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Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Volume 1

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

— S. Darkness


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.


Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Volume 2

Best friend couple swap on secluded vacation

— S. Darkness


Chapter :1 The Spa Room

The door clicked shut behind Ethan.

The silence that followed was heavy, suffocating—thick with the memory of the accidental touch.

"Husband," Sarah murmured softly, her voice barely a whisper. She reached out and tightly gripped my hand, her head bowed slightly, the gesture revealing her knowledge that something profoundly wrong had just happened.

I stood directly in front of her, my gaze locked onto her pitiful, ashamed expression. The professional facade she had worn moments ago was completely gone.

My mind immediately played back the scene in a tight loop: how Ethan's hand had been tightly cupping her breast, visible even through the fabric of her tailored dress. It was obvious that he had been kneading them in his frantic effort to catch her. And then, her soft, involuntary moan.

A flash of inexplicable fire erupted inside me. It was a chaotic mix of territorial anger, terrifying excitement, and overwhelming stimulation. The feeling of taboo desire was now roaring, demanding attention.

"Sarah," I called out, the sound of her name dry and husky in my throat. My hand moved instantly, compulsively, going straight to her chest.

"No, Husband," she whispered, pulling her hand away in a hesitant, conflicted move. "We are outside. We are at work."

The denial only fueled the strange, violent fire inside me. "Ethan can do it openly, but I can't do it?" I pressed, pulling her toward me. "I am your husband, right?" As I said it, I tightened the grip of my own hand on her arm, demanding her attention.

"No, John! I didn't mean it like that," she pleaded, her voice cracking.

I looked down into her eyes. They were wide, pitiful, and full of shame, and the vulnerability in her gaze made the excitement in my blood spike even higher. The professional facade was completely shattered.

My hand found her breast through the soft fabric of her uniform. I gripped it slowly, testing her limits. A small, involuntary sound—a tiny, choked "Hmn"—escaped her lips, and she closed her eyes, her resistance folding inward.

I stopped kneading her breast, pulling my hand away abruptly.

Sarah opened her eyes, which were wide and filled with a kind of lost, helpless plea.

"Sorry, honey," I managed, my voice rough and my breath disordered in my throat. "I lost control for a moment."

She didn't hesitate. She stood up fully and clung to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and hugging me fiercely. "Sorry, sorry, sorry," she murmured against my shoulder, repeating the apology multiple times, her own words choked with emotion.

"It's okay, Sarah. It's not your fault," I replied, holding her just as tightly. The familiar comfort of her embrace was instantly grounding, yet it was also charged with the electricity of what had just happened.

Pressed against my body, Sarah could feel the undeniable evidence of my turmoil—my erection was violently hard, pushing firmly against her stomach, a silent, demanding testament to the desire that the accidental touch and her surrender had sparked.

I broke the hug, pulling back just enough to look at her. The air was thick and volatile, the apology already forgotten.

"Sarah," I said, my voice raw, the words barely containing the heat rising within me. "Let's go somewhere private. I need this now."

My eyes, I knew, were filled with pure, undisguised lust.

She looked at me, a conflicted mix of shame and unwilling compliance clouding her expression. "Okay," she whispered, nodding quickly toward the back corridor. "Let's go to that small massage room. It's empty tonight; no one will come."

She swallowed hard, setting the condition. "But you have to finish it quickly."

"Okay," I agreed instantly, pulling her hand. "Don't worry."

With the promise of speed, we abandoned all pretense of professionalism and, hands locked, hurried out of the office and into the dim, quiet, and seemingly deserted corridors of the Sanctuary Spa.

The moment we were inside the small, quiet massage room, I quickly secured the latch on the door. The room was dim, scented faintly with lavender and warm oil, and thankfully, utterly private.

I couldn't hold myself back any longer. The lust was a demanding, physical pain. I fumbled with my trousers, hurriedly pulling down the zipper and taking out my erection, which was straining and thick.

"Honey," I gasped, my voice rough and my breath coming in harsh bursts. I looked at her with pure, unmasked desire. "Please, just suck it for me. It's become so big."

Sarah hesitated for a moment, her eyes fixed on my demanding arousal. The shame and conflict still lingered, but then she dropped to the floor, settling on her knees. It was a gesture of unwilling compliance, yet also a deep need to reconnect after the incident with Ethan.

She gently took my glans into her mouth, a silent, intimate act that finally began to ease the suffocating tension that had gripped us both all night.

I let out a low, deep "Hmnn," the sound vibrating in the quiet room. The heat and insistent moisture of her mouth were an immediate, powerful anesthetic to the chaotic anxiety that had been throttling me all night.

Suddenly, Sarah broke the connection, looking up at me. A hint of naughtiness and fleeting playfulness sparked in her eyes, a final attempt at normalcy. "Bad boy," she accused softly. "You always bully me."

The brief moment of relief was brutally crushed. The memory of Ethan’s hand on her breast was still searing my mind, fueling a raw, possessive need. My erection hardened with renewed, demanding intensity. "I haven't forgiven you for what you did," I stated, my voice serious, deliberately extinguishing the playfulness.

Sarah’s tentative smile vanished. She hesitated for a long moment, her eyes reflecting guilt and submission, but then she slowly took my erection back inside her mouth.

The surge of pleasure was overwhelming, a tidal wave of pure sensation. I gripped the back of her head, not cruelly, but with a firm, possessive urgency, and began to move hard and fast. Sarah gasped in surprise, opening her mouth in a wide "Hmnn," making it easy for me to drive deeper and faster inside the warm wetness. The sudden, forced intimacy was a volatile mix of intense pleasure and raw, territorial ownership.

I used her mouth as her pussy, thrusting faster and faster. My erection was slick with her saliva, and the rush of sensation was overpowering.

"Does your husband's dick feel good, Sarah?" I grunted, my voice tight and raw with demand. I lost myself completely in the pleasure, driving myself harder inside her.

With my cock blocking her airway, her responses were reduced to small, desperate "Hmn-hmnn" sounds.

"Is my dick better or Ethan's?" I suddenly asked, the aggressive question fueled by the chaotic mix of pleasure and jealousy.

Her eyes widened in shock around my erection. With my cock still filling her mouth, she could only shake her head, her eyes rapidly filling with tears—whether from physical discomfort or emotional pain, I didn't know.

I pulled my dick out of her mouth abruptly. She gasped, leaning forward, struggling to catch her breath.

"Husband," she managed, her voice ragged. "Why did you say that?"

Before she could ask any more questions, I pulled her to her feet. "Honey," I said, my voice urgent. "I can't hold it any longer. I want to fuck you right now."

Sarah immediately looked around the small room, her mind on the risk. "Husband, this won't do. What if someone comes?"

But even as she spoke the denial, a shocking thought flashed through her mind. The idea of her and her husband fucking right now, knowing someone could secretly watch them, ignited a fierce, immediate excitement. Her vagina gave a sudden, heavy throb, and she felt juice rapidly coating her inner thighs.

I slowly pulled down her skirt and quickly removed her panties, exposing her slick wetness. I brought my straining erection close to her core and started to rub the head gently against her already swollen flesh.

Sarah gasped, feeling the thick, hot pressure approaching her. The air in the small room was now heavy with musk and lavender.

I didn't wait. Guiding my tip against her wet entrance, I slowly pushed my dick inside her. Her pussy was soaked, tight, and slick with her own desperate juice.

She bit her lip, her eyes squeezed shut, trying with every ounce of strength not to moan from the initial, intense pleasure.

I started to accelerate my speed, and eventually, she couldn't hold the sounds back anymore. The pleasure broke through her resistance: "Ahhh... Ah... Ah... Ah... Husband, it's so good! Oh my god... oh my god..."

My hands left her hips and went straight to her breasts, gripping them and starting to knead them forcefully, shaping them with aggressive urgency.

I muttered the slow, dangerous question directly into her ear: "Is this how Ethan held your breast?"

The words had an immediate, profound effect. Sarah’s entire lower body tightened violently around my dick—a sensation that was purely intoxicating.

"No... no," Sarah stammered, shaking her head, her pleasure and shame warring in her voice.

"You are lying to me," I snarled, my voice rough with anger and arousal. "I saw everything!"

With that accusation, I dropped all pretense of control and began to thrust even faster, deeper, and harder, using the physical act as a form of raw, jealous interrogation. Her pleasure and her denial were now inextricably bound.

Ahhh... Ah... Ah... Ah... Husband, be gentle!" Sarah cried out, her voice a mix of plea and pleasure. "Ah... Ah... slow down, Husband..."

I ignored her pleas for softness. I grabbed her breast, kneading it aggressively in my hand, and asked the question that was tearing me apart: "Do you want him to rub it next time?"

"Ah... sorry, Husband! I just... I just got rubbed by him," she gasped, the truth trapped between pleasure and guilt.

"Tell me," I demanded, my breath ragged. "Did he pinch your nipples? Did he grip your breast like this? Does it feel better when he pinches your nipples?"

"Husband, yours is better," she managed to moan, the desperate declaration tightening her lower body around me.

I thrust harder and harder, the sound of our bodies colliding making a wet, rhythmic clapping sound in the small, quiet room.

"Honey, you are so tight! It's squashing it out!" I gasped, the sensation overwhelming.

"I'm coming, honey, I'm coming!"

"Cum inside me, Husband! Cum inside me!" she screamed, her voice breaking. She began to thrust her hips upward to meet my aggression, desperation and pleasure completely aligned.

With one final, deep thrust, I emptied myself entirely inside her.

We both immediately collapsed, our breathing harsh and ragged—"Ha... ha... ha... ha..."—the only sound in the aftermath. I lay there, listening to our strained breathing subside, and I knew with a chilling certainty that I had crossed a line—a line from which our relationship would never, ever be the same.

After the ragged breathing subsided, we lay there for a long time, draped over each other, too drained to move. The silence in the small room was now thick with guilt, not lust.

A few seconds later, Sarah stirred and pulled away slightly. Her voice, when it came, was soft but filled with profound pain. "Don't you love me anymore?"

The question hit me with the force of a physical blow. "How can I not love you? I've always loved you." I had braced for anger, for shouting, but the quiet devastation of this question shattered me.

"Then... then why did you ask me those questions?" Her eyes were already brimming with tears, and that pitiful, broken gaze was more agonizing than any confrontation.

"I... I don't know why I did that," I stammered, the words shallow and inadequate. "When I saw him touch you, I was just so angry..."

"So you can humiliate me then?" she asked, swiftly wiping a tear away with the back of her hand.

"I am so sorry, honey. Please forgive me. I don't know what came over me suddenly," I pleaded.

She didn't reply. She moved away and grabbed the tissue paper, wiping herself clean. With a terrible, quiet dignity, she pulled her clothes back on and walked swiftly out of the room.

I was left standing there, paralyzed, a tidal wave of fear crashing over me. I am scared right now. What should I do if she leaves me because of this?

I bolted out the door and ran after her. "Honey, wait! Please forgive me!" I caught up to her in the main staff corridor, taking her hand and pulling her tightly into my arms.

She struggled against me for a few seconds, but the fight quickly left her. She stared up at me, her eyes red and streaming. "What do you want?" she said, the pitiful look on her face breaking my heart all over again.

"I am sorry. Please, just let me explain why I did that," I begged.

Just at that moment, a hotel staff member came past us, their eyes flicking over our unprofessional, tear-stained embrace.

Sarah instantly stiffened. "Okay, we will talk," she said, her voice low and gritted through her teeth. "But not here. At home. Now let go of me. Other people will laugh at us."

She pulled her hand from my grasp and walked quickly away, leaving me alone in the professional, glaring light of the hallway.

I walked silently back toward the front desk. I clung to the desperate hope that if I just gave her some time and space, Sarah would forgive me.

The next few hours blurred into a haze of routine. Time passed quickly, and soon it was 7:00 AM. After handing over the night's work to the day shift manager, I watched Sarah silently pass by me, her gaze fixed straight ahead.

Maya, seeing the clear tension and Sarah's hasty departure, approached me. "Did something happen between you two?" she asked, her voice sharp with concern.

I managed a wry smile. "Nothing. It's not a big problem," I lied with a straight face.

Maya looked at me for a long moment, her expression serious. "If you did anything wrong to Sarah, I will not forgive you," she warned, and then walked toward the staff rest area to wait for Ethan, who was due to clock out in half an hour.

I didn't argue. I just walked toward the parking garage.


Chapter 2: The Silent

I spotted Sarah standing silently by our silver sedan. "Sarah," I called softly, but she didn't acknowledge me.

I opened the passenger door for her. Without a word, she slid inside. I got into the driver’s seat and looked at her, searching her face for any sign of softening, but she remained cold and unreachable.

I silently started the engine and drove the car toward our house, the heavy, unforgiving silence of the morning filling the sedan.

After more than half an hour of driving in silence, we pulled up to our house. The moment the car stopped, Sarah opened her door and walked straight inside without waiting.

I parked the sedan inside the garage, the closing garage door making a heavy, final sound that sealed us off from the world.

Outside, the morning was deceptively peaceful. The sky was a clear, flawless blue, birds were chirping softly, and the wind was flowing smoothly, carrying the fresh scent of dew—a tranquil backdrop to the impending storm.

I opened the door and walked inside. Sarah was already sitting on the sofa in the living room, facing me. She was rigid, silent, and watching me with an expression that was completely unreadable.

I didn't hesitate. I walked straight toward her and dropped to the floor, bending my knees on the cool wood. I took both of her hands into mine, forcing the issue.

Sarah struggled briefly to pull her hands away, but my grip was firm and desperate; she didn't succeed.

"Sarah," I began, my voice deliberately cautious and low. "Please, just let me explain."

She held my gaze for a long moment, her eyes betraying nothing but exhaustion. Finally, she sighed softly and said, "Okay. I'm listening."

Then her voice dropped, becoming very quiet and intensely serious. "But I tell you this: If your explanation doesn't satisfy me..." She stopped,

Hearing the raw, quiet threat in her voice, I felt a wave of icy terror wash over me. I squeezed her hands tighter.

"I... I don't know what came into my mind," I stammered, my voice trembling. "It started when we watched that movie yesterday. At first, I felt disgusted, truly. But then I imagined it—you being with other people—and it made me intensely excited. I tried to dismiss it, telling myself it was just the effect of the movie. So I didn't take it seriously."

I took a shaky breath, forcing myself to continue. "But then, when I saw Ethan touch you... In that moment, my mind was instantly filled with anger, but within the very next second, that anger was completely replaced by pure lust. I don't know why it's happening to me, Sarah."

Tears blurred my vision. "I am so sorry. Please, don't leave me. I didn't know what happened to me. I swear."

I had confessed everything—the movie, the suppressed desire, the jealousy, and the immediate, powerful conversion to lust.

Sarah remained silent, her eyes locked on mine. As my confession settled over her, her face, already pale from exhaustion, registered a profound, devastating shock. Her lips parted slightly, and she looked like she had just been told the world had shifted beneath her.

I had confessed everything—the movie, the suppressed desire, the jealousy, and the immediate, powerful conversion to lust.

After a long, agonizing silence, she finally spoke. Her voice was barely a breath. "I understand, John."

I blinked, confused. "You... you do?"

She nodded slowly, the movement conveying the immense weight of the truth. "When I was in the office, and he caught me..." She swallowed hard, struggling to maintain her composure. "I was terrified, but when his hand squeezed... I wasn't just numb, John. I felt... a flash. And then your question in the room..."

She looked down at our tightly clasped hands. "I think... I think that feeling that took over you... I felt a part of it, too. That's why I gave in so quickly. I was ashamed, but I couldn't stop myself."

She looked back up at me, her eyes wet but clear. "It wasn't just the movie, John. That movie just gave a name to something that was already hiding in us."

The fear of her leaving was instantly replaced by a sudden, intense flood of complicity. We weren't angry at each other; we were now sharing the same, terrifying secret.

Sarah pulled her hands from my grip and brought them to my cheeks. "I think we could just roleplay this fantasy first, if you want," she said softly. Then, she paused, her eyes searching mine before delivering the stunning conclusion: "But ultimately, I'm not okay with swapping partners."

The words were a seismic shift. The fear that had been crushing my chest instantly gave way to an overwhelming, profound emotional release that was simply gratitude. Tears, hot and unexpected, started to stream down my face.

"Thank you... thank you for understanding me," I choked out, my voice thick with emotion. "I thought you would leave me, Sarah. I truly thought you would leave me."

Seeing John crying like this tore at my heart. The raw terror in his eyes confirmed how desperately he was struggling, and it solidified my decision. I knew I couldn't abandon him, but I couldn't cross that final line either. I had to offer a safer compromise.

I reached out and hurriedly pulled him into a tight embrace, pressing his head against my shoulder. "Shhh. It's okay," I murmured, feeling the tremor of his sobs subside against my skin.

We stayed locked in each other's arms for a long, quiet while, just listening to the steady, reassuring beat of our hearts. The tension had released, replaced by a profound, raw intimacy.

Sarah finally spoke, her voice still soft. "John, I think we should make some food. After that, we need to try to sleep."

"Let me stay like this for a while," I murmured, repositioning my head more comfortably between her breasts, absorbing her warmth and scent.

She sighed, a note of helpless affection in the sound. "Okay, just stay there."

Two minutes later, she gently pushed me. "Now you have to get up, John. I have to make dinner, and you need to chop the vegetables. I'm starving; I haven't eaten anything."

"Why didn't you eat anything?" I asked, my voice filled with surprise.

She gave me a deadpan look, her eyes holding a weary truth. "You're asking me now why I didn't eat anything? After everything you put me through?"

I immediately felt the wave of shame return, lowering my head. "I'm sorry."

"You don't have to say sorry anymore, John," she replied, her voice firming slightly. "I'll accept you for how you are."

I looked up at her, my eyes flooded with gratitude and relief. The depth of her forgiveness was overwhelming.

"Now don't look at me like that," she chided, a faint flush rising on her cheeks. She found my gaze so intense it was making her shy.

I kept nodding, utterly captivated, but didn't move my eyes. Seeing no other choice left, she used force, placing a hand on my shoulder and making me sit up beside her.

With the crisis deferred and the next task set, Sarah walked toward the bedroom to change clothes, leaving me to process the staggering gift she had just given me.

Sarah’s steps receded as she walked toward the bedroom. I remained on the floor beside the sofa, the sudden silence of the house thick with the magnitude of her forgiveness.

She accepted me.

The words echoed in my mind, a staggering, terrifying realization. She hadn't just forgiven my actions; she had accepted the monster of desire I had revealed. The shame was still there, a hot knot in my stomach, but it was now threaded with an overwhelming gratitude and a surge of possessive love. I owed her everything.

I pushed myself up and followed her, needing to shed the formal clothes that had witnessed my professional facade crumbling into raw, ugly need. The front of my trousers still felt tight and stiff from the earlier encounter.

I walked into the bedroom just as Sarah was pulling a soft, worn gray t-shirt over her head. She moved straight to the closet to grab a pair of sweatpants. We avoided eye contact for a moment, the silence charged with the memory of the massage room.

I quickly pulled off my suit jacket, tie, and starched shirt, grabbing the nearest comfortable clothes.

After changing, we both quickly freshened up, the cold water a welcome shock that washed away the lingering heat of the night. We met in the hallway, now clad in soft, mismatched loungewear—a silent uniform of domesticity.

We walked downstairs together and, without needing to speak, began working in the kitchen. Sarah went straight for the rice cooker and the pantry, while I pulled out a cutting board and the vegetable drawer.

The kitchen sounds were calm and precise: the hiss of water, the low thud of the knife on the wood, the clink of ceramic bowls. It was a stark contrast to the shouting and heavy breathing of the last twelve hours.

After setting the initial boundary, the kitchen became the quiet center of             their domestic life for weeks. They ate, they slept, and they worked their opposing hotel shifts, but everything was now built around the fragile, exhilarating compromise they had struck.

The kitchen sounds—the hiss of water, the low thud of the knife on the wood—became the backdrop to their slow, careful reentry into normalcy.

Like that, time passed with our new routine. The roleplay sex became their sanctuary.

At first, Sarah was tentative, but the game quickly evolved. We would play characters—sometimes different celebrities, and increasingly, the more dangerous roles of our own friends. The lines were constantly shifting. When I played as a different man—detached, demanding, forbidden—she became intensely excited, and her vagina would clench tightly around me. Our sex life had become exponentially better, a thrilling secret built on borrowed identities.

But the success of the roleplay only sharpened the edge of the fantasy.


Chapter 3: Lake Travis

It had been a few months since that shocking night in the spa room—months that had irrevocably changed our marriage. The compromise of roleplay had stabilized our home life, but it had also turned the unspoken fantasy into a demanding routine.

Now, at 2:00 AM, the four of us—myself, Sarah, Ethan, and Maya—were sitting around a small table in the hotel's staff rest area, sharing the quiet lull before dawn.

Maya, leaning back in her chair, broke the silence with a casual suggestion. "It’s been a while since we all traveled together, hasn't it?"

Sarah immediately looked up, her face lighting up with genuine enthusiasm. "Yes, it has been too long!"

Maya continued, warming to the idea. "What do you say we visit somewhere like Lake Travis? Rent a house for the weekend? It would be fun."

Sarah was instantly excited. "Yes, I think we can definitely do that!" She then looked at me, her eyes seeking my agreement, her expression holding a subtle, anxious query: Please, don't ruin this. "What do you think, John?"

I managed a warm, controlled smile, fighting the cold knot that had tightened in my chest. This trip—sharing a house with the very subjects of our fantasies—was exactly the kind of exposure Sarah had been avoiding, but I couldn't say no without causing a public scene. "If all of us agree, then we can go."

Ethan, who had been quietly sipping his coffee, shrugged easily. "Sounds good to me. Count me in. Then I don't have a problem."

The ease with which they agreed was unsettling.

"Fantastic!" Maya clapped her hands. "Then we have to decide the time for the day off."

It had been a few months since that shocking night in the spa room—months that had irrevocably changed our marriage. The compromise of roleplay had stabilized our home life, but it had also turned the unspoken fantasy into a demanding routine.

Now, at 2:00 AM, the four of us—myself, Sarah, Ethan, and Maya—were sitting around a small table in the hotel's staff rest area, sharing the quiet lull before dawn.

Maya, leaning back in her chair, broke the silence with a casual suggestion. "It’s been a while since we all traveled together, hasn't it?"

Sarah immediately looked up, her face lighting up with genuine enthusiasm. "Yes, it has been too long!"

Maya continued, warming to the idea. "What do you say we visit somewhere like Lake Travis? Rent a house for the weekend? It would be fun."

Sarah was instantly excited. "Yes, I think we can definitely do that!" She then looked at me, her eyes seeking my agreement, her expression holding a subtle, anxious query: Please, don't ruin this. "What do you think, John?"

I managed a warm, controlled smile. "If all of us agree, then we can go."

Ethan, who had been quietly sipping his coffee, shrugged easily. "Sounds good to me. Count me in. Then I don't have a problem."

The ease with which they agreed was unsettling.

"Fantastic!" Maya clapped her hands. "Then we have to decide the time for the day off."

We talked for a while and decided to go next Friday.

Ethan then asked, "Now, the most important thing: Where should we sleep at night? Should we camp outside or rent a room?"

I quickly replied, "Of course we will stay in a tent! Otherwise, what is the difference between going there or not?"

Yes, Maya also agreed with me.

Next, we talked about different things related to camping.

After that, we got separated. Sarah went with Ethan, and Maya and I went toward our work stations.

Time passed quickly, and suddenly it was Friday—the day we were going to Lake Travis. We had rented a big SUV for the journey, a black, hulking thing that promised comfort and contained excitement.

I looked over the packed gear beside the car. "Is everything ready?" I asked Ethan.

He gave a confident grin. "Yep, everything's ready. We'll stop and grab the groceries once we get closer to the lake."

Sarah and Maya were already settled in the back row, both buzzing with energy.

"Okay then, let's go."

I slid into the co-passenger seat. Ethan took the wheel, his movements easy and relaxed.

From the back, Sarah and Maya shouted, "Let's go!"

With that, the heavy SUV pulled away from the curb.

We quickly left the familiar, sterile grid of Austin's city streets behind. The road smoothly transitioned onto the highway, leading us northwest toward the Texas Hill Country.

The view transformed almost immediately. The sky above was a vast, brilliant blue, the light intense after our long night shifts. The highway stretched ahead, flanked by rolling hills covered in a thick tapestry of deep green cedar and live oak trees. The dense greenery gave the landscape a rugged, untamed beauty.

As we gained distance, the hills grew steeper, occasionally parting to reveal sweeping vistas of the land below. The air in the car was cool with the A/C, but the sunlight pouring in through the windows felt warm and invigorating.

In the back, Sarah and Maya were laughing, their voices muffled by the hum of the tires on the asphalt. The sound of their shared enjoyment was a potent, unsettling soundtrack to the journey. I glanced into the rearview mirror, catching Sarah's eye for a moment. Her excitement was genuine,

We didn't know how time passed, but the scenery outside had changed from rolling hills to glimpses of sparkling blue water through the trees—we were near Lake Travis. Ethan slowed the SUV and pulled into the parking lot of a small, rustic market near the lake.

Maya leaned forward, confused. "Why did you stop the car here?"

Ethan replied, turning off the ignition. "We’re right near the lake now. We have to buy groceries for the weekend."

"Oh. Then let's go and buy it fast!" Maya said, already reaching for the door handle.

With that, the two girls quickly walked out of the car. I followed them out. Ethan stretched and settled back in his seat. "You guys go. I'll just stay in the car and catch a few minutes of quiet."

"Okay then," I agreed.

The three of us went inside the shop.

The interior of the market was a delightful chaos of vacation necessities—sandy fishing gear next to gourmet snacks. Maya and Sarah immediately took charge of the shopping cart, working together in the easy, familiar way they always did.

They navigated the aisles with focused energy, tossing items into the cart: bags of chips, thick steaks for grilling, cold beers, and a massive bag of marshmallows. Their closeness was immediate and natural. They laughed over a funny label on a bottle of wine, and when Sarah couldn't reach a package of buns, Maya simply reached over her and grabbed them.

I mostly trailed behind, observing the two women, my mind already drifting toward the forbidden fantasies that now ruled my life. I watched the way Maya’s tank top shifted when she bent over to check the beer cooler, and the way Sarah leaned her hip against Maya's when they were comparing bags of coffee. The small, casual intimacies of their friendship felt charged and dangerous to me now.

As they finalized the list, Sarah turned to me. "John, grab a big bag of ice. And maybe some firewood if they have it."

I nodded, grateful for the simple task, and headed toward the back, needing a moment to pull myself out of the seductive, observational trance their closeness had put me in.

We completed all of our shopping. I stood by the overflowing cart, mentally ticking off the items. "Is everything bought?" I asked, needing reassurance that this mundane task was truly finished.

Sarah gave me a confident, slightly exasperated look. "Don't worry, John. We bought everything. Enough to feed an army, probably."

With that, I paid the bill, retrieved the receipt, and took hold of the handles of the heavy, laden grocery cart. The three of us walked out of the store and toward the waiting SUV.

Ethan was still inside, scrolling on his phone. He looked up as we approached, grabbing the trunk keys. We quickly began the task of loading the bulky bags and ice chests into the back.

Once everything was secured, we all piled back into the car. The cabin now smelled faintly of charcoal, beer, and fresh produce. I settled back into the co-passenger seat, feeling the weight of the moment. We were fully provisioned, sealed inside this vehicle, and heading straight for the isolated campsite.

Ethan started the car. "Alright, last leg. Let's get to the lake."

We arrived. Ethan pulled the SUV up to a main access point, and the sight of Lake Travis hit us all at once. It was magnificent. The late afternoon sun turned the massive body of water into a glittering expanse of deep sapphire blue, ringed by the rugged, rocky slopes of the Hill Country.

There were lots of people here—speedboats carved white wakes across the surface, jet skis zipped past, and the popular beaches were dotted with bright towels and laughing groups. The air was loud with music, shouts, and the roar of engines. It was vibrant, busy, and safe—the opposite of the isolation I feared.

"Wow," Sarah breathed from the back. "It’s beautiful, but maybe a little crowded for camping."

Ethan smiled, already anticipating her thought. "Exactly. This is where everyone goes." He pointed the nose of the SUV toward a barely visible, unpaved track winding up a hill past a sign marked Private Access. "Let's go to the place I talked about."

With that, we all followed Ethan.

The SUV groaned, leaving the smooth pavement for the rough track. We bounced and jostled our way up a winding road, the sound of the crowds fading rapidly until only the crunch of gravel beneath the tires remained. The trees grew thicker, closing us in, and the path ended abruptly on a small, flat patch of ground nestled on a cliff edge.

It was silent. It was breathtaking.

Below us, the water was a mile away and still, reflecting the darkening sky. The site was primitive, backed by dense cedar thickets, and completely empty save for the space where our SUV now sat. There were no picnic tables, no fire pits—just wild, undisturbed land and a spectacular, private view of the lake.

The SUV parked, and the silence descended, profound and absolute.

"It's so beautiful," Sarah said, her voice reverent. Maya nodded, her eyes wide. "Yes, it's very beautiful."

We all walked out of the car and looked at the spectacular, private scenery. The air was clean, carrying only the scent of pine and dry earth.

Maya, however, was quickly finished admiring the view. She turned to Ethan, her eyes sparkling with competitive mischief.

"Let's make a bet!" she announced suddenly.

We all looked at her, confused, including Ethan. "What bet?" he asked.

Maya gestured dramatically at the piled equipment. "Let's bet who will first complete their setup—tent or fire and grilling. I and Sarah will handle the tent setup, and you and John will handle the fire and grilling."

Ethan's eyes narrowed playfully. "Oh, a challenge. What will you do if you lose?"

Maya grinned. "I'll fulfill one of your requests. And if I win, you'll fulfill one of mine."

Sarah looked at me, a mischievous smile playing on her lips, the tension of the last few months briefly lifting. "What do you think, John? Should we also bet like this?"

The spontaneous excitement was infectious. "Okay," I agreed, feeling a rush of adrenaline. "Let's do it."

The atmosphere immediately shifted from tranquil appreciation to energized competition. The two couples were now split into teams, ready to race, the stakes subtly raised by Maya’s suggestive wager.

The bet was accepted, and the tension of the journey dissolved into pure, focused energy. Both teams sprang into action.

The girls immediately began wrestling with the tent poles and canvas. Sarah and Maya moved with surprising speed, their teamwork natural and efficient, pulling the colorful fabric taut and snapping the aluminum rods into place.

I and Ethan were equally focused on our task: hauling the portable grill out of the SUV, assembling its small legs, and stacking the charcoal for the fire. We worked in silent, competitive sync, the unspoken history between us temporarily forgotten in the rush.

With the last piece of the grill secured and the charcoal pyramid neatly constructed, Ethan and I high-fived, shouting loudly in unison, "We are done!"

We turned to see the girls standing beside their perfectly pitched dome tent. They had the main structure complete, but they had lost to us by only a few seconds. The tent was a victory, but the grill was faster.

Maya immediately threw her hands up in mock despair. "No way! We were so close!"

Sarah walked over, shaking her head but smiling, her cheeks flushed from the exertion. "That was a rigged game. You had fewer pieces!"

The initial awkwardness of arrival was broken. The sun was setting, casting long shadows across the lake, and the time for the payoff of Maya's suggestive bet was fast approaching.

We all settled down near the campsite, the adrenaline from the race fading into easy anticipation. Maya quickly suggested the next move. "Before the sun fully sets, we should change into our swimming suits and go inside the lake for a while. Let’s play!"

Everyone quickly agreed. The girls headed straight for their tent and ducked inside, the canvas zipper closing behind them.

I turned to Ethan. "Let's go change."

He nodded and said, "Okay." We grabbed our trunks and walked toward the SUV to change in private.

After changing, we came back out, but Sarah and Maya hadn't emerged yet. We sat down near the grilling site, the stacked charcoal waiting for a spark, and started to talk about normal things—work, sports, avoiding any topics too personal.

A few tense seconds later, the tent flap opened, and the two women came outside.

Sarah stepped out wearing a mini black swimming suit. Her sexy figure was fully on view, a perfect silhouette against the deepening twilight. The sight always hit me, but here, in the isolated wilderness, it felt intensely possessive.

I noticed Ethan looking at Sarah for a deliberate moment, his gaze lingering before he quickly looked away. The involuntary reaction—the confirmation of his desire—sent a hot spike straight through me. My penis immediately hardened.

Maya followed, wearing a sexy blue swimming suit. Her figure was equally arresting, her big breasts looking ready to burst from the fabric.

Both girls seemed utterly unconcerned with the effect they had. They laughed, ran toward the lake's edge, and splashed into the cool water. I shook my head and followed them, Ethan close behind.

We all entered the lake, the shock of the cold water temporary. The four of us began to play, splashing and laughing,

After playing for a while, I said I would go back. Sarah also came out of the water with me. Ethan and Maya said they would stay and play for a while longer.

We arrived back at the campsite and sat down near the unlit grill. I asked Sarah, "How is it, Sarah? Are you having fun?"

She replied brightly, "Yes, honey, it's so fun here!"

After talking for a while, I told her, "Go change into some dry clothes, or you'll get cold."

She nodded, got up, and walked toward the tent.

I stood up, needing to move, and started to roam around the edge of the campsite.

A moment later, I saw Ethan emerge from the lake. He nodded toward me and said, "I'll change my clothes." With that, he walked straight toward the tent.

I didn't say anything immediately, but then the realization hit me: Oh no, Sarah was in that tent!

Before I could call out, a sharp, loud "Ahhhh! Get out!" came from inside the canvas structure—Sarah's voice, clearly startled and loud.

Ethan immediately scrambled out. His face looked awkward and flushed. He avoided my gaze, looked quickly at me, then moved his eyes away and walked toward the lake where Maya was still playing.

My heart started racing. What if he saw Sarah naked? The thought that my wife’s most private part had been seen completely naked by another man was an overwhelming rush of shock and a sudden, sharp, possessive lust. The thought made my penis restless.

After a minute, Sarah came out of the tent, wearing short casual pants and a blue top. She looked mortified.

"I'm sorry," she murmured, touching my arm in an aggrieved voice. "I didn't know he would just come inside."

I took a deep breath, fighting to control the raw pulse of jealousy and arousal. "It's nothing, honey. It's just an accident," I said, forcing myself to be calm.


Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Volume 3

The Pact is Sealed: Final Dare Before The First Swapping

— S. Darkness


Chapter 1: Truth or Dare

The brief, electric shock of Ethan's intrusion into the tent had passed, leaving behind a lingering, charged silence. The sun was now completely gone, and the vast, black sky above was studded with sharp, brilliant stars.

We arranged ourselves for dinner around the small, low campfire. My wife, Sarah, and I sat side by side, shoulder to shoulder—a position that felt intensely possessive and comforting after the afternoon's near-disaster. Ethan and Maya sat directly opposite us, separated only by the low, smoking grill.

The aroma of grilled meat fought against the cool night air, thick with cedar smoke and the promise of a long-delayed meal.

Sarah shifted restlessly beside me. "I am so hungry. I want to eat it now!"

Maya chuckled, focused entirely on the cooking. She expertly flipped a piece of meat with the barbecue tongs. "Wait! It will be done in a while."

"Okay," Sarah replied, though her voice made it clear her patience was running thin.

A few seconds later, Maya declared, her voice cutting through the silence with cheerful finality, "Okay, now it's done! Let's eat it with beer."

She served the plates quickly. Sarah couldn't wait and took the first, reckless bite of the charred meat. "Ah, it's so hot! My tongue is burned!" she yelped, fanning her mouth dramatically.

I chuckled, offering a wry smile. "Eat slowly, honey."

She pouted slightly, her eyes still watering. "But I'm starving!"

We all laughed then, the sound of easy camaraderie briefly dissolving the lingering tension, and we ate our food in silence for a few blissful minutes.

Ethan, however, remained noticeably subdued, his energy low. He ate steadily but avoided direct eye contact, clearly still feeling awkward about the earlier tent intrusion. His usual quick banter was gone, replaced by a tense reserve.

Suddenly, a taboo thought struck me, sharp and overwhelming, fueled by the darkness, the isolation, and the intoxicating intimacy of the firelight. What would happen if we could actually exchange partners right now, in this moment?

The pure, forbidden thought sent a hot, aggressive pulse through me, and my penis immediately hardened beneath my shorts.

I quickly looked up, trying to disguise the rush of lust and the shift in my posture. Sarah and Maya were across the grill, still laughing and joking with each other,

I slowly calmed my mind, focusing on the scent of the smoke and the crackle of the fire to subdue the raw lust coiling in my gut.

Suddenly, Maya broke the heavy, lingering tension. "I think we should play some games. It's boring!"

Sarah immediately brightened, grasping at the distraction. "I think you're right, Maya! We can definitely play some games, but what should we play?"

Maya’s eyes sparked with mischief. "I think we can play Truth or Dare." She paused, surveying our faces. "What do you think, guys?"

Ethan and I both quickly agreed. The timing was perfect; after dinner and the beer, we were all slightly drunk, our inhibitions pleasantly softened.

"Okay, let's sit closer to the fire," Maya instructed, immediately taking charge of the evening.

We shifted our positions, pulling the blankets and logs into a tight circle around the glowing embers. The firelight cut us off entirely from the dark woods, sealing us inside a small, intense world of shared light and shared risk.

"I'll go first," Maya announced, grabbing the empty beer bottle nearest to her. Her smile faded, replaced by a serious, suggestive challenge. "Before we start, let's establish the rules: You cannot refuse a Dare, and you must answer a Truth honestly."

We all looked at each other. The reality of the game—the inevitable path toward uncomfortable truths and boundary-pushing dares—settled over the campsite. We were about to enter dangerous territory. We all agreed to it.

"I'll go first," Maya announced, grabbing the empty beer bottle nearest to her.

She placed the bottle in the center of the circle and gave it a decisive flick. We all watched as it spun, the firelight catching the brown glass, the silence suddenly thick with anticipation. It wobbled, slowed, and finally pointed directly at Ethan.

Maya grinned, her eyes glowing in the firelight. "Truth or Dare?"

Ethan shrugged, the competitive spark returning to his eyes. "I'll choose Dare."

"Okay, then I dare you..." Maya paused, drawing out the tension, then delivered the challenge slyly. "I dare you to take off any one of your clothes. Any one will do."

Ethan let out a wry smile. "I only have three articles of clothing on me right now," he noted, referring to his shirt, shorts, and underwear. But he didn't hesitate. Without a word, he grabbed the hem of his dry T-shirt and pulled it over his head, tossing it onto the grass beside him.

His chest, muscular and defined from years of hotel maintenance work, was now fully exposed to the firelight.

Maya cheered lightly. "See? That wasn't so bad."

"Okay, now let's drink," I suggested, needing the distraction. We all took a deep sip of our beers, the cold liquid doing little to dampen the sudden heat in the air.

It was Ethan's turn to spin. He gave the bottle a confident flick. It whirled in the firelight, slowed, and finally pointed directly at Maya.

He smiled at her—a slow, expectant smile. She knew exactly what she would face.

Maya challenged him instantly. "I'll choose Dare. I'm not afraid of anything."

Ethan’s smile turned sly. "I want you to take off any one of your clothes."

Maya pointed a finger at him, feigning outrage. "You... you... fine, I will do it."

She unzipped the hoodie she was wearing and slowly pulled it over her head. The cloth fell away to reveal a black bra. Her breasts were significantly fuller than Sarah's, and in the firelight, the fabric strained, making them look like they might spill out at any moment.

I was instantly fixated, my breath catching in my throat. This was the pure, unfiltered essence of the fantasy that had taken over my life.

I felt a sharp, sudden pain as Sarah twisted my waist with her fingers. The pain broke the visual spell and shattered my lustful dream. She had noticed.

I quickly turned to her, about to offer an explanation or an apology, but Sarah quickly avoided my eyes, staring intently into the fire. A silent, potent "Hmm" hung in the air between us, heavy with jealousy.

The air felt thick, the playful tension of the game now laced with genuine sexual heat and Sarah's sharp jealousy.

It was Sarah's turn to spin the bottle. Her movements were stiff, her smile gone. She flicked the glass, and it spun rapidly, a desperate blurring brown object in the firelight. It slowed, wobbled, and finally pointed directly back at Maya once more.

Sarah stared at Maya, her eyes narrowed slightly. This was her chance to cut through the suggestive atmosphere Maya had created by forcing an ultimate truth.

"Truth or Dare?" Sarah asked, her voice calm but carrying a sharp edge.

Maya, seated across the grill with only her bra on, met Sarah's gaze steadily. "I choose Truth," she replied, her own voice challenging.

Sarah leaned forward, the flames reflecting in her eyes. She delivered the question with precision, directly hitting the center of my long-running obsession:

"What is the most explicit sexual fantasy you have that doesn't involve Ethan?"

Maya's confident expression flickered. The question had demanded a profound and dangerous intimacy. She looked down at the fire for a long moment, the flickering light playing across her exposed chest.

The silence was absolute, broken only by the sharp crackle of the campfire. Maya looked directly at Ethan, seeking confirmation, and he gave her a slow, casual nod—a clear signal that he didn't just mind hearing this; he seemed open to the possibility.

The knowledge that Ethan was not instantly opposed to such a drastic idea sent a chill of pure exhilaration straight through me.

Maya took a deep, steadying breath, her eyes flicking between Sarah and me. "My fantasy is..." she began, her voice dropping. "I haven't even told this to anyone, including Ethan." She spoke slowly, deliberately exposing her most private desire to our small circle. "I want to swap partners with other people."

Hearing her say it—the very words that had defined the chaos of my last six months—was a profound shock. Sarah and I instantly looked at each other, sharing a mutual glance of deep, internal discomfort. My forbidden fantasy was now spoken aloud, confirmed by the woman I had been fixating on for half a year.

Maya quickly added, softening the edge of the confession, "But it's just a fantasy, of course. And I will not do anything if Ethan is not okay with it."

The relief that it was just a fantasy was immediately superseded by the terrifying realization that Maya and I shared the exact same destructive desire. The energy around the fire was no longer about a silly game; it was about a shared, undeniable truth that had just made the Roleplay Trap feel very, very real.

The air felt dangerous with Maya's confession—the devastating truth that she shared my forbidden desire. I knew I had to shatter the silence before Ethan, sitting stone-faced across the fire, could react.

I quickly interjected, my voice perhaps a little too loud. "Alright, that's enough heavy truths for one night. Now it's my turn! Let me spin the bottle."

I snatched the empty beer bottle and spun it with force. We all watched the glass whirl, reflecting the firelight in a dizzying flash. It slowed, wobbled, and finally settled, pointing directly at Sarah.

Before I could even finish the question, she called out, "I choose Dare!" Her voice was firm, almost eager to move the spotlight away from Maya and the shocking fantasy she'd exposed.

I let out a wry smile. This was a gift—a chance for a highly visible, contained display of ownership. I looked directly into her eyes, the fire casting deep shadows on her flushed cheeks. "I want you to kiss me. Now."

She stood up, her movements slightly shy, and settled onto my lap. In the warm glow of the firelight, she leaned in, and her soft lips met mine.

The kiss was meant to be quick, a light show for our friends, but the sheer relief and underlying tension of the night pulled us both under. We became lost in each other's kiss. I slid my hand to the back of her neck, tilting her head, and slowly moved my tongue inside her mouth. She immediately responded with a desperate, pent-up hunger, her hands gripping my shoulders. The kiss was passionate, messy, and totally absorbed.

Suddenly, a loud, theatrical coughing sound broke the spell.

Maya giggled, her voice laced with amusement. "Hey! We are playing a game here, and you two have already started making out!"

We immediately separated, gasping slightly for breath. Sarah quickly slid off my lap, her face scarlet, and playfully pinched my waist. "Bad boy! Always trying to bully me!" With that, she let go and quickly returned to her seat beside me.

The tension was momentarily released, replaced by the giddy warmth of the public display. The danger was still there, but for now, the game was back on.

"My turn!" Maya announced, reaching for the bottle with renewed vigor.

She gave the glass a sharp flick. We watched, mesmerized, as the bottle whirled. It slowed, the neck wobbling, and finally settled, pointing directly at Sarah for the second time.

Sarah sighed dramatically. "It's me again! Not fair!"

Maya, her smile now undeniably sly and predatory, asked, "Truth or Dare?" From the look in Maya's eyes, Sarah knew exactly how high the stakes had been raised.

Sarah hesitated, the giddiness from our kiss completely draining away. She knew a serious challenge was coming. "I choose Dare," she said in a quiet, slightly strained voice.

Maya's face was smug. She delivered the command directly, her voice smooth: "Take off any piece of your clothing."

Hearing those words, Sarah looked instantly troubled. She turned to me, her eyes wide, searching for permission, unsure of what boundary she was about to cross.

I fought hard to control the surge of excitement—the raw, possessive lust that flooded my system. If she removed her top, Ethan would see her bra and the swell of her breasts. The thought of him consuming her with his eyes, facilitated by me, made my penis immediately harden.

I gave her a firm nod and a reassuring smile. "It's just a game, honey. Don't worry."

After hearing my answer, Sarah looked visibly relieved. She slowly unbuttoned her blue top. The fabric fell open, revealing her proud, full breasts—restrained by her bra—to the uninhibited view of the firelight.

She immediately crossed her arms over her chest, her face flushed scarlet with shyness.

I noticed Ethan across the fire. He was absolutely still, frozen in place, staring at Sarah without blinking. For a split second, a fierce pang of jealousy hit me, instantly overpowered by an exhilarating rush of excitement—the fantasy of exposure becoming chillingly real.

Sarah realized she was being watched. She met Ethan's rapt gaze for a heartbeat, and her shyness intensified, causing her to instinctively pull the cloth tighter.

Maya followed Sarah's gaze to Ethan, saw his stunned, frozen expression, and let out a quiet, satisfied laugh. "It's your turn, Ethan!"

He snapped back to his senses, an embarrassed smile quickly replacing the look of raw desire. He quickly averted his eyes from Sarah and looked down at the bottle.

Ethan took the bottle. His hand was not steady, and his mind was clearly elsewhere. He gave it a nervous flick. The bottle spun wildly and finally settled, pointing directly at Maya.

He asked, his voice still distant, "Truth or Dare?"

Maya replied instantly, her voice a little breathless, "I'll choose Dare!"

Ethan didn't respond for several seconds; he was lost in deep thought, his face tense as he struggled with some internal conflict. He then suddenly took a deep breath, looked at Maya with an intense conviction that shook the casual atmosphere, and delivered his dare:

"I want you to go and sit on John’s lap."

All of our faces were filled with shock. We hadn't expected Ethan to escalate the game so rapidly, turning a simple dare into a direct boundary test.

I looked at Maya; her face was instantly flushed with shyness.

Then I looked at Sarah. Her expression was complicated—a mixture of surprise, jealousy, and resignation. She wanted to object, but she didn't say anything, just sat there quietly, watching.

A furious excitement surged through me. My mind raced at the thought of Maya, half-dressed and still glowing from the dare, settling onto my lap in front of everyone.

Sarah's Internal Struggle

I felt utterly complicated. Should I allow this? It was just sitting in his lap, but after all the roleplay and the tension of the day, it felt like an enormous step. Then I thought about what happened between me and Ethan today—the accidental tent intrusion, his staring. And I convinced myself: it’s just sitting in his lap; it’s not anything else. It's just a game.

Maya looked between us—John, Sarah, and Ethan—her eyes wide. "Are you guys okay with it?"

I looked at Sarah for confirmation. She gave me a reluctant, subtle nod, though she didn't meet my eyes long enough for me to gauge her true feelings.

The signal had been given. Maya pushed herself up from the blanket, her movements slow and deliberate, and walked the short distance around the grill. She was still exposed in her bra and shorts, and the firelight gave her skin a warm, intimate glow.

She then carefully settled onto my lap.

The shock was immediate and physical. A powerful current passed through my spine and radiated outward. I felt the heat of her skin through the thin fabric of my shorts. I could distinctly feel the soft firmness of her buttocks against me, the exact weight and texture of a forbidden woman. My earlier arousal, already straining, became painfully hard beneath her.

Maya held herself stiffly, leaning forward slightly to minimize contact, her eyes fixed on the fire. The moment was agonizingly brief.

As soon as she felt her full weight settled, she immediately got up and slid off, moving back to her spot across the fire in one fluid, embarrassed motion.

I felt a genuine, sharp sense of loss—a physical emptiness where the fantasy had momentarily materialized.

Before I could process the surge of desire and disappointment, Sarah's fingers pinched my waist, digging in sharply. It was a clear, painful signal: control yourself.

The physical shock of the contact was receding, leaving me rigid as I tried to mask my continued arousal.

Sarah, however, was done with shyness. She was instantly energized, her eyes focused, and a cold determination replacing her earlier shame. "Okay, now it's my turn," she announced, snatching the bottle from the center before anyone could comment on the sudden, forbidden intimacy of the last dare.

She spun it with a deliberate force. We all watched the bottle arc through the firelight until it finally came to a stop, pointing directly at Maya.

Sarah had her target. She leaned forward, mirroring Maya's earlier intense gaze. "Truth or Dare, Maya?"

Maya, still breathing quickly from the sudden exposure and the lap-sitting dare, replied instantly, "Truth!"

A sly, almost vicious smile crept onto Sarah's flushed, slightly drunken face. She had been quiet, observing, but now she struck directly at the heart of the tension.

"Then tell me," Sarah asked, her voice carrying a drunken sweetness that made it sound even more dangerous. "How did you feel sitting on my husband's lap?"


Chapter 2: Sarah’s Face

The air was tight, charged by Sarah’s direct challenge.

Maya, caught completely off-guard by the question, stammered, her gaze darting to Ethan, then back to Sarah. She was clearly struggling to find an answer that was both honest and safe.

She whispered, her shyness returning full force, "I... I... I don't know. I just sat for a second, then got right back up."

Her answer was evasive, a weak attempt to minimize the powerful moment that had just occurred. It was clear Maya was deliberately lying to de-escalate the tension. Sarah studied her face but said nothing, seemingly accepting the denial for the sake of continuing the game.

I snatched the bottle, my hand trembling slightly, and spun it. The glass blurred, slowed, and landed directly on Ethan.

"Truth or Dare, Ethan?" I asked, my voice barely steady.

He met my gaze, a flicker of apprehension in his eyes. "I'll choose Dare, John."

Suddenly, my mind was a chaotic blur. I didn't know what to do. Should I really do it? Should I really want it to happen? My thoughts were tangled in regret and overwhelming compulsion.

"What do you want me to do, John?" Ethan asked, sensing my hesitation and the internal struggle reflected on my face.

The pressure of the moment, the alcohol, and the deep, possessive lust that had been building all night broke my control. I heard my own voice, detached and hollow, deliver the most profound, forbidden demand of my life.

"I want you to touch Sarah's breast for thirty seconds."

Even I was utterly surprised by my own voice, and an immediate wave of regret washed over me the second the words left my mouth.

Sarah's face flushed deep red with shame. She looked at me for a long moment, before looking quickly away.

A quiet "I..." escaped her lips.

Maya was also visibly surprised, leaning back slightly from the fire. But the one who looked the most shocked was Ethan. He sat rigid, his eyes wide, processing the magnitude of the dare I had just delivered.

The silence around the fire was crushing. My breath was trapped in my chest, waiting for the fallout of the irreversible command.

Then, Sarah moved. She gave me one final, intense look, before turning her body and walking the short, fateful distance to where Ethan sat.

She stopped squarely in front of him. Her voice was strained but firm, her teeth visibly biting her lower lip to maintain a razor's edge of control. "You can touch me," she said, laying down the final, non-negotiable boundary. "But only for thirty seconds, and you can't touch me under my clothes." The exposed bra was the line in the sand.

Ethan was stunned, his eyes wide. He quickly glanced at Maya, who was now leaning forward across the grill, her face alight with a dangerous, raw excitement. Seeing his wife's thrill—her silent validation—Ethan seemed to find his conviction. He gave a sharp nod, swallowing hard.

"No problem. I... I will do it as you want," he managed, his voice a low, rough agreement.

My eyes were fixed on Ethan. The internal debate was over. The only thing that mattered now was the realization of the fantasy. What would make it so different if his hand touched her breast? The answer was everything.

Sarah was sitting in front of Ethan, her blue top open, wearing only her bra and shorts. The barrier of the clothes was gone.

My heart began to race wildly. The sheer proximity, the violation, the shame—it all culminated in a violent surge of lust. My penis was now painfully hard.

With visibly trembling hands, Ethan reached out. He placed his large palm directly on Sarah's bra-clad breast.

A small sound escaped her. "Hmm..."

The moment she was touched by another man, Sarah couldn't help but let out a small, involuntary moan. Her entire face flushed a deep crimson red, and she instantly closed her eyes. Her eyelashes fluttered rapidly, a visible sign that she was struggling with a profound internal storm—a mixture of shame, shock, and a surrender to the forbidden contact.

My eyes were glued to the scene—the absolute realization of my deepest, most forbidden fantasy.

Ethan's eyes were fixed on Sarah's face, avoiding my gaze entirely. He wasn't just touching her; he was openly kneading her breast through the thin fabric of her bra, completely ignoring the fact that her husband—me—was watching every single motion.

The seconds were dragging by, stretching the boundaries of reality.

The intimate pressure caused Sarah to shift. Her voice was a low, breathless whimper, her eyes still tightly closed. "Hmm... don't rub it," she pleaded, the words more of a surrender than a true protest.

But he ignored her. Ethan's eyes remained locked on Sarah's face as he continued to knead her breast, shaping it in his hand without any trace of hesitation.

"Ahh... don't pinch my nipples," Sarah pleaded, her voice choked and heavy with deep, rapid breathing. The involuntary sound was a devastating blow, confirming that the touch, though forbidden, was affecting her physically.

Driven by a desperate need to retain some shred of control over the scene I had created, I started the countdown:

"Eight, seven, six, five, four, three, two, one!"

I roared the final count: "Time up!"

Ethan instantly retracted his hand, pulling it back as if burned.

My lower body was rigid, painfully hard. The sight of my wife being so blatantly touched and violated by another man right in front of me was a terrifying, irresistible mix of stimulation and furious, possessive jealousy. I had gotten exactly what my fantasy demanded, but the price was the agonizing realization of Sarah's surrender.

Upon hearing my voice, Sarah instantly pulled away from Ethan, her movements jerky. She walked quickly back to her seat beside me, her bra now visibly askew where Ethan's hand had been.

I immediately reached for her, my heart aching with guilt and a perverse triumph. "Honey, don't worry. I will always love you."

She looked at me, her eyes flashing with a guilty, haunted look. Then, with sudden force, she scrambled to her feet and walked away from the fire, heading toward the darkness near the tents.

"Wait a minute! I'll go and talk to her," I called out, jumping up. "Sarah, wait!" She didn't stop.

I ran and caught her hand, and she whirled around. Her eyes were instantly filled with water.

"I'm sorry, John. I... I..."

"You don't have to be sorry, Sarah," I interrupted, gripping her hand. "I'll always love you. And I am the one who did this."

Her tears broke, and she started sobbing, her voice rising in a tight shriek. "You're lying! You don't love me! If you loved me, you wouldn't watch me getting grabbed by him!" As she vented, she started hitting my chest with her free hand, small, weak punches of pure emotion.

I held her head firmly, forcing her to look into my eyes. "Sarah, look at me." I kept my voice low, firm, and absolutely sincere. "It wouldn't be any problem if you had sex with him. What I love about you is your heart, your personality. We've been together for so many years. As long as you don't leave me, I will be fine. So let's enjoy ourselves."

She looked at me with a pitiful expression, tears streaming down her face. I gently removed them with my thumb.

"You're telling the truth, right?" she whispered, clinging to my jacket. "You wouldn't hate me, right?"

"No, Honey. How could I hate you? I'll always love you."

Her shoulders relaxed slightly. She looked up, the tears still fresh. "So tell me, how did you feel when Maya sat on you? Did you feel good?"

"No," I lied instantly, though my heart pounded with deceit. "It's not as good as you, Sarah."

"Hmm," she let out a small, arrogant sound, a sliver of her old self returning. "You know your place, John." Her voice then dropped to a resentful tone. "Ethan is very bad. He was kneading me so hard."

I looked at her chest and could clearly see red finger marks in a few places where his hand had gripped her.

"Don't worry, Honey," I murmured, my voice now dripping with dark promise. "I'll get revenge on him... with Maya."

She pinched my waist hard. "What did you just say?"

"Sorry! Sorry! I was wrong! I was very wrong!"

"Good. Now that you know." Her voice softened, growing reflective.

I asked, "However... Is there any difference in the way he touched your breast?"

She hesitated, looking toward the firelight, but answered truthfully, her voice low. "When you touch me, you are very considerate and kind, and I like that. But he is very rough. And... it was somehow exciting."

Hearing her honest admission of a forbidden thrill made my penis even harder. I leaned into the roleplay, my voice adopting a teasing scold. "You bad girl! You're feeling better when someone other than your husband touches you!"

She met my gaze, a defiant glint in her wet eyes. "You like other people touching your wife, so how can I not enjoy it?"

I pulled her into a serious, tight embrace. "Sarah, no matter what happens in the future, I'll always love you and not leave you. So you can enjoy as much as you want."

She looked at me with pure love in her eyes, the shame replaced by a fierce, new connection. "I'll always stay with you, John, and I love you." With that, she hugged me tightly.

We stayed there for a long moment, clinging to each other in the dark, the new, terrible terms of our relationship sealed.

"Let's go back, Honey," I finally said.

We rejoined the circle, the air still humming with the raw intensity of our private agreement.

"Welcome back!" Maya greeted us, waving with slightly slurred enthusiasm.

I pulled Sarah down to sit beside me. "Yes, we're fine. We've talked," I stated, offering a firm finality to shut down any questions.

Ethan spoke immediately, his voice tight with lingering guilt. "I'm sorry, Sarah. I didn't mean to..."

Sarah cut him off sharply, her voice ringing with forced steel. "Don't worry. Just play." Ethan managed only a helpless, strained smile in response.

The alcohol was winning. The liquor and beer after each round were making us loud, reckless, and slow to filter. "I think we should start the game now," Maya slurred, intoxicated by the spectacle and the booze.

My mind began to drift again, fixating on Maya's large, exposed breasts. A sudden, reckless thought flared: If I could just play with Maya's nipples, it would be so much fun.

Maya spun the bottle, and for the third time, it landed squarely on Sarah.

Maya's smile turned sly and predatory. "Sarah, Truth or Dare?"

It's me again. Sarah drew a deep breath, pulling strength from the chaotic words we’d exchanged minutes before. "I will choose Dare."

"Then I want you to take off one of your clothes," Maya commanded, her grin widening.

"I'm not afraid of it," Sarah replied with conviction, the words fueled by boldness and booze.

My heart hammered. Sarah had only her shorts and underwear left. She was already wearing her bra from the previous dare. I watched Ethan's eyes lock onto Sarah, determined not to miss a millimeter of the escalating scene.

Sarah stood up. Without hesitation, she bent down slightly and pulled down her denim shorts. Before we could fully register the motion, she lifted her leg, and the shorts were gone.

Her legs were now completely bare in the firelight. She was left wearing a black bra and a black thong, but the thong offered minimal coverage—just a few thin strips of fabric against her skin.

I quickly looked at Ethan. His eyes were fixed on Sarah's body, wide, intense, and utterly captivated—he looked like his eyes were about to pop out of his head. The sight of my wife standing in her lingerie, under another man's gaze, was the ultimate, shocking realization of my fantasy.

"Let's continue the game, guys," Maya said, urging us to move on, intoxicated by the sheer, naked spectacle.


Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Volume 4

The Swinger Swap — A Steamy Romance of Love, Betrayal, and Desire

— S. Darkness


Chapter 1: Sarah Lust

The atmosphere was thick with reckless energy. Sarah was exposed in her bra and thong, and the game had spiraled into total abandonment.

It was Ethan's turn to spin the bottle. He gave it a quick flick, and it landed directly on Maya.

"Dare!" Maya replied immediately, not needing a second thought.

Ethan's Choice

I think I should speed up the game from here, Ethan thought, his eyes sharp. Should I tell her to go and kiss John or something else? No. I think I should hit the maximum exposure.

We all looked at Ethan with anticipation, waiting to see how he would retaliate for my dare to Sarah.

Then the moment came. Ethan looked at Maya, his voice firm and controlled. "I want you to remove two of your remaining clothes."

I felt a dizzying wave of excitement. Maya likely had three clothes left: her pants, her bra, and her underwear. If she removed two, wouldn't that mean I could see her most secret place? The thought sent a violent shiver down my spine, and my heart hammered in my chest.

Maya didn't protest at all. She simply stood up. She slowly removed her pants and tossed them aside; underneath, she was wearing a red, incredibly sexy pair of underwear.

She looked directly at me and smiled. Then, she reached behind her back and gently tugged at the clasp. With a fluid motion, she removed her bra and threw it aside, leaving her completely bare on top.

Her breasts looked elastic and full, the nipples a deep red. I wished I could go there and touch them now. But just as I started to feast my eyes, she used her hands to block her view. When I looked up at her eyes, she smiled at me slyly, a pure tease.

I instantly felt embarrassed and looked away, only to catch Sarah looking at me with a sharp flash of jealousy in her eyes.

Sarah immediately looked away from me, grabbed the bottle, and spun it. It landed squarely on me.

Sarah, her eyes still burning with a cold fire of jealousy from my obvious distraction, fixed her gaze on me. "What do you choose, John?"

I hesitated, my mind racing in a panic. If she asked for a Truth about how I felt looking at Maya's exposed chest, I would confess everything and implode the night. I needed the safest option.

I looked at Sarah and said nervously, "I'll choose Dare."

She smiled—a sly, knowing, and utterly possessive smile—and delivered her demand, reclaiming the balance of power she felt I had stolen. "I want you to remove all of your clothes."

I felt a violent jolt of pure shock. "What did you say, Sarah?"

She repeated it without flinching, her voice firm. "You heard it right. I want you to remove all of your clothes."

From the side, Maya chimed in, her voice eager and slurred. "You can do it, John!"

I took a deep, shuddering breath. It’s just being naked. I rationalized, grasping for courage. The girls are half-naked; why can't I do it?

I quickly removed my shirt, then my shorts, tossing the layers aside into the dark. Only my underwear remained. I saw all three of them—Sarah, Ethan, and Maya—staring intently at me, their gazes heavy and unwavering.

I pulled off the last piece of cloth. Instantly, I brought my hands down to guard my erection, quickly settling back onto the ground. The exposed skin against the cold grass was a shocking physical reality.

"It's my turn," I announced,

I seized the bottle, my naked skin cold against the blanket, and spun it hard across the ground. The glass whirled, then pointed directly at Ethan. I felt a fierce, dark delight.

"What do you want, Ethan? Truth or Dare?" I asked, my voice is husky.

He met my gaze, a defiant and challenging glint in his eyes. "I'll choose Dare."

I smiled evilly inside my heart. The game had come full circle; it was time to equalize the exposure.

"I want you to remove all of your clothes."

He didn't hesitate. Without a word, Ethan removed his pants and then, with a quick motion, removed his underwear. His body, muscular and lean, was now fully exposed beside the fire.

I instantly compared myself. His penis was clearly smaller than mine, but I noted immediately that it was thicker—a small detail that stoked my complicated blend of jealousy and competitive excitement.

I looked over at Sarah. My heart hammered as I saw that she was indeed looking at him, taking in the view of Ethan’s naked form. The sight sparked both a familiar pang of jealousy and an overwhelming surge of excitement.

I watched the visual confirmation of my fantasy, completely stripped of clothing and reservation.

It was Maya's turn to spin the bottle. She reached for it, her movements slow and exaggerated from the alcohol, and gave it a loose spin. It landed directly on Ethan again.

"What will you choose, my dear husband?" Maya purred, leaning forward, her bare chest swaying.

Ethan replied instantly, puffing out his chest slightly. "I'll choose Dare again. A real man isn't afraid of anything."

Maya smiled, and the dare that followed was precise and targeted, aiming for pure, heightened intimacy.

"Then I want you to go and lick Sarah's feet for thirty seconds."

I looked at Sarah, whose face instantly flushed deep red with surprise and a rising thrill. She quickly laid down her boundary. "You can only lick my feet, not my leg," she stammered.

A powerful surge of excitement rushed through me. My penis became painfully hard. This was the ultimate act of intense, erotic focus—a completely naked man devoting his attention to my wife's body.

I watched as the fully grown, naked man, with his own erection visible, walked the short distance and sat beneath Sarah's legs. He took her foot with one hand, gently lifting it. Then, he lowered his head and began to lick her toes and the arch of her foot.

Sarah let out a small, breathless "Hmm..." sound and whispered, "Don't lick so hard." I knew her feet were highly sensitive, and the forbidden contact was clearly overwhelming her.

I couldn't control myself any longer. The sight of Ethan devoted to her, combined with her obvious surrender, shattered my final reserve. I got up, my erection straining, and went to Sarah. I hugged her fiercely from behind, whispering close to her ear, "I love you, Sarah."

I turned her face toward mine—it looked flushed, ecstatic, and incredibly erotic—and I kissed her deeply. Inside her mouth, she instantly responded, her tongue meeting mine with a feverish, excited energy.

I slid my hand lower and gripped her breast. It was so soft, warm, and yielding beneath the thin fabric. She moaned, "Hmm, slow down, baby," but made no move to stop me.

I slowly undid the clasp and removed her bra. Her breasts came into full view, the pink nipples tight and hard. I immediately leaned down and drew one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking gently.

At that moment, Ethan looked up and saw Sarah’s bare breast for the first time. His face instantly contorted with intense desire. He became very excited and began to slowly climb up her leg, his hand tentatively reaching higher.

"John," Sarah called my name, her voice breathless. I looked into her eyes. "Ethan is moving upward."

"Do you hate it?" I asked, my voice thick with lust.

She replied, her eyes bright and defiant, "No! I feel very excited!"

"Then don't worry, just enjoy," I murmured, pulling her closer.

Suddenly, Maya’s voice broke the spell, laced with playful complaint. "Hey! You guys are enjoying yourselves and leaving me out!"

She walked toward Ethan, bent down, and, with a swift, confident motion, took his erect penis into her mouth.

The combined shock and excitement sent a fresh wave of adrenaline through me. "Honey," I gasped, my voice barely audible. "I think we are becoming very lewd now."

Sarah looked at me, her eyes flashing with a mix of intoxication and aggression. "And whose fault is that?"

I didn't answer Sarah's challenging question. Instead, I continued to lick and suck her breast deeply, watching the scene unfold across the fire. Maya was giving Ethan an expert blowjob, and Ethan was slowly climbing up Sarah's leg, now reaching her knee.

He looked up from her knee, his eyes wide with desire. "Sarah, can I touch your breast?" he asked, his voice rough.

Sarah said shyly, her face flushed, "You can ask my husband."

I removed my mouth from her breast, the cold air hitting my wet skin, and gave the explicit permission. "You can touch it and also lick it, but you have to be gentle with her."

Ethan nodded quickly and shot to his feet. Maya immediately let go of his penis and stood up, walking directly toward me.

Ethan slowly helped Sarah lie down onto the mattress we had nearby and immediately bent over her. He began to lick her breast, murmuring, "It's so soft. I always wanted to lick it."

Sarah arched her back, moaning, "Hmm... don't talk. Just do your work," her voice thick with pleasure.


Chapter 2: Swapping

Maya stood before me, smiling—an invitation I was desperate to accept.

I couldn't help myself. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her with powerful force. She let out a small "Hmm" as I slowly opened her mouth, our tongues immediately intertwining in a desperate, thrilling exchange. At the same time, one of my hands went straight to her bare breast, gripping and shaping it in a way I’d only fantasized about. The scent of warm wine and woodsmoke clung to her skin.

A few seconds later, we broke apart for air. I glanced over and saw that Ethan was already on top of Sarah's body, his weight pressing her into the mattress. He was slowly rubbing his naked penis against her thong-clad pussy—if the thin fabric hadn't been there, he would have been inside.

A cool sensation came from my lower body. I looked down and saw Maya had knelt down and was already licking my penis.

I quickly took her head in my hands and guided my penis deeper into her mouth. It was incredibly soft and cool inside her, so tight my penis couldn't go in fully.

I pulled back slightly and whispered, filled with pride and a competitive rush, "See? My dick goes deeper than your husband's—where he couldn't possibly reach."

The only sound filling the clearing was a rhythmic, low noise: "Hmm... hmm... hmm..." as Maya worked her magic, punctuated by the soft, dry crackle of the fire.

On the other side of the fire, Ethan's chest was tightly pressing against Sarah's chest. He whispered urgently, "I want to fuck you, Sarah. Can I?"

Sarah quickly shook her head, her voice strained. "No, you can't fuck me. I have a husband, and I don't want to fuck you."

Ethan persisted, whispering close to her ear, tempting her. "Look, they are having so much fun. And don't you want to experience that?"

"No... no... I won't fuck," she repeated, shaking her head quickly, desperately holding to the last, fragile boundary.

Seeing his main goal denied, Ethan changed tactics, his voice desperate. "Then can you give me a blowjob?"

Sarah looked highly hesitant for a moment, wrestling with the demand. Then, she slowly nodded her head, setting a strict condition. "I can, but you can't move."

Sarah immediately knelt down, fulfilling her promise. She guided his erection into her mouth, and a small sound of surprise escaped her. "How can it be so thick?"

Ethan replied proudly, his voice strained with pleasure. "See? My dick is thicker than your husband's. And if you let me fuck you, you'll feel even better."

Sarah rolled her eyes—a defiant little gesture. "You wish," she muttered.

She slowly, with visible difficulty, took the whole penis deep inside her mouth. Ethan let out a satisfying groan: "Hah! Your mouth is so soft. I wish I could get a blowjob every day."

Sarah didn't reply; she just continued to move her mouth up and down, fulfilling the strict terms of the dare.

John's Reckoning

I watched the scene—my wife giving another man a blowjob—and my erection in Maya's mouth became unbearably hard. The sight was the final, devastating trigger.

I pulled my penis out of Maya's mouth and walked toward Sarah. When she saw me approaching, she instantly stopped the blowjob. Her eyes, wide and dark in the firelight, held no shame, only challenge.

I reached down and stroked her hair. "Don't worry, Honey. I'll always love you. You can continue what you are doing."

Hearing my reassurance, a flicker of relief crossed her face.

She asked, her voice small, "Then what are you doing here?"

"I want to fuck you, Honey," I answered, my voice thick with lust. I positioned myself behind her and reached down to pull off her remaining clothing—the thin thong.

"Not yet, Honey," she whispered, her voice husky. "I want them to see how excited I am for you." She reached down and quickly slipped the thin thong off herself, tossing it aside into the dark.

I slowly touched her exposed pussy, running my fingers over the wetness. It felt hot and slick under my fingers, already pulsing. "Look how wet you are, Honey. I can tell you're ready."

Ethan stood there awkwardly, his erection glistening. "Should I go now?" he asked, clearly unsure of his place.

Sarah looked at him, smiling—a sly, possessive smile. "No need," she answered, keeping her gaze locked on me. "You continue what you are doing. I want you to watch my husband satisfy me."

I felt a violent jolt of pure triumph. Without another word, I positioned myself behind her, my erection straining, ready to begin.

Hearing Sarah answer, Ethan’s face lit up with excited surprise.

I returned my attention to Sarah, my hand still exploring her. "Do you hate it, Sarah?"

She bit her lip. "No," she whispered.

I leaned back, kissing her forehead. "Very good, Honey. I am very happy," I praised, my voice thick with possessive pride. "And now, I'll reward you with my long dick shoved into your pussy."

Before she could utter a single syllable, Ethan and I moved in perfect, savage synchronization: my penis plunged into her pussy from behind, and Ethan shoved his thick penis deep into her mouth from the front, muffling any protest.

"Ah, Honey, you are so wet inside!" I groaned, relishing the desperate tightness of her internal muscles. The contrast between her hot, gripping internal space and the chill of the night air was shocking.

She could only manage small, choked sounds of mixed pain and pleasure: "Hmm... hmm... hmm..."

I slowed down slightly and asked her, needing one final confirmation of my dominance in front of the others. "Sarah, Honey, do you want to switch places? Me with Ethan?"

She managed to pull her mouth free for a split second, her voice frantic and fiercely loyal. "No, husband! I don't want that! I only want you to have sex with me!"

Her pussy immediately clamped down tight around my penis, and that absolute refusal made me surge with euphoric triumph.

Ethan, however, was in his own world, and he began to move harder. With his free hand, he started aggressively kneading her breast into different shapes.

From my vantage point, I couldn't see her face, but I knew it was agonizingly difficult for her to take that huge, thick penis into her mouth.

I pressed the point again, my voice rough with desire. "Honey, do you want that thick penis to come inside your hole and make your pussy full?"

She didn't answer this time—Ethan's penis was already sealing her mouth—so she just shook her head violently from side to side.

When her mouth became momentarily empty—Ethan paused and pulled his penis out—she turned her head. Her eyes were blurry and unfocused, and saliva was drooling onto her chest. She gasped: "No, Honey! Only you can fuck me..."

Before she could finish, Ethan shoved his penis back in, claiming her attention again.

I took the spoken affirmation as my cue, grabbed her hips, and began to move faster and faster—a savage rhythm of possession.

"Ah, Honey, you are so good! Your pussy is so good!" I praised, driving hard into the core of my fantasy.

Ethan took his penis out of her mouth and immediately knelt in front of her. He lowered his head and began to lick her hard, pink nipple like a lollipop.

I pressed my advantage, my voice deep and driving. "Honey, how do you feel? Are you happy with all this attention? Do you feel like a queen right now?"

"Yes, husband," she replied in a voice thick with pleasure and loud, breathless moans: "Ahhh... ahhh... ahhh..."

"Look how amazing you sound," I countered, thrusting shallowly. "You're so turned on by all of us focusing on you!"

"Ahhh... Ahhh.... Ahhh..."

Ethan looked up at Sarah. Saliva was still drooling from the corner of her mouth, and he couldn't resist. He quickly kissed her mouth, transferring the wetness between them.

A slippery, wet sound of water was heard as both Sarah and Ethan kissed each other, their mouths open and eager.

I pulled my penis out of her pussy with a wet pop, bringing our rhythm to a halt. "Honey, this is the final question," I asked, looking her straight in the eyes. "Do you want me to turn you over now? I want Ethan to see my dick going deep inside you, and I want you to look at him while I do it. Are you game for that?"

Both Ethan and Sarah separated, snapping out of their kiss. Seeing me shift to the front, Ethan immediately gave me space.

Sarah looked at me, her face utterly transformed—wild, passionate, and completely unlike her usual reserve. She gave a sharp nod. "Yes, John. Show him. Now." I let her lie down and slowly rubbed my erection against her pink pussy.

When Ethan saw the full view of my wife’s pussy, he gasped. "Wow. I've never seen a real one look so perfect."

I felt a surge of proud, possessive triumph hearing him say that.

From the side, a voice cut in, complaining. Maya had finally had enough. "Hey! You two are having all the fun! Sarah, you are such a lucky woman to have two men serving you!"

Sarah, eyes still glazed, tossed her head back. "Don't worry, my husband will also make you a mess! Ah... Ah... Ah..."

Ethan got up and walked straight to Maya. He hugged her tightly from behind and started to rub his penis into the crack of her ass. "Maya, I want it," he pleaded.

Maya didn't say anything; she immediately dropped to her hands and knees in the doggy style position. Ethan slowly moved his penis into her pussy from behind, and Maya let out a loud, satisfied gasp: "Aahhh!"

We both continued to fuck our wives, our rhythms growing desperate...

Suddenly, I shouted, "Honey, I am cumming! Honey, I am cumming!"

With a loud, visceral shout, I came inside Sarah's pussy, and we both began to gasp for breath. A few seconds later, Ethan also came.

All four of us collapsed onto the mattress, lying naked and sticky, staring silently up at the dark sky above the campsite.

The silence that followed the climax was profound, broken only by the crackle of the dying campfire and the low, heavy breathing of four exhausted people. We lay naked on the mattress under the stars, too drained to move or speak. Sometime before dawn, I vaguely remember pulling the edge of the damp blanket over Sarah and myself.


Chapter 3: Next Morning

The harsh reality arrived not with a gentle dawn, but with the cold sting of morning dew settling on my skin and the insistent, high-pitched chirping of birds overhead. My eyes fluttered open to the rough canvas of the tent roof above us. I was spooning Sarah, her skin cool against mine, and we were still completely naked on the thin mattress near the dead fire pit. The air smelled of burnt wood and stale sweat.

A wave of nauseating clarity instantly chased away the remnants of the alcohol. The guilt was immediate and heavy, a cold stone in my gut. I gently shifted, the sticky remnants of the night making the movement feel unnatural, pulling away from Sarah.

She stirred, her eyes opening slowly. They were red-rimmed and tired, but alert. The moment her gaze met mine, the memory of the night—the shame, the ecstatic shared intimacy, the crude sounds—slammed into both of us.

"John," she whispered, her voice fragile, barely audible above the birds.

"Honey," I replied, pulling the blanket higher to cover her breasts, a sudden, desperate return to modesty. "Are you... are you okay?"

She took a shaky breath. "I don't know," she admitted honestly. Her lower lip was slightly swollen. "I feel... awful. And wired. My body aches."

We sat up, pulling the blanket around both of us like a shared shroud. Across the small clearing, Ethan and Maya were stirring on their separate blanket, equally nude and huddled together against the morning chill.

Ethan woke first. He looked over at us, his eyes wide, and his face instantly went crimson. He quickly pulled Maya's blanket up, covering their bodies.

"Morning," Ethan mumbled, his voice tight with awkwardness. He couldn't meet my gaze.

"Morning," I returned, feeling the weight of the last twenty-four hours settle over the group like a physical fog.

The Sober Negotiation

Maya sat up, pulling the blanket around her shoulders. Her dark hair was matted. Unlike the men, her expression held a strange mix of serenity and satisfied exhaustion.

"So," Maya began, her voice hoarse, cutting through the silence. "That happened."

Ethan flinched. Sarah squeezed my hand hard under the blanket.

"No, we have to talk about it," Maya insisted, her tone now serious and entirely sober. She looked directly at us. "We all looked. We all touched. We all climaxed. And now we have a decision to make, before we put clothes on and pretend the last twelve hours didn't happen."

She looked straight at Sarah. "Did you feel anything new? Anything exciting? Any curiosity that we can't ignore?"

Sarah inhaled deeply, the air sharp in her lungs. She looked at me, her commitment to our marriage visible in her eyes, then back at Maya. "Yes," she whispered, the admission sounding like a confession. "When John and Ethan were both... focused on me. I felt incredibly desired. And when Ethan was... rougher, demanding. That was exciting, and it made me feel possessive of John. But my line is still my own choice."

I spoke, laying down the foundation for the new relationship. "The rules have to change from an unspoken game to an explicit agreement. The jealousy is real, the desire is real, and the shame is real."

I looked at Ethan and Maya. "The only way forward is if we all agree, right now, to share. But it has to be on Sarah's terms, and it has to be on Maya's terms. No forcing, no pushing."

Ethan, surprisingly, was the first to agree fully. "I'm in. Last night was... the most intense thing I've ever done. I felt guilt, but also something powerful. Let's do this right."

Maya grinned, a flash of her nighttime excitement returning. "Absolutely. Let's be partners in this."

We formalized the agreement, stating the terms out loud:

They will officially share partners.

Intercourse is allowed, but consent must be explicit, sober, and given by the spouse first.

No emotional jealousy will be allowed to derail the commitment of the original marriages.

We all exchanged a deep, serious nod.

…………………..

An hour later, we were all dressed, awkwardly folding the soiled blankets. The clothes—denim and cotton—felt scratchy and formal after hours of nakedness, a heavy shield against the exposed intimacy of the night.

"Before we commit to the long drive home," Maya suggested, grabbing a towel. Her voice was bright, injecting a forced sense of normalcy. "Let's all go to the lake. We haven't had fun in Lake Travis yet, like normal people on vacation."

We all readily agreed. The idea of washing away the residues of the night, physically and mentally, was universally appealing. We changed quickly into our swimming suits and walked to the designated swimming area where many people were already gathered and playing. The noise of the crowd was a welcome distraction from our silence.

The four of us plunged into the water. The shock of the cold water was a perfect, physical counterpoint to the heat of the night. We splashed each other, the laughter—though perhaps slightly too loud—feeling genuine and innocent, a stark contrast to the explicit chaos we had shared just hours before. The cold made our skin tighten and our muscles contract, pulling us back to a state of control.

We swam out to a buoy. Sarah and Maya chatted about work, their voices light and surface-level, playing the part of uninvolved friends. Ethan and I raced each other, the small physical exertion a release for pent-up adrenaline. We were playing the part of normal couples, letting the everyday environment and the anonymity of the crowd temporarily suppress the explosive truth that bound us.

As we swam back to the shore, I reached out and firmly took Sarah's hand under the water. She squeezed it back fiercely, her eyes meeting mine. That small, submerged connection confirmed everything: The experiment is over. The reality is here. And we are still us.

We emerged from the lake, feeling clean and strangely reborn, toweling off quickly in the sun. We finished packing the last items, leaving the ashes of the fire and the shattered fragments of our innocence behind.

As we climbed into the cars and drove away from the clearing, looking out at the glittering expanse of Lake Travis, I knew the dynamic of our lives—and our relationships—had been forever altered. The commitment remained, but the rules of engagement had changed entirely.


Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Volume 5

The Husband's Invitation

— S. Darkness


Chapter 1: I Love You

A full month had passed since our journey back from Lake Travis. The feverish desperation of that night had settled into a measured, almost routine rhythm. We weren't camping now; we were firmly back in the city, and the situation had achieved a strange new version of normal.

We were inside our room. Every weekend, we executed the partner swap with Ethan and Maya, usually spending a controlled, intense Saturday night together. Yet, one boundary—the final line—remained firmly intact.

Ethan had tested that boundary repeatedly. Many times, he'd asked Sarah if he could fuck her. Sometime when I was alone with Sarah, I asked her if she would ever agree to fuck him.

"I know what you think," Sarah said one evening, interrupting my thoughts as I watched her from the couch. "You're asking about this now, but if it really happened, you would feel heartbroken. And I don't want that." She looked directly into my eyes, her gaze clear and unwavering.

I smiled wryly and said nothing, because she was entirely correct. The thrill of the fantasy was immense, but the reality of losing that final, physical hold on my wife was still terrifying. I had no excuse for it.

Sarah sensed my conflict, her voice softening as she held my hand. "If I ever let him fuck me, I'll ask your consent first. If you agree to it, then..." she didn't finish the rest of the sentence. The implication was clear: then my body would be yours to share.

I felt an intense wave of warmth and overwhelming love wash over me. This was the strength of our agreement—not the sex itself, but the absolute transparency and fidelity to our shared life. I pulled her tightly into my arms, inhaling the familiar scent of her hair. "I love you, Sarah. I love you," I murmured against her skin.

She hugged me back, her embrace firm. "I love you too, Honey. If anything happens in our relationship, we'll face it together and overcome it together."

I hummed a deep agreement, closing my eyes, feeling secure in the knowledge that no matter how chaotic our weekends became, our marriage remained the absolute center.

As we stayed locked in each other's arms, savoring the comforting silence, the calling bell of our house rang—a sharp, invasive sound that immediately broke the spell.

I didn't need to check the peephole to know who it was. Today was Saturday, and for the first time, we were meeting here. Our previous weekly swaps had always taken place at a neutral hotel room, but tonight, we had decided to try hosting.

I looked at Sarah and said, "Wait, I'll open the door." With that, I walked toward the entrance, opening the door onto the evening.

"Welcome to our little house," I said with a smile, forcing an air of casual hospitality that barely concealed my nerves about hosting the swap in our private domain.

Outside, Ethan and Maya were standing. Maya wore a simple but stunning blue dress that looked both elegant and intentionally revealing, and she looked absolutely beautiful, her eyes glittering with anticipation.

"Hello, John," Ethan replied immediately, his eyes already scanning past me into the living room. "Where is Sarah?"

From the side, Maya gave his waist a sharp, pointed pinch. "You always talk about Sarah," she reprimanded him, her voice playful but carrying a clear undertone of competitive awareness.

I maintained my smile. "Come inside, guys. Sarah is sitting there."

They both stepped across the threshold. Then, Sarah also walked up, moving past me toward the door. She gave Maya a soft, genuine hug. "Welcome to our house," Sarah said, then stepped back, addressing both guests with a polite nod. "Come in and sit."

The warmth of the initial greetings was slightly forced. The presence of the other couple instantly changed the atmosphere of our home. The act of closing the door behind them, the soft but final click sound, felt momentous.

Inside the house, we all settled down around the mahogany coffee table in the living room. Sarah and I sat close together on the heavy, soft couch, the cushions absorbing the tension between us, while Ethan and Maya took the firm armchairs opposite. The initial silence, thick with anticipation and the scent of our recently-cleaned apartment, was broken by the precise clinking of ice as Sarah began pouring the deep red wine.

"It feels... different," Maya observed, swirling the wine in her glass. The liquid caught the warm lamplight as her eyes meticulously scanned our surroundings—the framed photos on the wall, the cozy cable-knit blanket draped over the ottoman. "I mean, being here instead of a sterile hotel. It's more personal. More... real."

Ethan leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees, his gaze immediately locking onto Sarah, ignoring the wine. "It's better. More real," he murmured, his voice low and deliberate, emphasizing the increased intimacy of holding their weekly swap in our private domain.

Before the suggestive tension could solidify, Maya smoothly steered the conversation to a mundane, external topic.

"Speaking of different," Maya said, taking a sip of wine. "We'll be going on a trip to Denver for my cousin's wedding next week."

I took a deep breath, the slight relief from the shift away from our explicit purpose palpable. "Oh, that's right! Congratulations, Maya. How long will you two be gone?"

Ethan answered with a slight frown, his mind clearly on the disruption to our routine. "Three days. We leave next Wednesday, John."

Sarah looked genuinely disappointed, not just for the missed opportunity but for the disruption to her new friendship. "I'll miss you, Maya."

Maya laughed warmly, the sound cutting through the formality. "Don't worry, I am not going to stay there for the rest of my life. It's only three days.

"I'll go and make our dinner for tonight," Sarah announced, breaking the strained silence that followed the discussion of Maya's trip. She smoothly slid off the couch and walked toward the kitchen.

"I'll help out," Maya immediately volunteered, following Sarah and allowing the two women to retreat into the domestic space, leaving the two men behind.

Now, only Ethan and I remained in the living room, separated by the expanse of the coffee table. The sexual tension that usually defined our encounters was replaced by a familiar male awkwardness, heightened by the knowledge of what we were about to do—and what we had already done—to each other's wives.

Ethan broke the silence, his voice reverting to a purely platonic, familiar tone. "So, let's watch TV for a while."

He reached for the remote. We both settled back, trying to embody the image of two old friends hanging out on a Saturday night. Ethan turned on the sports channel. The bright lights and shouting voices of a televised game immediately filled the room, a loud, necessary distraction from the secrets we were sharing.

Inside the kitchen, the air was warm with the scent of spices and oil heating in the pan, a stark contrast to the emotional chill in the living room. Sarah and Maya worked side-by-side, the rhythm of chopping and stirring providing a cover for the real conversation.

Sarah suddenly broke the domestic rhythm, her voice lowered and hesitant. "Maya, how do you feel about this swapping thing? I mean, do you regret it ever?"

Maya paused, her hand hovering over a bowl of chopped onions. She took a moment, looking down at the ingredients before raising her eyes. "No, Sarah, I don't regret it," she replied, her voice firm. "Instead, I feel good that I took that action. Because of this, our marriage became happier." She said this with a genuine smile and then gently asked, "What about you, Sarah?"

Sarah pointed a finger at her chest, a touch of surprise in her expression. "Me?"

Maya nodded. "Yes, you."

Sarah turned back to the cutting board, the rhythm of her chopping slowing. "Actually, John told me about this many months ago, but at that time I disagreed with him and only said I'd have roleplay with you. But you know, sometimes roleplay becomes real. And it happened with you guys. And honestly, I don't regret it either. As for John, sometimes he tells me that I could go all the way with Ethan, but I want to make it slow. I don't want to hurt him by speeding things up."

From the side, Maya let out a soft sigh, her tone shifting to a light complaint. "Your husband is good, Sarah. He’s controlled. But see my husband? He is so eager to have sex with you." She said this with a soft smile on her face, a mix of pride and mock frustration.

Sarah's face instantly became red. "Let's continue to cook quickly," she stammered, clearly trying to distract herself from the directness of Ethan’s desire.

Maya just smiled, a knowing glint in her eye, and didn't press the point, returning to the cooking.

A few minutes later, the meal was finished. Sarah let out a deep breath, the tension temporarily released. "It's done," she announced.

Maya also nodded her head. "Hmm.

The women carried the steaming dishes from the kitchen—the stir-fry fragrant with ginger and garlic, and the rice piled high.

At the dining table, John and Ethan came and took their seats. "Sorry we didn't notice the time," Ethan said, a slight awkwardness in his voice, though neither man had genuinely forgotten why they were there. The distraction of the sports channel had been an essential buffer.

Sarah looked at them, her composure regained after the kitchen confession. She gave them a warm, reassuring smile. "Don't worry, just enjoy your dinner."

With that, both Sarah and Maya also sat down. For a moment, we were simply two couples sharing a meal on a Saturday night. The only sounds were the clinking of silverware against the plates and the murmured requests for salt. We all ate quickly, propelled by a silent, shared urgency to finish the tedious civilian ritual.

We completed our dinner, clearing the plates with minimal conversation, and we all set down on the sofa and the nearby armchairs. The proximity of the living room, where the real action was due to begin, made the silence heavier. It was a little awkward situation.

I couldn't stand the polite tension anymore. I shifted on the sofa, leaning forward, and broke the silence.

"So," I began, my voice deliberately casual, but then I changed tack, deciding to ease into it. "I think we should drink some wine and relax for a while."

"Yes, yes!" Ethan immediately chimed in, agreeing enthusiastically, clearly trying to find an easy way to move past the awkward silence.


Chapter 2: My Husband Wish

I poured the deep red wine into the four glasses we had prepared, and we all started to drink, using the wine as a bridge back into conversation and shared comfort.

As I sipped my wine, I saw that Ethan was staring directly at my wife. His eyes were wide, taking in the full view of her sitting close to me. The familiar mix of agonizing jealousy and explosive excitement surged through me.

I couldn't control myself anymore. I took Sarah into my lap with a sudden, possessive movement, pulling her hips flush against my own, and hugged her tightly, placing my head intimately at the soft curve of her neck.

Sarah let out a small, surprised "Ahh" due to the abruptness of the action, but she didn't struggle or pull away. Instead, she naturally settled into a comfortable position against me, her body language confirming her safety and loyalty rested with me, even as her body was the object of Ethan's gaze.

John's weight was warm and heavy on me, his sudden, possessive hug both a surprise and a thrilling confirmation of his devotion.

Then, John started to kiss my neck softly, sending a sharp shiver down my spine. A soft moan escaped my mouth, muffled against his shoulder. His scent—mine, familiar, safe—mixed with the anticipation of the forbidden evening.

His hand slowly, deliberately, moved under the hem of my cotton dress, and he suddenly pulled my pants down. I gasped, a wave of shock mixed with intense arousal hitting me, but I didn't struggle or stop him. My pants slipped down my thighs, pooling around my knees.

I glanced up. Ethan’s eyes were glaring at me with pure, intense lust, fixed on the exposed flesh of my legs. His direct, raw gaze made my heart beat faster, the sound pounding in my ears.

What would happen if Ethan came over here right now and touched me? Sucked my lower body while I was staying secured in my husband’s arms? The thought was immediate and electric, and the wave of desire made my lower body instantly wet. My breathing hitched, speeding up uncontrollably.

My husband slowly pulled my dress up, raising the hem past my hips. I felt a surge of adrenaline and surprise; I hadn't expected him to be so attuned to my inner thoughts, my silent, specific fantasy.

And then, his voice, low and rough against my ear, confirmed my darkest desire. He invited Ethan to come over and lick me.

Ethan POV,

I didn't expect that thing to escalate so fast. Just a moment ago, we were talking about Denver; now, Sarah was exposed in her husband’s lap. I felt an electrifying mix of shock and intense excitement when John invited me to lick Sarah’s pussy. The command was raw, possessive, and exhilarating. He actually wants me to do this.

My hesitation lasted only a microsecond—the moment it took to process the sheer audacity of the invitation. I didn't hesitate any longer. I slowly left my seat, my eyes fixed on Sarah, whose breath was coming in short, shallow bursts.

I moved deliberately, kneeling slowly on the carpet in front of the sofa. I reached out, my hands trembling slightly, and slowly took her smooth, exposed leg into my arms. The heat emanating from her skin was startling. I softly kissed her shin, right above the knee.

Sarah let out a low, breathy gasp—a sound that was pure affirmation.

I slowly moved upward, placing gentle kisses along her thigh, feeling the fine hairs rise beneath my lips. I was close enough now to smell her perfume and the faint, sweet musk of her immediate arousal. I was less than a foot away from the dark, intimate secret John had just offered me, right here in their living room.

I paused my slow ascent up her leg and looked up. Sarah’s eyes were tightly closed, and her face was flushed red, a deep, beautiful crimson that spoke of overwhelming stimulation and contained shame. She was lost in the moment John had created for her.

I looked down again, taking a deep breath. My heart was racing very fast now, matching the frantic rhythm of hers. This was far more intense than any of our hotel encounters because we were literally in their home, under the living room lights.

My hand slowly went upward until it touched the discarded ring of fabric—her pants—which were gathered around her knees. I slowly removed them, sliding the material completely off her legs.

Now her entire lower body, from her waist down, was exposed in front of me, though I still couldn't see the exact target clearly; the soft, blue fabric of her cotton dress was still blocking my direct view.

My hand continued to move upward along her bare skin. I could feel her smooth, hot skin, radiating heat from the intense rush of blood. Sarah’s breathing became erratic and irregular, hitched little gasps of anticipation.

My finger slowly, tentatively, slid further up and found its target, just beneath the edge of her dress. I felt the soft crease of her labia. It was completely soaked wet with her juice—a clear sign that her mind was screaming "yes" even as her body was held tight by her husband.

The moment my hand settled on her, she let out a low, involuntary moan: "Ah!" But she immediately bit her lip hard, clearly trying to suppress the sound and prevent me—and Maya—from hearing the full extent of her pleasure.

Sarah POV,

The moment Ethan's hand touched my lower body, a sharp, electric current passed straight through me. I couldn't help but moan, but I quickly bit down on my lip, stopping the sound short. I didn't want to be seen as a lustful woman, especially not in front of my husband while I was sitting squarely on his lap.

Ethan's finger slowly slid up and down, and the friction was intense. The area immediately became very slippery because of my juice. "Ah... don't put your finger inside me," I whispered quickly, the words a blend of fear and desire. My body, however, reacted differently than my words; my hips subtly pressed into his hand. Ethan took back his finger from the entrance but continued to rub my pussy with agonizing precision.

Suddenly, my husband's large hand cupped my breast. He started to gently and possessively knead and fold it, his touch quiet but firm. Caught between the aggressive stimulation below and the loving possession above, I completely lost control. The resistance vanished, and a string of soft, involuntary moans escaped me: "Ah... ah... oh my god, it's so good!"

My eyes shot open, finding John's face close to mine. I was desperate for his confirmation, his control. "John, kiss me," I pleaded, asking for his kiss to anchor me.

He looked at me immediately, his eyes tender yet fiercely filled with both love and lust. I adored that look; it was the confirmation that everything happening was for him and because of him.

John POV,

I was throbbing with excitement. The sight of Ethan's hand touching my wife's pussy, combined with her low, stifled moan, made me incredibly hard, and now the pressure was actually starting to hurt.

Then, Sarah suddenly called my name and asked for a kiss. I looked down at her, seeing the tender appeal mixed with the raw lust in her eyes, and I kissed her lips slowly, pouring all my pure love and possessiveness into the act. To my surprise, Sarah immediately pushed her tongue inside my mouth and started to cuddle with my tongue—a sudden, aggressive intimacy that showed me how deeply aroused she was. I didn't think much of the intensity; I just matched it.

My hand didn't stop working; it continued to knead her breast into different shapes, using my touch to match the stimulation Ethan was providing below.

We finally broke apart from the kiss, both of us gasping for air. I pulled back just enough to whisper into Sarah’s ear, the question that drove my fantasy: "Sarah, do you want Ethan to lick your pussy?"

Hearing my words, her face—already flushed—became even more intensely red. She didn't speak; she simply lowered her head and just nodded her head, her small movement a powerful, silent confirmation.

I looked across the scene. Ethan was still sitting on his knees in front of Sarah, his hands touching her pussy, his excitement visible as he heard her silent confirmation.

The moment was solidified. I gently guided Sarah to sit fully on the sofa cushions, placing her feet firmly on the floor. I stood up and walked directly toward Maya, who was watching the scene with a wronged look on her face, her arms crossed tightly over her blue dress, clearly dissatisfied with Ethan's singular lack of attention.

Before I could even speak, Ethan seized his opportunity. He didn't waste a second negotiating or waiting for a formal dismissal. He dropped his head immediately toward Sarah's lap.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Sarah gasp loudly as Ethan's face disappeared beneath the hem of her dress, the slippery, wet sound of his mouth making contact already filling the strained silence.

I reached Maya and placed a hand on her shoulder. The muscle under my palm was rigid with tension.

"You look upset," I murmured, my voice low.

Maya spun around, her eyes blazing with a mixture of jealousy and fierce desire. "You bet I am upset, John! My husband practically forgot I exist the second you offered up Sarah," she said, her face falling into a small, intense pouting expression.

I reached out my hand and gently pinched her cheek. The sudden, familiar, and tender gesture cut right through her anger. "You look very cute now, and I want to eat you," I whispered, letting the double meaning hang in the air.

Hearing my word, the anger instantly vanished from her face and was replaced with shyness. Maya was usually the most bold and forward of the four of us, but my sudden, tender claim—a combination of flirting and possessive hunger—had clearly taken her by surprise.

I didn't give Maya a chance to recover from her sudden shyness. I slowly took her hand, guiding it to the front of my pants where my throbbing erection strained against the denim.

I looked at her with a pitiful look and voice. "Can you please help me? It's hurting."

The contrast between my dominant flirtation and my sudden vulnerability made her laugh—a low, husky sound of arousal. She immediately knelt down in front of me. She quickly unzipped my fly and freed my cock, taking it into her hand with practiced ease.

The initial feeling was a little cool and refreshing against my overheated skin. I let out a small, involuntary "Hmm" of relief.

She didn't wait for further instructions. She gave a quick, warm lick around the sensitive head of my penis, making me gasp, and then slowly, confidently, took it deep inside her mouth.

Her mouth felt instantly very warm and incredibly slippery, and she began to suck me with focused, rhythmic intent. It felt like a vacuum, pulling the pressure right out of my core.

I couldn't help but compliment her performance, even as my mind was fragmenting from the pleasure. "You are very good at this, Maya," I managed to choke out.

She only let out a low, muffled "Hmm" sound in response—I didn't understand what she was trying to say with her mouth full, but the message was delivered through the intense suction.

Sarah POV,

The sounds of the living room were a confusing, stimulating chorus. I could barely contain the pleasure Ethan was giving me, but through my closed lids, I was aware of everything.

I knew Maya was giving John a blowjob, and the low, satisfied sounds escaping his throat told me he was very happy. My pleasure was inextricably linked to the fact that his was being provided by someone else.

Suddenly, Ethan pulled his head away, his breath hot on my skin. "Sarah, can I fuck you? Please let me fuck you," he asked, his voice rough with desperate urgency.

"No," I answered immediately, my voice firm despite the racing of my heart. "I will only fuck my husband, and if he gave me permission, then I'll think about it." It was the standard answer, my unbreakable shield.

Hearing my refusal, Ethan looked genuinely troubled. He thought for a moment, then, with a clear look of determination, he looked past me and called out, "John!"

My husband, still sitting on the sofa with Maya on her knees giving him a blowjob, immediately pulled out his dick from her mouth and looked over at us. "What?" he asked, his voice slightly muffled from the recent intensity.

Ethan took a deep, steadying breath. "I want to fuck Sarah, and she said that as long as you don't give permission, she will not agree to it."

Hearing him lay out our private terms so bluntly and openly, I was startled. I hadn't expected him to appeal directly to John for my body while he was being serviced by his wife.

I looked at John. He was still fully erect, his eyes blazing with a potent mix of lust and curiosity. "As long as Sarah is agreed with it, I don't mind," he stated, his voice ringing with pure permission.

Hearing him say those words—the very thing I knew he wanted, the ultimate sign of his trust—I felt a wave of intense, proprietary warmth.

Now, Ethan was looking at me with expectation, his eyes wide and hopeful.

But I still felt the internal dread. "No," I whispered, shaking my head.

He looked clearly disappointed, his shoulders slumping slightly. Then he rallied, a new idea sparking in his eyes.

"Then can I just rub it against your pussy?" he pleaded. "I promise I won't put it inside."

The proposal made my heart hammer. I was already highly aroused, and the thought of his hard, smooth skin grinding against me, stopping just short of penetration, was an exquisite torture. I already told him no once, and I didn't want to hurt him by refusing again, especially when he was so close to giving up.

Then, I saw my husband, John. He was watching us, his face radiating excitement and fervent anticipation at Ethan's clever proposal.

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

The words were out. The boundary had been moved, placing me right on the edge of the final line.


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Bundle 1.

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 Bundle — Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Bundle 2),

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Bundle 2) Coming Soon.

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

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

Follow me for new story.

— S. Darkness
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