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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.


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: The Swinger Swap — A Steamy Romance of Love, Betrayal, and Desire.

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

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

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

Continue the journey in Next Volume — Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Volume 5),

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Volume 5) https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G2JGBSTC

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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