

Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Volume1

A Married Couple’s First Step into the World of Wife Sharing

— S. Darkness


Table of Contents

Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Volume1             1

Chapter 1: Happy Marriage             7

Chapter 2: The Beginning of Everything             12

Chapter 3: Love & Lust             19


© 2025 S. Darkness

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form without permission from the author.

Disclaimer: All characters are fictional and over 18 years old. Any resemblance to real persons is purely coincidental.


Dedication

To every reader who dares to explore the unknown paths of love, trust, and desire.

This story is for you.


Acknowledgments

I would like to thank everyone who supports independent writers and chooses to spend their time exploring new stories. Your curiosity and passion keep these pages alive.

A special thanks to all readers who believe in second chances, new beginnings, and the courage to step into unexplored journeys.


Disclaimer / Content Warning

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual events, people, or places is purely coincidental.

This book contains explicit adult themes, including consensual partner swapping and mature sexual content, intended for readers 18 years and older.

By reading further, you confirm that you are of legal age in your country to access adult material


Chapter 1: Happy Marriage

It’s just an ordinary day in Austin.

Inside a small house, the bedroom looks like a couple’s room — a little messy, a little warm. A pair of pants lies half-folded on the floor, a bra tossed near the edge of the bed.

The man and woman were tangled together, half-naked on the rumpled sheets. As he drove his hips in a blur of rapid, urgent strokes—the kind of pace that signals the very edge of control—his hands sank into the soft weight of her breast, shaping and teasing the nipple.

A soft, breathy sound escaped her, "Ah... ah..." She whispered the command, "Gently... slow down..." but simultaneously wrapped her leg high around his waist, pulling him deeper into the frantic rhythm.

Strained and low, the man’s voice broke the pattern, "Baby, I'll climax in a moment."

Ignoring the rush of his words, she replied, "Kiss me, Husband."

He dropped his head, and their mouths met. The wet sound of their lips parting mixed with the rhythmic creak of the old bed frame until, just seconds later, both pulled back, gasping for air.

That brief respite was instantly shattered as the man renewed his pace, driving harder. Seeing her husband’s face tighten with exertion, she knew the end was seconds away and gave him the final permission: "Honey, come inside me."

Her pleasure built into a series of sharp, quick cries—"Ah... Ah... Ah..."

With a loud, collective gasp, the sound of the creaking bed suddenly ceased, leaving only the heavy, shared silence of two bodies catching their breath.

My name is John Johnson, and I'm a thirty-year-old manager at a medium-sized hotel.

I met my wife, Sarah, five years ago when she started working here. When I first saw her, I was instantly attached—it was love at first sight. She looked stunning in her professional uniform: her dark, long hair, beautiful eyes, and milky white skin captivated me. After circling around each other for a few months, I started pursuing her. It took a year, but she finally agreed to date me. She’s two years younger, twenty-eight, and we’ve been married for two years now. Our life is ordinary, but we are happy.

The heavy, shared silence was broken by the soft, warm weight of her voice. "What are you thinking, John?" Sarah’s words were barely a whisper, yet they cut through the remnants of my thoughts and the damp stillness of the air. "When are you getting up from my body?"

I blinked, the question bringing me sharply back to the present. The realization that I was still fully weighted upon her made me flinch. "Ah, sorry." I shifted, easing my weight off her hip. "I was just thinking about... maybe we should have a baby now." The lie felt sudden and awkward.

She gave my chest a playful nudge, her voice light and teasing. "We will talk about that later," she replied. "Now, get up and let me clean myself."

Ah, right." I looked down at her adorable face, still flushed from our lovemaking, and couldn't help but pinch her nose lightly.

She immediately snapped my hand away. "What are you doing? Get up now, or I'll let you sleep on the sofa tomorrow!" she warned in a playful tone.

"Yes, yes, my Queen," I murmured, already beginning to shift.

I slowly pulled my body away, easing my arousal out of our joining point. As I did, a warm trace of semen slowly began to flow out from her.

Coming free of her, I rolled onto my back and collapsed beside her, letting out a heavy sigh.

Sarah glanced down at the accumulating wetness on the sheets. "Look, John, what you did! You made a mess inside my pussy."

I looked at her and offered a helpless, apologetic smile. I knew this was coming, but I wasn't going to argue. "Sorry, it's my fault. Should I clean it up for you?"

"No need," she said, gently patting my arm. "You don't have to clean it up. I'll take a shower now."

"Okay," I agreed, feeling the warmth of the bed and the lingering exhaustion. "You finish first. After you're done, I'll go."

After saying that, Sarah slipped gracefully off the bed, her body still feeling the pleasant warmth of their exertion. I lay on my back, watching her beautiful, retreating back until the bathroom door closed with a soft, decisive click.

Inside the quiet steam of the bathroom, I stared at my reflection. My face was still heat-flushed, a testament to the passionate rush that had just ended.

I work as a spa assistant at the Hotel Van Zandt here in Austin. Today is our day off—our quiet night off. John is a Guest Relations Manager, which is really just a fancy title for a hotel manager.

I remember when he started pursuing me; I kept putting him off. But eventually, I thought, why not give him a chance? As we dated, the truth became clear: John is genuinely a kind and deeply considerate man.

When he finally proposed marriage, I was ecstatic. I agreed without hesitation because I truly believed I couldn’t find a man with a better heart than him.

I reached out and cranked the shower knob. The first blast of cold water hit my face like a sudden shock, and a shiver raced instantly down my spine, making my shoulders tense up. The continuous rush of water on the tile was a loud, impatient sound. It was the sound that jarred me, reminding me that John was waiting outside, and I needed to finish quickly.

As I lay on the bed, watching the bathroom door, the sound of the shower water suddenly cut off. I knew Sarah would be out any second.

A few minutes later, the door opened with a soft click. Sarah emerged, wrapped in a plush bathrobe, and looked at me with a lazy smile. "Hurry up and finish it," she said. "We have to sleep."

"Yes, yes, my Queen! I'll be quick," I replied.

With that, I pushed myself off the bed and walked past her toward the door. As I did, I couldn't help myself: I slapped her firmly on the buttocks.

A loud, startled "Ahhhhhh!" escaped her. She instantly looked at me with a pouting face and scolded, "Bad boy!"

Then her eyes dropped, and she saw my reaction. Her voice became irritated. "Look at this beast! It's hard again. Go inside quickly, or I'll chop it down!"

I grinned, puffing out my chest a little. "You're so lucky you found someone as healthy as me."

"Lucky my ass!" she retorted. "I can't rest at all! All you want to do is fuck."

I glanced back at her pert backside, still humming from the slap, and whispered, "Yes, your ass is really lucky."

Her expression snapped to pure fury, and I knew I'd pushed it too far. I didn't wait to see the outcome. I quickly slipped inside the bathroom and slammed the door shut.

After seeing him slam the bathroom door, the angry, pouting look immediately melted from my face. A soft, knowing smile spread across my lips. Did he really think that little show of temper was genuine?

I murmured the truth to myself, leaning my head back against the pillow. "My ass is not lucky; the real lucky person is me." I was able to find a man as genuinely kind and healthy as John.

I quickly shrugged off the bathrobe, letting the terry cloth fall onto the floor, and slipped into my soft nightgown. Then, I slid back under the covers, settling into the warm depression his body had left. I lay there, listening to the muffled rush of the shower, content to wait for him to return.

A few minutes later, John emerged from the bathroom. As soon as I saw him, my face snapped back to the pouting, angry expression I'd worn just before he left.

He noticed my silence immediately. Giving me a cautious look, he quickly changed out of his clothes. He then slid under the bedsheets beside me and whispered my name, "Sarah?"

I refused to answer, keeping my body rigid.

Without warning, he took me completely by surprise. He rolled toward me, pulling me firmly into his arms, and held me tightly against his warm, freshly showered body. I let out a small, startled "Ahh!"

I could feel the fast, steady thud of his heart against my ear, its rhythm a comforting contrast to the silence of the room.

His free hand, meanwhile, was already busy, gently rubbing the curve of my hip and ass. I couldn't help the small, satisfied sound that escaped me: "Hmn..."

"You really do love my ass, right?" I asked, looking up at him.

He chuckled, the vibration warm against my cheek. "Yes, dear. I really love it."

I held his gaze, my face still set in a teasing pout. "Then tell me honestly: what do you love most—me, or my ass?"

He looked genuinely stunned for only a second before his manager-quick recovery kicked in. "Of course, it's you," he said instantly.

"Really? You love me more than my ass?"

"Yes, honey."

"Good. Then remove your hand from my ass and pet me on the head instead."

A look of pure affection softened his face. He smiled and immediately lifted his hand, beginning to gently trace my scalp with his fingertips. I shifted one last time, fitting myself perfectly into the warm, familiar cradle of his body. With the gentle rub of his hand and the steady rhythm of his breathing, I closed my eyes and drifted into sleep.


Chapter 2: The Beginning of Everything

John woke slowly, pulled from sleep not by an alarm, but by the gentle, rhythmic sigh of Sarah's breathing beside him.

He remained spooned against her back, his arm draped across her waist, his palm resting perfectly on the soft, familiar curve of her hip. The sheet was twisted and tangled around their legs, forming a warm, messy fort built in the dark. He tightened his grip for a moment, burying his nose in the clean, sleepy scent of her hair. This was it. This stillness, this warmth, this peace—this was the real core of his life.

The memory of last night’s passion, and the immediate, powerful comfort that followed, warmed him from the inside out. He loved her fiercely: her quick smile, the way she managed him with her mock anger, and the genuine, deep happiness he saw in her eyes.

He carefully slid free of the covers, executing a slow, silent escape so as not to disturb her.

Moving quietly, he walked toward the bathroom. He cupped his hands and let the stream of cold, fresh water shock his face, an instant, clean jolt. He then took his brush, dabbed on a precise amount of toothpaste, and began his routine. Once his teeth were clean and his face was awake, he walked out of the bathroom, leaving the door ajar, and headed downstairs.

The only sound in the house was the soft, rhythmic tap of his slippers against the wooden stairs as John descended. He glanced at the clock in the living room: five minutes until the alarm went off. He decided to surprise Sarah with a fresh brew.

He found the coffee jar in the pantry. After measuring out the familiar amount of beans, he poured them into the grinder. The brief, sharp whirrr of the machine shattered the quiet for a moment, instantly filling the kitchen with a dry, rich aroma.

John spooned the fresh grounds into the paper filter. He then wet the grounds with a quick splash of hot water—a little trick to 'bloom' them—watching the dark powder hiss and swell as it released an even deeper, roasted scent. Finally, he placed the carafe beneath the basket and started the drip. The machine settled into a slow, satisfying rhythm: the gentle, persistent drip-drip-drip of the hot water and the escalating smell of brewing coffee slowly replaced the clean air of the morning.

John finished filling the coffee cup, then glanced at the kitchen clock. Right on schedule.

A loud, persistent ringing tore through the calm—the alarm clock from the bedroom upstairs. He smiled, knowing that sound had already pulled Sarah from the bed and was now driving her toward the bathroom.

He carefully picked up both mugs of coffee and walked slowly upstairs. With his heel, he gently pushed the bedroom door open.

The bed was already empty. He set the two steaming mugs on the small nightstand and sat down on the edge of the mattress. Just then, he heard the flush of water from the bathroom, followed moments later by the turn of the doorknob. Sarah emerged.

I opened the bathroom door. John was sitting on the bed, looking right at the entrance. The moment he saw me, his eyes sparkled with a depth of loving intensity that always made my heart flutter.

My gaze drifted past him to the nightstand, landing on two steaming coffee mugs where a thin trail of fragrant vapor was rising from each one. That simple gesture—the unexpected coffee—made my heart instantly warm. I walked straight toward him, not breaking stride, and settled myself directly onto his lap.

"Good morning, John."

"Good morning, Sarah," he replied, his voice soft and close.

I remained nestled on his lap for a moment, simply absorbing his heat and presence.

He chuckled, giving my hip a gentle squeeze. "We should probably drink this coffee," he said with that familiar, helpless smile. "Otherwise, it's going to get cold."

I replied with a small "Hmn" of contentment and slid off his lap, already reaching for the mugs. I handed one to John.

The coffee's rich, roasty aroma instantly cut through the remnants of sleep, clearing my mind with an effortless sharpness. I raised the ceramic mug, feeling the welcome heat radiate into my palms. Taking a small sip, the intense, bitter darkness of the brew instantly filled my mouth, quickly followed by a deep, traveling warmth spreading down my throat.

John took a final sip of his coffee. "After we eat lunch, we're sleeping," he said, looking at her with a yawn. "We've got night work again."

"Night work again," Sarah echoed with a small sigh. "We're like owls—up all night and crashing all day."

"True," John conceded, his voice softening the point. "But the workload is lighter, and the salary's good, right?"

"You are absolutely right," she admitted, tapping his hand.

As they talked about the easy, familiar details of their daily life, the coffee slowly vanished. With their mugs empty, they walked downstairs together and headed straight for the kitchen.

They fell into the routine of preparing breakfast, moving around each other without needing a single word. John reached for the eggs while Sarah instinctively grabbed the bread; their movements flowed into a familiar, efficient rhythm. It was an unspoken dance that spoke volumes about their long marriage, and with little effort, the meal was quickly ready.

They both placed the freshly made meal on the small dining table and sat across from one another.

They began eating immediately. The food was piping hot, and the initial bites melted instantly on their tongues, the savory warmth spreading through them. The only sound was the soft clink of cutlery against the ceramic plates and the occasional satisfied sigh. They ate with the unhurried focus of people who were completely comfortable in each other's silence, letting the simple pleasure of good, hot food anchor their quiet morning.

After finishing their meal, they both rose and moved to the living room, settling together on the sofa.

"Should we watch a movie, John?" Sarah asked, tucking her legs beneath her.

"What kind of movie do you want to watch?" he replied, pulling her closer so her head rested against his chest.

Sarah tapped her finger against her chin, a small frown of concentration appearing as she searched her phone. She looked adorably cute in that posture. "Yes, a romantic movie. Definitely. Let me choose it."

She grabbed her phone and began scrolling. I leaned back, watching the soft play of light on her hair, happy to simply be near her, lost in the familiar comfort of our life.

A loud, sudden cry broke the silence. "Found it!" Sarah said, her voice brimming with triumph as she held the screen up. "See this movie? It's newly released and has lots of great reviews. People love it."

I leaned in closer, my chin resting on her shoulder, looking at the title: Lost Love.

"The name sounds a little strange," I replied, pulling back slightly. "Do you really think it's about romance? It feels... sad."

"Yes, it's romantic!" she insisted, scrolling down rapidly. "Look at this review: 'A couple's marriage loses its spark, and the movie shows how they find it again.'"

"Okay," I conceded, my voice still carrying a note of uncertainty. "Let's watch it and see what kind of movie it is."

We opened the TV and connected it with Sarah's phone.

At first, it looked like a perfectly normal love story: a couple deeply in love, showing how that passion gradually faded over time and their marriage became routine. We were watching with comfortable anticipation, but the scene suddenly cut to a moment that snatched our breath.

The couple on screen coolly exchanged spouses with other people.

We instantly looked at each other, the same quick, disoriented look reflected in both our eyes, and shared a nervous, awkward smile.

"I think we should stop watching this movie," Sarah said, her voice strained and small.

"Yes, we definitely should," I agreed instantly.

She stopped the movie and closed the TV. "Wait a minute," she said, getting up. "I need something cold. I'll be right back with some water."

I nodded, my body frozen on the sofa.

The Internal Rush

If someday we swapped with others, what would happen? The question was like a live wire snapping inside my brain. The image of Sarah, vibrant and passionate, being intimate with another man instantly triggered a massive, shocking rush of arousal, tightening my erection.

I forced myself back. Stop it. What am I even thinking? We have a good relationship, a great one. My sex life is good. I don't need this kind of perverse, external ignition.

Sarah returned moments later, a bottle of ice-cold water in hand. "I think next time," she said, taking a quick sip while glancing at her phone, "we should actually look at the tags and description to see what kind of trash it is."

"Yes, honey, you're absolutely right," I replied, my voice sounding distant and detached even to my own ears.

I took the bottle from her hand, the plastic searing my palm with cold. Taking a long, heavy sip, the sharp, freezing water raced down my throat, and the violent physical shock finally dragged my mind back from the edge of that forbidden thought.

I sat there for a long minute, letting the icy shock of the water race through me until it finally calmed the nerve-wracking heat the movie had sparked.

"Well, Sarah, let's go outside for a walk."

She nodded immediately, sensing the shift in the air. "Good idea. It's beautiful out."

Austin Afternoon

We changed quickly and headed out, the apartment door clicking shut behind us.

The Austin afternoon was warm and brilliant. The sky was a vast, clear blue, and the sun beat down with the dry heat typical of the city, warming the pavement under our feet. The air smelled of fresh-cut grass and faint exhaust from the few cars passing on the quiet residential street.

We walked hand-in-hand, saying little. The rhythm of our footsteps and the easy, familiar pressure of her hand in mine was exactly the sensory input I needed. We passed small, colorful houses with overflowing flowerbeds and watched a golden retriever chase a squirrel up a massive oak tree.

"It feels good to get out," Sarah murmured, squeezing my hand as we reached the corner.

"Yeah," I agreed, taking a deep breath of the hot air.

I focused hard on the external world—the blare of a traffic horn a block away, the way the massive live oak trees cast long, thick shadows that gave us a cool, welcome shade from the relentless sun.

We walked until we reached our neighbourhoods park.

The park was a simple, green refuge carved out of the dense city. The grass, slightly brown from the late summer heat, was bordered by thick patches of wildflower bushes that hummed with bees. The air here was softer, smelling less of exhaust and more of dry soil and cedar mulch.

A few children played a game of tag near a weathered wooden playset, their shouts muffled by the large, mature trees. We moved to a path that circled the perimeter, our hands still linked. The ground beneath our feet shifted from paved sidewalk to compacted dirt and loose gravel, the crunching sound a steady, familiar rhythm.

In a bench just a few yards away, my eyes landed on two familiar faces: Ethan and Maya, friends and colleagues from the Hotel Van Zandt.

A wave of simple recognition washed over me. I leaned in and whispered into Sarah's ear, "Look, that's Ethan and Maya!"

She followed my gaze, her eyes widening instantly when she recognized them. Ethan and Maya lived only a few houses away, and Maya was her best friend. Ethan and I were also good friends, often sharing shifts at the hotel.

Sarah didn't whisper at all; she cupped her hands around her mouth and let out a spontaneous, loud call across the grass, "Maya! Look here!"

Maya and Ethan immediately turned toward the sound. When they spotted us, their faces broke into delighted, welcoming smiles. They quickly rose from the bench and started walking toward us. We moved to meet them, closing the distance until the four friends converged right in the middle of the park path.

"Hi, guys!" John called out as the distance closed.

Ethan met him first, hitting him lightly on the shoulder in a casual greeting. "Hey, man. Small world."

Maya and Sarah immediately dissolved into a warm hug, dissolving their conversation. "I can't believe we ran into you!" Maya laughed. They instantly started talking about their day off and their chaotic night-shift routines.

While the two women chatted, John took a quick moment to observe his friend’s wife. Maya was very beautiful, not as tall as Sarah, with striking long blonde hair that caught the afternoon sun. Ethan, by contrast, was a thin, tall man with a quiet, observant gaze. The two couples made a visually contrasting but perfectly easy pair of friends.

While John and Ethan immediately fell into a deeper conversation about recent political events, Sarah and Maya instantly turned their focus to their own affairs. The men were now several feet away, their voices a low, unintelligible murmur, providing perfect privacy.

"Maya, you won't believe what happened!" Sarah said, leaning in, her voice tight with a rush of exciting discovery. "We were watching a movie. First, we thought it was just a simple love story, but who in the world would have thought it was about partner-swapping?"

"We were so shocked, you wouldn't know!"

Maya's surprise was clear, her eyebrows shooting up. "You're serious? A swap movie? And you guys didn't check the description or the tags?"

Sarah playfully stuck her tongue out, a familiar gesture between them. "We totally forgot," she admitted, laughing quietly into her hand.

After a few more minutes, John clapped Ethan lightly on the shoulder. "Well, we should probably head out," John said, checking his internal clock. "We need to go back and make lunch if we want to get any sleep before our shift."

Ethan agreed, giving his wife a brief look. "Yeah, we also have to do that. We’ll catch up more in detail at the hotel later."

"Yes, bye for now," John said to both of them.

As the men started to turn, John called out to Sarah, who was still leaning close to Maya, whispering one last thought.

Seeing John calling her, Sarah quickly finished her promise. "We'll talk more in detail at the hotel," she assured Maya.

"Bye, Sarah!" Maya called back, waving enthusiastically.

The two couples exchanged final waves and dissolved their formation. As they turned back toward their own street, the high-energy, sudden feeling of the encounter slowly began to dissipate, replaced by the familiar, quiet sound of their own footsteps returning home.


Chapter 3: Love & Lust

It was 9:00 PM in the Johnson house. The soft, quiet atmosphere of their day had been replaced by the focused, rhythmic energy of preparing for their night shift.

Sarah stood before the bedroom mirror, her concentration visible as she smoothed the collar of her crisp, starched white blouse. She wore a tailored black skirt that not only emphasized her professional look but gave her an air of controlled authority. John stood just behind her, his own fingers working the pearl buttons on the cuffs of his dark blue, collared shirt.

The air in the room was a blend of clean linen, Sarah’s subtle, powdery perfume, and the sharp, fresh scent of John's shaving cream. They moved around each other with the precise, unspoken choreography of two people who share every intimate routine.

John finished his shirt and adjusted the knot of his tie, his gaze catching Sarah’s reflection. He admired how the professional clothes made her seem both stately and efficiently stunning.

"Ready for another night?" Sarah murmured, turning from the mirror to give him a quick, firm kiss—a seal of their domestic life.

"As I'll ever be," John replied, the sound slightly muffled as he took his heavy blazer off the hanger. He slipped it on, the smooth lining settling over his shoulders, and ran his hands over his pockets, confirming the presence of his wallet and keys.

The ritual was complete. The only thing left was to leave the peaceful, warm sanctuary of their home and step back into the controlled, demanding, and public environment of the Hotel Van Zandt.

With a decisive click of the front door lock, John and Sarah walked to their silver sedan. John slid into the driver's seat, and with a deep, familiar rumble of the engine, they pulled away from the curb, leaving the quiet neighborhood behind.

Sometime later, the car slowed, approaching the Hotel Van Zandt.

The hotel was a study in modern, luxurious excess. Its glass façade gleamed under the night lights of the city, reflecting the blur of downtown Austin. A constant, fluid stream of people moved in and out of the enormous brass-and-glass entryway.

John pulled the sedan into the exclusive employee parking area beneath the structure. After shutting off the engine, they walked in tandem toward the staff entrance.

They stepped through the door and immediately entered the fringe of the hotel's public buzz. The air was thick with the scent of expensive cologne, fresh flowers, and the faint polished aroma of the lobby. The sound was an immediate, high-energy wave: the chatter of guests, the low music from the bar, and the crisp ring of the bell desk.

Their faces, already set in their professional, welcoming masks, tightened slightly. They were no longer John and Sarah at home; they were Guest Relations Manager John Johnson and Spa Assistant Sarah Johnson, ready to step onto the stage.

They walked inside the Hotel Van Zandt side-by-side, the hotel's high-energy atmosphere immediately demanding their attention. At the central staff junction, they paused, their brief moment of domestic intimacy giving way to professional purpose.

"I'll come to look for you when my work is done," Sarah said, giving him a quick, meaningful glance.

John nodded, watching her for a moment as she turned and adopted the crisp, efficient stride of a focused employee. He took a final breath, adjusted the knot of his tie one last time, and headed toward the Guest Relations desk, ready to put on his own managerial facade.

The Spa Control Room

Sarah moved quickly, purposefully navigating the staff hallways toward the Sanctuary Spa offices. This room wasn't the public reception area; it was the staff control hub—a small, brightly lit office tucked away from the soothing, dim ambiance of the treatment rooms.

As she entered, she found five therapists already inside, mostly Massage Therapists and Estheticians. They were dressed in the spa's uniform—soft, dark blue scrubs—a quiet contrast to Sarah’s sharp hotel attire. The air was filled with low chatter and muffled laughter.

"Hi, girls!" Sarah greeted them warmly.

"Hi, Sarah," the women replied in unison.

Sarah scanned the small room, her mind already shifting to her checklist. "Where's Ethan?" she asked.

A therapist named Emily, adjusting the headband holding back her hair, replied, "He hasn't clocked in yet. Probably still stuck chatting with the Front Desk."

Just as Emily finished speaking, the door swung open and Ethan walked in, looking effortlessly composed. "Hi, guys! Good evening," he said, his voice carrying the relaxed authority of a manager whose mind was already on operations and profit.

For a few minutes, they all talked—a blend of personal chatter and necessary work checks. Sarah, as the Spa Assistant, quickly moved to the whiteboard, reviewing the night's client manifest, mentally noting special requests or any empty slots she needed to fill. Her role was all about the front-of-house coordination—ensuring the treatment schedules flowed and that rooms were fully stocked with fresh linens, oils, and products.

Ethan, the Spa Manager, took a moment to observe his team, his mind already on staff motivation and client satisfaction.

He looked at his watch. "Alright, team, it's almost 10:30 PM. Time to wrap up the catch-up. We have a busy night ahead. Let’s make sure all the treatment rooms are prepped, and the reception desk is spotless. Get ready to shine!"

With that command, the group dissolved, each member heading off to their respective duties, the shared energy focused on transforming the spa into a quiet, flawless haven for the hotel's late-night guests.

John walked toward the central Guest Relations desk, pausing near the polished granite counter.

He spotted Maya, his assistant, already on the floor, doing a final check of the evening's reservation log before guests started filtering in for late check-ins. She wore the standard Guest Relations uniform for the Hotel Van Zandt: a streamlined, navy blue sheath dress tailored perfectly to her figure. The dress was accented only by a small, silver logo pin at the lapel, designed to project an image of immediate professionalism and efficiency.

John's focus instantly seized on her figure. He couldn't help but notice that her breast seemed significantly fuller than Sarah's and felt pronounced within the tight confines of the dress.

The thought, hot and unbidden, immediately dropped into his mind: If they could swap partners, he would finally get to touch large breasts. The very idea triggered a surge of forbidden arousal, and his erection grew suddenly and sharply beneath his tailored trousers.

He quickly shook his head, fighting the image. No, John! he commanded himself internally. She is your friend's wife and your wife's best friend. You cannot have these thoughts.

He forced a professional facade onto his face and caught her eye. "Hey, Maya!" John called out, giving her a quick, professional smile.

Maya turned, returning the greeting with her own practiced, polite warmth. "Hi, John. Just finishing up the VIP arrival sheet.

John immediately forced his mind away from his earlier, unwanted thoughts and focused on the VIP list Maya had in her hand. The intense focus on the details of the evening's workload was the only thing that could effectively cool the physical reaction Maya's presence had triggered.

"The Millers in the Presidential Suite are requesting an additional security briefing before their event," John instructed, his voice now crisp and authoritative.

"Already handled," Maya confirmed, her eyes quickly scanning the tablet. "Security is aware, and the private elevator is restricted after midnight."

They were perfectly in sync, their brief professional exchange confirming their mutual competence.

Just then, a luxurious black sedan pulled up to the curb outside the massive glass doors. A uniformed doorman immediately sprang into action, opening the rear passenger door with a flourish.

A man stepped out, tall and impeccably dressed, followed by a woman who looked equally striking. They radiated an aura of effortless wealth.

"VIP arrival," Maya murmured, straightening her streamlined dress. "Mr. and Mrs. Kinsley. They are here for the tech conference."

John instantly put on his best, most genuine professional smile—the one reserved for high-value guests. He adjusted his blazer and smoothed the front of his trousers, subtly addressing his recent distraction.

"Welcome to the Hotel Van Zandt," John said, his voice carrying clearly as he stepped out from behind the counter to meet the new arrivals. "I'm John Johnson, your Guest Relations Manager. We’ve been expecting you."

The arrival of the Kinsleys had been the starting gun for the night's work. For the next few hours, John and Maya were lost in the demanding rhythm of managing a luxury hotel—handling late check-ins, resolving minor guest issues, and ensuring every detail of the Front Office ran without a hitch.

Time passed in a blur of polished efficiency. When John next glanced at the marble clock behind the counter, it was 3:00 AM already.

The energy of the lobby had completely dissolved. The vast space was now eerie and empty, with only a security guard visible in the distance and the low hum of the HVAC system filling the silence. Very few guests were still awake.

John thought of Sarah. She had promised to look for him when her work allowed, but the early shift had been too busy for a break.

He saw Maya leaning against the counter, scrolling lazily through her phone. "Hey, Maya," he said quietly. "I think I'll go check on Sarah. It's too quiet here."

Maya didn't even lift her head, but she gave a dismissive flick of her hand. "Go check on her," she murmured, her voice relaxed. "**Seriously, no one else is coming in now. If a ghost checks in, I'll handle it. And tell Ethan I need him up here for a minute."

With that casual blessing, John left the formal boundary of the Front Desk and headed down the corridor toward the spa, finally free to follow his own agenda.

Sarah looked around the small, bustling control room, letting out a deep sigh of exhaustion. "Finally done with work," she announced.

A therapist named Gwen stretched dramatically. "Yeah, we didn't get any rest tonight, and I am starving!"

Emily nodded in agreement. "Seriously, today was one of the toughest shifts we've had all month."

Sarah, ever the Assistant Manager, took charge. "You guys go and have some rest," she instructed gently. "I'll finish up the final reports and close out the system."

Gwen looked concerned. "Are you sure about that?"

"I'm sure," Sarah replied. "I'll be back in about ten minutes after I run the final numbers. You guys go, I'll catch up later."

"Okay then," they replied in unison, grateful for the reprieve.

As the women filed out toward the staff break area, Sarah let out another deep breath, enjoying the sudden quiet. She sat down and began to focus on the screens, running the close-out reports.

John’s Arrival

John walked down the staff corridor and entered the small break area where the therapists had just gone.

"Hey Emily," John said, spotting her immediately. "Where's Sarah?"

Emily turned, recognizing the Guest Relations Manager and Sarah's husband.

"Oh, hi John. She's still finishing up in the office, closing out the shift. She should be back in a few minutes."

"Okay then," John replied. He didn't wait; he simply walked past the break room and headed toward the Spa's administrative office where Sarah was working.

Finally done with work, Sarah stretched her arms above her head, letting out a long, satisfied exhale as she remained seated.

Ethan walked into the office. "You haven't gone for rest yet?" he asked.

Sarah recognized his voice instantly. "No, I'll go now, my work's finished." She pushed herself up to stand, but because she had been sitting so long, her legs had gone completely numb. She stumbled forward, nearly collapsing onto the floor.

Ethan reacted instantly. He lunged forward, using both hands to catch and steady her. As he caught her, one of his hands gripped her breast tightly through the fabric of her blouse.

A small, involuntary sound—a low, breathless moan—escaped Sarah's lips: "Ahhh."

I arrived at the office doorway just as Sarah was trying to stand. Seeing her stumble, I moved fast, but Ethan was closer.

In the fraction of a second before I could intervene, I saw everything: Ethan’s hand firmly cupping her breast and her sudden, unmistakable low moan.

A flash of incendiary rage ignited in my chest, quickly followed by a terrifying, taboo second feeling. Watching the intimate, forbidden contact of another man touching my wife in that way sent a shockwave of lust through me. My erection grew violently hard, betraying my anger.

Ethan immediately pulled his hand away. "Sorry," he mumbled, his face flushing crimson. "I truly didn't mean it."

They both finally noticed me standing in the doorway. Sarah’s face was already flushed with shame and surprise.

"It's okay," she replied quickly, avoiding eye contact with both of us.

I walked quickly into the room and immediately took her arm, pulling her gently toward me. "Are you alright?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

"I'm fine," she murmured, leaning slightly on me. "My leg just went numb from sitting."

I exchanged a brief, tight greeting with Ethan, careful not to let my eyes linger on him. "Maya needs you up front right now," I told him.

He quickly excused himself, clearly eager to leave the charged atmosphere. "Right. I'll see you later then," he said, and walked out of the room.


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: A Married Couple’s First Step into the World of Wife Sharing.

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 2),

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Volume 2) https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FZWL97GK

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

— S. Darkness
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