep, steadying breath, my heart thundering in my ears. I slowly pushed forward, feeling the resistance of her tight, hot walls. She was incredibly narrow, the internal heat wrapping around me like a vice as I sank deeper. I pushed one last time, seating myself fully against her.

"Ahh... it’s so deep!" she cried out, her nails digging into my shoulders. "Move it, John! Move it fast... ah... it’s hitting my womb! It feels so good!"

Hearing her desperate request, I lost the last of my control. I began to thrust, building a frantic, driving rhythm. We moved together in a feverish blur, shifting positions—from the bed to the edge, then back again—as the friction pushed us both toward the edge of the abyss.

"Ahh... ah... John, I’m cuming!" she screamed, her legs locking around my waist. "Don't stop! Move faster!"

"I’m right there with you, Maya!" I growled.

With one final, powerful thrust, I felt the intense, pulsing release. I came hard inside her, the protection of the condom a silent reminder of the rules we’d set. I collapsed forward, burying my face into the soft cushion of her breasts, letting my dead weight rest on her for what felt like an eternity.

For more than fifteen seconds, neither of us moved. We just stayed there, fused together, the only sound being the frantic thud of our hearts. Finally, I rolled off her, falling onto the mattress beside her. We lay there in the dark, gasping for air, our bodies slick with sweat, staring at the ceiling as the reality of what we had just done settled over us.

While the air was thick with passion in one room, a different kind of tension was brewing in the other. As the door had clicked shut minutes earlier, Sarah walked toward the bed with a predatory grace, while Ethan followed behind, sinking onto the mattress with a distracted air. He was quiet, his eyes distant, clearly lost in the heavy thoughts of what was happening just a few feet away.

Sarah didn't hesitate. She reached out and wrapped her hand around the prominent bulge in his trousers. He was already rock-hard, and at her touch, Ethan let out a small, startled "Hmm" sound, snapping back to the present.

"Are you thinking about Maya?" Sarah asked, her voice a low, silk-wrapped blade.

Ethan’s face twisted with a troubled expression. He opened his mouth to speak, to perhaps voice a lingering doubt, but he stopped himself. Sarah leaned in closer, her lips brushing against the shell of his ear.

"Do you want to hear what they’re doing right now?" she whispered, her breath hot against his skin. "Do you want to see your wife being ridden by another man?"

Ethan trembled at the suggestion. Beneath Sarah’s palm, she felt his member throb and harden even further. A sly, triumphant smile spread across her face. She had him.

She stood up from the bed and glided toward the door, pulling it open just an inch. She turned back, hooking a slender finger toward him in a silent command to follow. Ethan hesitated for a heartbeat—the last stand of his rationality—but his raw lust quickly overthrew his restraint. He stood up and followed her out into the hallway.

They crept toward the other bedroom door, the sound of Maya’s loud, uninhibited moans vibrating through the wood. Sarah reached for the handle and, with agonizing slowness, pushed the door open just a crack.

Ethan leaned in behind her. His eyes widened as the scene unfolded: he saw John hunched over Maya, his mouth hungrily working her nipple while one hand disappeared between her naked thighs, working her ruthlessly.

Sarah glanced back at Ethan. His face was a mask of pure, unadulterated lust, his breathing shallow and jagged. Without a word, she reached down and slid his zipper open, releasing his heavy length into the cool air of the hallway. As Ethan stood there, paralyzed by the sight of his wife in another man's arms, Sarah began to rub him with a firm, rhythmic grip, turning him into a silent witness to his own fantasy.

Through the crack in the door, the view was hypnotic. John was already buried deep inside Maya, their bodies moving in a primal, rhythmic dance. Ethan stared, unable to tear his eyes away from the sight of his wife surrendering so completely to his friend. He took several deep, jagged breaths, his chest heaving, before finally looking down. He let out a small, strangled gasp as he saw Sarah already kneeling on the hardwood floor before him, her hands expertly massaging his length.

Sarah looked up at him with a glimmer of mischief in her eyes. Slowly, she parted her lips and took his thick member into her mouth. She began to move her head with a practiced deliberate pace, sending jolts of electricity through Ethan’s spine.

Ethan’s hands instinctively found the top of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. He began to thrust into her mouth, his pace quickening as his eyes remained locked on the door's crack, watching John continue to drive into Maya. The visual of his wife being taken, combined with the sensation of Sarah’s mouth, pushed him toward the edge of sanity.

After a few intense minutes, Ethan pulled back, his breath coming in ragged pants. Sarah took a moment to catch her breath, but the fire in Ethan was far from extinguished. He guided her back to the task, his movements becoming more frantic and urgent as the sounds of Maya’s approaching climax echoed in the hall.

The end came quickly. Ethan’s body went rigid as he reached his limit, his hips bucking as he came inside Sarah’s mouth. He eventually withdrew, leaning against the wall for support. Sarah didn't flinch; she swallowed the release entirely, her eyes never leaving his.

She stood up with a slight wince, her knees stiff from the cold floor. Inside the other room, the sounds of John and Maya were finally tapering off into heavy silence. Sarah reached out, took Ethan’s trembling hand, and slowly pulled the door shut, sealing the secret of their voyeurism.

They walked back toward their own bedroom in a daze. As they reached the doorway, Sarah paused, her voice a low murmur. "You go inside, Ethan. I’m going to use the hallway bathroom to freshen up."

Ethan, still reeling from the sensory overload, could only nod. He walked into their dark room alone, while Sarah turned and headed for the bathroom, the echo of the night's events following her down the hall.

The night had passed in a blur of heavy sleep. I woke up in the familiar comfort of our own bedroom, the sunlight filtering through the curtains. We had driven home late from Ethan and Maya’s; they had insisted we stay the night, but the short drive felt necessary to process everything in our own space.

Beside me, Sarah was a portrait of peace, her breathing slow and shallow. I couldn't help myself—I reached out and gently brushed my fingers against her cheek, marveling at how normal everything felt despite the world having shifted on its axis the night before.

Her eyelashes fluttered, and she slowly opened her eyes.

"Sorry, did I wake you up?" I quickly apologized, withdrawing my hand.

"No, honey," she murmured, her voice thick with sleep. "I’ve been awake for a little while... I just didn't want to get up yet."

She shifted closer, tucking her head into the crook of my neck and rubbing her forehead against my chest. We lay there in a comfortable silence for a long time. The only sound in the room was the steady tick-tock of the wall clock, which currently read 10:48 AM.

Despite the peace, a small seed of worry stayed in my mind. I needed to know. "Honey," I began, my voice laced with genuine concern, "How was it yesterday? Did Ethan... did he bully you? If he did anything you didn't want to do, you have to tell me. I’ll talk to him."

Hearing the worry in my voice, Sarah’s face seemed to bloom like a flower, a radiant, reassured smile spreading across her lips. She looked up at me with clear, bright eyes.

"No, he didn't bully me or anything," she replied softly, squeezing me tighter. "And I wouldn't let anyone bully me anyway. Only you, my husband, can bully me."

Sarah’s POV

Hearing John ask that question made a wave of warmth wash through my heart. He was so protective, so worried about my well-being even after we had agreed to this swap.

I didn't tell him what actually happened last night—how I had controlled the situation in the hallway, or how I hadn't even let Ethan truly possess me in the way John had possessed Maya. I wouldn't let Ethan fuck me without my husband right there to see it; my loyalty and my body belong to John first. The idea of anyone else "bullying" me was almost laughable.

Only my dear husband can bully me, I thought, pressing my face into his skin. Nobody else. I wouldn't let it happen, no matter what.

"I’m glad to hear that," John sighed, the tension finally leaving his shoulders. "I was just worried."

"Don't be," I whispered.

We stayed tangled together in the sheets, letting the morning drift away, both of us keeping our own little secrets about just how far we were willing to go.


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams:

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 — Swinger Dream: A Journey Into Partner Swapping and Desire Season 3 — coming soon.

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

This is Season 2, Volume 1.

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

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

Swinger Dream: The First Swap: Volume 1

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

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

?? The Swinger’s First Step (Volumes 1-4)

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FXN6LGGD

Follow me for more story.

— S. Darkness
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