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Chapter 1: Early Afternoon

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2: The Morning Coffee

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

……………

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

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

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

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

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

“They’re perfect,” I murmured.

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

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

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

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

It felt normal, in the best possible way.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The cashier chuckled under his breath, overhearing us.

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

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

I didn’t. I knew better today.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Attention from strangers always made me uncomfortable.

But Sarah stepped forward, her tone warm yet steady.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3: Cooking

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

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

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

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

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

She didn’t even glance up.

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

Her voice left no room for negotiation.

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

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

The kitchen had transformed into Sarah’s territory.

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

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

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

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

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

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

A woman on a mission.

Ready to prove something not to the world…

but to herself.

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

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

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

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

It smelled… surprisingly good.

A nervous flutter rose in my chest.

I hope this is actually edible.

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

Sarah whipped her head toward me, eyebrows raised.

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

I didn’t dare argue.

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

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

Praise me. Now.

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

It was good.

Actually good.

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

Sarah leaned forward, anticipation written all over her face.

“Well?”

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

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

Her mouth split into a triumphant grin.

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

I looked at her lovingly, my chest swelling.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I looked into her eyes and gave a soft, sincere

“Hmm.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A quiet sigh escaped me.

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

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

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

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

“Mmm… I love this,” she murmured.

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

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

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

I nodded with the same contentment settling inside me.

The meal was done—

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


Chapter 4: The Hotel Van Zandt

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

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

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

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

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

And just like that, our night shift began.

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

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

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

They responded with matching enthusiasm.

“Hi, guys!”

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

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

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

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

Now she will spend time with Ethan.

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

And after last night…

Would they cross the line again?

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

The hotel suddenly felt like a ticking time bomb.

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

I blinked and turned toward her and Rumi, refocusing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sarah's POV

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I took my phone and placed a call to John.

"Hello, John? Are you busy now?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: What happens when the swapping partner becomes more than just a one-night thrill?

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

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

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

Continue the journey in Next Volume — Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Volume 8),

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Volume 8) https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G355TC32

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

?? The Swinger’s First Step (Volumes 1–4) https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FXN6LGGD

Follow me for new story.

— S. Darkness
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