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Chapter 1: Ethan, Come Inside

As we talked animatedly about what to order—debating between Italian and Thai, the various pizza toppings flying back and forth—time passed quickly. We had just settled on a specific deep-dish crust when, suddenly, our house calling bell rang. The loud, cheerful ding-dong echoed sharply through the silent house.

We both froze instantly. "Wait, I'll go and open the door," I said, knowing it could only be Ethan.

I didn't waste any more time, got up, and walked quickly toward the front door. The metallic, cold handle of the door felt grounding beneath my fingers, claiming my somewhat uneasy heart. Right now, I felt both scared and intensely excited. I was scared because our marriage wouldn't be the same anymore if we did this, but at the same time, I knew we had to give it a try. If I don't try, how can I know if it will make our marriage strong or weak? I reasoned, needing the logical thought to override the fear.

As I opened the door, a sudden rush of cool night wind hit my face. I saw Ethan standing there, his face illuminated by the porch light. In his hand, he held a bottle of wine. He smiled at me, a wide, slightly tense smile, and said, "John," by way of greeting.

"Hi, Ethan. Come inside," I replied with a smile, quickly stepping aside and making a clear path for him to enter our house.

As Ethan moved inside, I closed the door with a soft click sound, and the sudden silence of the house settled over us again.

Sarah, who had been waiting in the living room, stood up and walked toward us.

"Hi, Sarah," Ethan greeted her. I could tell from his voice that he was feeling awkward; his tone was too polite, too formal, emphasized by the fact that he was alone without Maya beside him.

Sarah smiled warmly, her expression completely welcoming, designed to put him at ease. She gently took the bottle of wine from his hand and placed it on the coffee table.

I patted him lightly on the shoulder. "Don't be nervous, Ethan. You can relax; we're not strangers."

"I'm not nervous at all!" he protested quickly, though his eyes betrayed him. "It's just, you know, coming without Maya, I think I shouldn't have called you guys..." he trailed off, a hint of guilt in his tone.

"You don't have to feel anything like that," I reassured him, leaning into the shared history. "If Sarah goes somewhere, I'll also come to your house." I said this in a joking manner, trying to make the situation feel more relaxed and normal.

Sarah just smiled and nodded her head, backing up my reassurance.

"Sure, you can come to our house, John! We are best friends after all," Ethan replied with a burst of grateful laughter. The tension in his shoulders seemed to drop a notch.

"Now guys, don't just stand there, sit down quickly!" Sarah said with a decisive, hospitable smile to us both.

"Yes, yes, madam," I replied to her, making a silly little bow.

With that, we all settled down on the living room sofa. Sarah positioned herself in the middle, creating a physical buffer, with me and Ethan sitting on either side of her. The soft leather of the sofa squeaked lightly as we settled, and the silence returned, now charged with anticipation.

"We were planning what we should order, and we just couldn't make up our minds," Sarah said to Ethan, breaking the quiet. Her tone was light, redirecting the focus entirely to the mundane.

I also added, "I think we should just keep it simple."

Hearing our word, Ethan also said, "I think we should order pizza."

Hearing him say that, I felt a genuine surprise, a small, warm surge of easy agreement. "We were also thinking about pizza," Sarah also said from the side, a smile twitching at her lips. "But then we thought when you came, we could ask for your recommendation. I didn't expect you to choose the same."

"Then we should order it now," I said decisively to both of them. I opened my phone, the bright screen glowing in the low light of the living room, and ordered three large boxes of pizza—one for each of us, I figured, considering the long night ahead.

I put the phone down on the coffee table, the successful completion of the order hanging in the air. The lightheartedness of the pizza order had done its job in diffusing the initial tension, but the real reason for Ethan's solitary, late-night visit was still heavy in the room.

"So, how is Maya doing?" I asked, choosing a neutral topic to ease the transition. "Is the wedding fun?"

Ethan relaxed visibly at the question, grateful for the distraction. "It's great, apparently. It’s her cousin, a really big deal for her family." He shook his head ruefully. "She was furious at the general manager that I had to leave early. The general manager called me twice about some urgent staffing issue tomorrow morning."

"That's rough, having to fly back just for work," Sarah said sympathetically, leaning forward slightly.

"Yeah, but I convinced her to stay," Ethan explained. "I told her she needed the break and that I could handle the hotel. She sends her apologies for missing out on... well, tonight." He ended the sentence with a slight, knowing look toward Sarah, acknowledging the implied plan without fully vocalizing it.

The slight pause after Ethan mentioned Maya’s apology for missing "tonight" was heavy with unsaid intention. The small talk was finished.

I shifted slightly on the sofa, reaching for the bottle of wine Ethan had brought. "Let's get this open," I suggested, the smooth glass of the bottle cool against my hands. "It looks like we're going to be up late anyway." I didn't wait for a response but uncorked it quickly, the soft pop of the cork breaking the mounting tension.

As I poured a glass for each of us, I looked directly at Ethan, handing him his glass of red wine. "So, Ethan, tell me, what are your thoughts about full swapping?" I asked, getting straight to the point. "I mean, we know that you and Maya are also new to this. Do you think we should swap partners fully now, or wait some time?"

Hearing my words, Ethan’s eyes instantly became very excited. He took a quick sip of the wine. "Me and Maya already talked about this before, and we are ready to swap partners fully, but you know, you guys..." He didn't finish the sentence, but the implication was clear: they were waiting for us to be ready. "And I am really glad that you have already come up to this term," he added, his voice filled with genuine relief and enthusiasm.

While speaking, he looked directly at Sarah. Seeing him looking at her, she looked away shyly, a faint flush rising on her cheeks.

Seeing this affirmation between them, I let out a smile—a smile of pride, control, and anticipation.

"So, the next question is..." I began, my voice dropping slightly, the excitement making it a little gravelly. "Maya isn't here."

I paused, letting Ethan fully process the unique situation. We were all agreed on the future goal (full swapping), but the present moment offered a different, more intense scenario: one man, one couple.

"What does that mean for tonight, Ethan?" I asked, my gaze direct and challenging. "We are prepared to move to full swapping. Are you prepared to... initiate without Maya here?"

I took a sip of my wine, the spicy warmth of the red liquid fortifying me. The silence in the room was electric; the answer would determine whether the evening would be a simple dinner and chat, or the boundary-shattering event we had mentally prepared for all week.

Hearing my explicit invitation, Ethan looked visibly excited, his eyes shining with anticipation. I knew, without a doubt, that he was looking forward to this direct encounter with Sarah. But suddenly, his expression grew troubled, the excitement immediately tempered by ethical concern.

"I think I should make a call to Maya," he said, his voice hesitant. "You know, it's different than soft swapping." He looked earnestly at me and then at Sarah. "Can you give me a minute before I answer this question?"

Hearing him saying this, we fully understood him. This wasn't about enthusiasm; it was about respect for his partner and the new, serious boundary we were proposing. "Okay, no problem," I assured him. "You can call Maya now, then decide what to do."

Ethan got up from the sofa. "I think I'll go to the bathroom for a moment," he said.

We didn't say anything, just nodded our heads. He walked quickly toward the hallway bathroom, the door closing behind him with a quiet thud.

I watched as Ethan entered the bathroom, the door clicking softly shut, and everything in the living room felt immediately silent. The only sound was the faint, muffled rush of water from the bathroom.

I looked at Sarah; she was also looking intently at me. "Sarah, what do you think Maya will say?" I asked her, needing her perspective to manage my anxiety.

"I don't know, John," Sarah replied calmly. "We can just see what happens next. And if it won't happen today, it will happen tomorrow or the day after tomorrow."

I nodded my head, accepting the patience required. Suddenly, an idea—a thrillingly perverted idea fueled by the earlier discussion of control—came into my mind. I leaned in and whispered the suggestion directly into her ear, my warm breath close to her skin.

Hearing my idea, she looked shyly excited, her eyes wide. "Do you really want me to do that?" she whispered back.

I nodded my head firmly.

She smiled slightly. "Okay then, I'll do it."

At that moment, the bathroom door opened, and Ethan suddenly came out. He stopped, seeing us together, clearly ready to deliver the verdict. We were both looking at him, desperate to hear what Maya had said.

"Well, Ethan, what did Maya say?" I asked, needing the confirmation.

Hearing my question, as he was about to speak, the calling bell sound rang again. The loud, cheerful ding-dong stopped him before his first word even came out of his mouth.

Sarah immediately got up. "I'll go and check," she said, moving toward the door. "I think it's the pizza delivery."

With that, she walked quickly toward the door and opened it. We saw the pizza delivery guy standing outside. After paying and taking the pizza, Sarah closed the door, and walked inside with three large boxes of pizza, the warm, savory smell of the food instantly filling the house.

After placing the warm, heavy boxes of pizza on the coffee table, Sarah quickly settled back down beside me. She didn't wait for us to initiate the topic. "Now tell us, Ethan," she prompted, her voice tight with expectation. "What did Maya say?"

Ethan nodded his head, and a large, excited smile finally broke across his face, relieving all the earlier trouble. "Maya agreed to it!" he confirmed, his voice barely containing his eagerness.

Hearing his word, a powerful surge of excitement rushed through me. I glanced at Sarah and saw a flicker of nervousness cross her features, quickly followed by a deepening focus. I immediately reached for her hand and held it tightly, giving her firm, silent support.

She looked at me with relieved eyes, confirming she felt my presence and my commitment.

Then, to break the charged silence, I cleared my throat. "I think we should eat the pizza before it gets too cold," I suggested, needing a moment of normalcy before the true escalation began.

"Yes, we should eat right now," Ethan also nodded his head vigorously, clearly eager for the distraction.

Sarah didn't say anything, but she got up and immediately started opening the boxes. The sizzling-hot, savory smell of baked cheese and spices burst into the room, a final.

Sarah quickly opened the three large pizza boxes. The steam carrying the pungent scent of oregano, melted mozzarella, and cooked tomato sauce immediately billowed out, clouding the air between us. The distraction was instantly welcome.

We didn't bother with plates. Sarah tore off a paper towel for each of us, and we reached for the slices, the cheese still bubbling and stretching as we lifted them from the box.

"This is good," Ethan mumbled around a large bite, clearly using the food as a barrier against the overwhelming excitement of the agreement he had just secured.

"It is," I agreed, taking a large slice myself. My hunger, which I hadn't realized was profound until the smell hit me, quickly took over. We ate ravenously, the chewing and the occasional sound of a soda can opening being the primary noise.

Sarah, however, ate slower, more deliberately. I noticed she kept glancing at Ethan and then quickly looking away, a faint flush persisting on her neck above the collar of her shirt. The casualness of the meal felt like a delicate cover—the pizza was simply fuel for the inevitable event ahead.

After about ten minutes, the initial hunger faded. The conversation, which had been limited to generic praise for the food, finally died down. We were left holding half-eaten slices, the remnants of the meal oily on our fingers, staring at the diminishing contents of the pizza boxes.

After eating all of those pizzas—the three boxes surprisingly annihilated by our combined anticipation and hunger—we all settled back down onto the sofa. The air was now thick with the warm, stale smell of pizza and spices.

Sarah looked directly at me. I simply nodded my head, acknowledging the unspoken signal. It was time for her to execute the instruction I had whispered earlier in the kitchen.


Chapter 2: The Point of No Return

"Guys, wait," she announced, pushing herself up from the sofa. "I'll go to the bedroom to change into something different." After saying that, she headed for the stairs and left for the bedroom.

As she walked up, I saw Ethan’s eyes lock instantly onto Sarah's figure, following her until she disappeared around the landing. The look on his face was raw, undisguised hunger.

And thinking of what would happen in just a few minutes, the knowledge—the pride in her effect on him, and the permission I had just given—caused my dick to become instantly, painfully hard beneath my pants.

As I watched Sarah disappear inside the bedroom and heard the soft click of the door latch, I focused my attention entirely on Ethan.

He didn't ask me any questions, which was unusual for him; he simply sat there, radiating coiled anticipation.

"Ethan, so are you ready?" I asked him directly.

Hearing my question, he looked at me, his eyes dark with commitment, and replied simply, "Yes, I am, John."

After that, there was a silence between us. A few seconds passed by, and I thought it was time to end the waiting game and initiate the transition.

"Ethan," I called, using his name to draw his full attention. He looked at me, expectant. "Let's go to the bedroom. I think Sarah is ready now."

Hearing my instruction, he looked momentarily puzzled. "Aren't we supposed to wait for her here?" Ethan asked, referencing the usual script for social visits.

"No need," I dismissed the protocol. "She will not come down. Just follow me." With that, I got up and walked toward the stairs. Ethan also rose immediately and followed me. I could hear the faint thud of my own slippers and the lighter shuffle of Ethan's shoes hitting the wooden ground as we ascended.

In no time, we came to a stop in front of my bedroom door. I raised my voice slightly. "Sarah, are you ready? Can we come inside now?"

"Come in," Sarah replied immediately, her voice carrying a sultry, low tone that sent a final jolt of heat through me.

I turned the knob and John opened the door. The sight immediately hit me. Sarah was standing there, not in pajamas, but wearing the black, lacy, sexy lingerie that I had given her two months ago—the fine fabric contrasting sharply with her skin, revealing and concealing just enough.

I already came inside and saw Ethan was still standing at the doorway, stupified on the spot, clearly stunned by the beautiful and explicit view.

I laughed softly, the sound slightly ragged. "See that, Sarah? You look so sexy that with a single glance you seduced Ethan."

Hearing my teasing voice, she looked at me, a powerful, dark confidence in her eyes. "Bad boy," she replied, her voice low and husky.

Hearing our conversation, Ethan snapped back to his senses. He came inside and quietly closed the door. The heavy click of the latch was definitive—we three were now alone in the room.

"You guys sit down on the bed," Sarah commanded, her tone firm, authoritative, yet filled with sensuality. "And you'll listen to what I have to say."

We both quickly nodded our heads, the command intensifying the atmosphere.

"Now remove all of your clothes," she demanded, her gaze sweeping over us, urging us to fulfill the request.

We obeyed immediately, removing our clothes with fumbling hands. The discarded fabric whispered as it hit the floor, and we became naked in front of Sarah. We climbed onto the bed, our penises already hard, throbbing with anticipation.

She walked directly toward me first, where I was sitting on the bed, and reached out. She gently took hold of my penis. The warm, firm pressure sent a sharp jolt of pleasure through me, and I let out a small "Hmm" sound, confirming the power of her touch.

She turned her attention to Ethan. "Do you like me, Ethan?" she asked, her voice soft but direct.

Ethan’s breath hitched. "Yes! Yes, I like you," he stuttered, his eyes wide.

Sarah smiled, that same confident, knowing smile from the kitchen. "Then I'll give you a special treat now."

Saying that, she moved closer to Ethan's erection and aimed her mouth at his hard dick. She slowly took his penis inside her mouth. "Ahhh! You are so good, Sarah!" Ethan let out a loud moan of intense pleasure. She quickly took the full length of his dick inside her mouth, beginning a deep, rhythmic attention.

With her left hand, she simultaneously started to masterbate my penis, her focus split perfectly between the two of us. I closed my eyes, consumed by the extraordinary feeling of her attention.

She continued to give the blowjob for a while, the wet, sucking sounds punctuated by Ethan’s gasps. "You are so good with this, Sarah! Hmm," Ethan couldn't help but moan again. The sight and sound of her devoted attention to him was an agonizing, thrilling pleasure to me.

She finally pulled away, a trail of saliva gleaming on his shaft, and said, "It's just the beginning. I have more good things for both of you."

With that, she got up from the kneeling position and turned around, moving to the other side of the bed. She smoothly climbed onto the bed and lay down on her back, presenting herself.

"Now it's your turn to pleasure me," she commanded, her voice slightly breathless. "Tell me, who will come first?"

I immediately stepped up. "I think Ethan should go first," I suggested, the host mentality prevailing. "He is a guest, and I am the host. I should go after him."

Hearing me say this, Ethan became even more excited. He quickly got up and started to enthusiastically kiss her inner thighs, drawing a sharp inhale from Sarah. She let out a soft moan, "Hmm..."

I walked around the foot of the bed and went to the other side. I looked down at her, and she lifted her head slightly. "Baby, kiss me," she pleaded.

I quickly bent down and kissed her mouth deeply, the taste of sweat and fresh excitement mingling on her tongue. With my free hand, I started to firmly knead her breasts, shaping them under my palm.

A few seconds later, I saw that Ethan had paused and was looking directly at us, observing the intimate exchange. He spoke, his voice reverent. "Look, John. Your wife became so wet down there."

Hearing him say this, I slowly moved my hands away from her chest and down toward her hips. I gently pushed her thighs apart and saw the clear, slick juices coming out. "Look, Sarah," I whispered, my voice rough with excitement. "You become so wet."

Ethan got up from his position and presented himself, his penis hard and ready, poised right between Sarah's opened thighs. He started rubbing the slick tip gently against her wetness. He looked down at her and asked, almost breathlessly, "Sarah, should I push it in?"

Hearing him say this, Sarah looked past Ethan and directly at me, seeking that final piece of authorization. She didn't call me John. She called me, "Husband."

I held her hand tightly, my grip firm, and gave her quiet encouragement. "You can have fun, honey," I said, my voice heavy with the gravity of the permission.

With that, Sarah nodded at me, turning her focus back to Ethan. "Okay, you can go in," she said, laying down the final, crucial rule. "But first, wear a condom."

"I didn't bring any condom," he replied, his excitement momentarily checked. "Should I go now and buy some?" Ethan asked, sounding frantic at the idea of leaving.

"Don't worry, I have some," I interrupted, reaching immediately for the bedside drawer. I retrieved a foil packet and gave him a condom. He quickly tore the packet open and wore it.

Then, the smooth head of Ethan's dick was placed against the entrance of her vagina. Slowly, deliberately, Ethan began to move inside her pussy. He let out a surprise cry of intense pleasure. "Ahh, it's so tight, Sarah!"

Sarah, lying beneath him, was biting her lower lip, clearly trying to suppress her moan—the ingrained habit of quiet modesty kicking in.

I couldn't help but lean down and pinch her breast gently. "You don't have to suppress your moan, honey. Just enjoy yourself tonight," I whispered, my voice an eager growl.

Hearing me say this, the final restraint broke. She stopped suppressing it and started to moan loudly, "Ah... ah... ah..." as Ethan began to move in and out

Ethan lifted her legs, positioning them high above his shoulders, and immediately started thrusting harder and faster. The bed began to squeak in rhythm with the vigorous motion.

"Ah... ah... ah... slow down... oh my God..." Sarah gasped, her moans becoming louder and less coherent.

Seeing her surrender and moan like this, I felt a slight, complicated conflict—a twinge of primal territoriality—but it was immediately overridden by the powerful wave of pride and excitement that she was feeling so good. Just a regret that today I couldn't fuck Maya, I thought, but the feeling was quickly dismissed with the confidence: Anyways, I'll fuck her eventually.

Time passed like this. I kept kissing her mouth deeply and kneading her breast, pushing and pulling the soft flesh under my hands, while Ethan was aggressively fucking her.

Suddenly, Ethan sped up his rhythm again, his face taut with effort, and he shouted, "I am coming, Sarah! I am coming!" With that final yell, he quickly came inside her pussy. I let out a deep breath of relief, hearing the wet squish of his ejaculation against the condom. I took a breath of relief that he is wearing a condom. I don't want anybody to cum inside he—that's my bottom line.

Ethan slowly took out his penis with a wet popping sound as it separated from her wetness. He immediately rolled off her, slightly breathless, and left the space for me.

I immediately took over Ethan’s place, not wanting a second of lapse in Sarah's pleasure. I placed my hard dick against my wife’s entrance and looked at her. Now she was slightly more in control, recovering from the powerful intensity of Ethan’s climax—a few seconds ago, she had been entirely lost in pleasure.

"Baby, I'm coming in," I warned, the words rough. With that, I pushed my penis deep inside her pussy and immediately started fucking her.

She continued to moan, but the sounds were different now, mixed with words of intimacy. "Ah... ah... ah... ah... Husband, it's so good! Yours is so good! It's hitting me deep!"

"Tell me, Sarah," I asked, speeding up my thrusting, fueled by the complex excitement of the moment. "Whose penis felt better? Mine, or Ethan's?"

"Ah... Ah... Ah... Your is good, husband! Yours is good! Ah... Ah..." Her response was a chaotic mix of truth and pleasure-driven loyalty.

We continued to fuck. Ethan had already quickly pulled on his pants and was sitting on the chair across the room, watching us intently.

A few minutes later, the pressure became too much. "Honey, I am coming!" I shouted, my voice breaking, while thrusting deep inside her.

"Wait, John! I'll also cum! Ah... Ah... Ah..." she cried, her body tightening around me.

With one final, deep, powerful thrust, we both came simultaneously, our shared climax filling the room with the sound of gasping breaths and the wet rhythm of our bodies.

I slowly fell onto her side and lay down on the bed, my chest heaving, breathing heavily into the pillow. Sarah turned her head toward me, our exhaustion complete. The shared pleasure was immense, but the energy required to reach it had been fully spent.

A few seconds later, the urge for modesty returned, particularly with Ethan still present. We got up from the bed and quickly wore our clothes.

As Ethan watched Sarah pull her dress back over her body, he suddenly broke the silence. "Guys, I think next week you should come to our house."

Hearing him say this, I felt a surge of surprise and immediate happiness—the chance to finally engage with Maya was now secured.

Me and Sarah looked at each other and shared a private, knowing smile. "Okay," I agreed, my voice full of enthusiasm. "Next time, we'll visit your place."

After wearing all of our clothes, we all settled into a comfortable silence, the immense event hanging heavy but satisfyingly between the three of us. The awkwardness of the beginning was gone, replaced by the profound, quiet connection of shared intimacy.

Time passed like this, the satisfied silence stretching long and comfortable. More than a few minutes passed away, the only sounds being our deep, even breaths as we recovered.

Suddenly, Ethan shifted, glancing at the quiet shadows outside the window. "Guys, I have to go back," he said, his voice regretful. "It's already late."

We both nodded in understanding. The professional side of him, the night shift manager, was kicking in. He quickly pulled on his shirt, the fabric hissing faintly as he smoothed it over his torso. He walked inside the bathroom for a moment and, after a few minutes, he came out, looking refreshed and composed.

We walked with him to the front door, the cool air of the hallway a stark contrast to the heat of the bedroom. I opened the door, and the hushed sounds of the late night drifted into the house. We watched him step quickly outside, get inside his car, and with the soft thrum of the engine starting, he drove away down the street.

We closed the door, the heavy thud of the wood signaling the final end of the night's extraordinary events. Then, we turned and walked back inside.

Inside the house, the living room felt calm again, the lingering scent of pizza and sex faint but present. We both settled back onto the sofa, the spot where we had first received Ethan feeling charged with new significance.

"Sarah," I called softly, resting my arm around her shoulders.

She leaned her head against me, settling into the comfortable curve of my neck, and responded in a low, comfortable voice, "Hmm."

"I'm glad that we did it," I confessed, letting out a final breath. "What about you? Are you happy with it?"

She placed her head more firmly on my shoulder, her weight grounding me. "Yes, John," she said quietly. "I also feel the same thing as you."

With that quiet, mutual affirmation of our shared pleasure and decision, we both fell into a contented silence.

With the intense satisfaction of our shared moment settling in, the silence stretched comfortably, punctuated only by our slow breathing. We eventually stirred, the physical remnants of the encounter needing attention.

"We should probably clean up," Sarah murmured, gently rising from the sofa.

We moved together, wordlessly, the physical intimacy of the last hour translating into an efficient teamwork in the living room. I gathered the crumpled pizza boxes, the oil leaving a slick residue on my fingertips, and took them to the kitchen bin. Sarah handled the glasses and the discarded condom wrapper from the bedside table, her motions private and respectful of the shared secret.

The cleanup was quick, the silence broken only by the clatter of the wine glasses in the sink and the soft rustle of the trash bags. Once the living room was reset to its cozy, normal state, we turned our attention to the bedroom.

We didn't speak as we stripped the sheets, the fabric warm and slightly damp from the exertion. We tossed them into the laundry basket. The process was almost mechanical, yet it felt deeply intimate—a silent acknowledgment of the storm that had just passed through our marriage, leaving behind a profound sense of shared success.

Finally, we climbed back into the fresh, cool bed. Sarah immediately tucked herself against me. I held her close, feeling the steady, rhythmic beat of her heart against my chest.

"Next weekend," she whispered, the words heavy with future anticipation, her voice already thick with sleep. "Their place."

"Their place," I confirmed, kissing the top of her head.

The feeling was one of perfect, complete equilibrium. The fear was gone, replaced entirely by excitement for the new boundaries we had established and the adventures that lay ahead. We fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.

The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: The Full Exchange.

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 Season (2) — Swinger’s Dreams: A Wife To Sahare (Volume 1),

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Volume 1) https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G4N5CCFV

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

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Volume 10


    		Chapter 1: Ethan, Come Inside


    		Chapter 2: The Point of No Return


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26






OEBPS/image_rsrc90.jpg
SEASON 1
CUCKOLD DREAMS

Swinger’s
\ Dream

’((’ J Y X < |
ﬂé gs DARKNESS e
V Bl oX

s LN





