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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: The Husband's Invitation.

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 6),

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Volume 6) https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G2MZ1W1P

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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