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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.


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: A Wife To Share: A Swinger Weekend Begins.

Your support means everything — if this story touched you, please take a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Every review helps independent authors like me reach more readers.

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

Their choices have only deepened the mystery. New faces, new temptations, and unexpected emotions await in the chapters ahead.

Stay tuned for Swinger Dream: A Wife To Share volume 3 — coming soon.

This is Season 2, Volume 1.

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

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

Swinger Dream: The First Swap: Volume 1

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

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

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

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

Follow me for more story.

— S. Darkness
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