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Chapter 1: The Release and the Exchange

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."

"I promise I wouldn't go in," Ethan assured me, his voice rough and low, a promise that felt both comforting and highly dangerous.

"Okay, but how will you do it?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper, realizing the logistics of the near-act were equally critical.

Ethan thought for a moment, his gaze fixed on my lower body. "You rest your hands on the sofa and close your legs. I'll go from behind," he replied, his plan focusing on positioning to control the entry.

Hearing him describe the pose, I felt a fresh wave of hesitation. If I positioned myself that way, John would have a perfect, direct view of my face and my body language. But then I quickly rationalized: it's okay, he will not put it in, so I don't have to worry about anything.

With that fragile thought of safety, I moved, pushing my body forward so that my butt rose up slightly in the air, creating a receptive space between my tightly closed legs for him to insert himself easily. The thin, cool air of the room suddenly felt sharp against my exposed skin.

"You look very sexy in this from, Sarah," Ethan murmured, his voice thick with appreciation as he positioned himself behind me.

"Don't say it," I whispered back instantly, heat flooding my cheeks. I felt a piercing wave of shame combined with exhilarating thrill—the intense realization that my husband was watching me while I was sticking my butt up for another man's pleasure.

John's POV

Can Ethan really resist the temptations of not entering inside her pussy? I watched the shift in position, my breath held tight in my chest. I had some serious doubt about his control. But I knew one truth: I was okay with anything, as long as Sarah was okay.

The position they took was exactly what I didn't know I needed. From my view on the sofa, I had a perfect, horrifyingly intimate sight. I watched as Ethan’s erect penis went in and out, rubbing violently against the slick, sensitive lips of Sarah’s pussy. The shush-shush sound of the friction was surprisingly loud in the quiet room.

Sarah wouldn't look at me directly due to shame, but I could see her face as clear as crystal from here. Her face was flushed a deep, lustful red, her eyes were clamped shut, and her lip was bitten raw, clearly suppressing the sounds that Ethan's intense friction was forcing out of her.

Suddenly, Ethan broke the silence, his voice tight with effort. "Sarah, how is it? Did you feel good even when I am not putting it inside your pussy?"

"Hmm... Yes, it's good, and I like it. I feel like I am masturbating myself," Sarah admitted, her voice strained by the intense sensation.

Hearing Sarah describe the near-act as a form of heightened self-pleasure—her arousal so intense that she was forgetting Ethan was a separate person—made my penis even more impossibly hard. I could no longer just watch. I seized Maya's head with my hand and started thrusting faster than before, matching Ethan's frantic rhythm.

Then Ethan asked again, his voice sounding urgent and demanding, "Will you let me do it like this every day?"

Sarah, catching her breath from the brutal friction, sounded both aroused and suddenly, dangerously in control. "It depends on your performance. If it doesn't satisfy me, then I'll never let you fuck me."

"Even now you are pretending to be saint? Your pussy is leaking so much juice," Ethan sneered, his voice a triumphant, raw whisper against my lower back, reveling in the proof of my surrender. The humid warmth of his breath sent a confusing shiver down my spine.

"Don't say such things," I managed, the shame spiking, making my voice tiny and vulnerable.

Suddenly, my eyes—which I realized I had accidentally opened—and John’s eyes made contact. Seeing me looking at him while I was pinned in this position, taking pleasure from another man, I instantly began to panic. But the soft moans, the involuntary sounds of pleasure, didn't stop coming out of my mouth.

John's POV

Seeing my wife like this for the first time—so exposed, so frantic, so completely broken by lust and shame—awakened something different inside me. It wasn't just arousal; it was a profound, dominant satisfaction. I nodded towards her, a slow, gentle gesture of encouragement, intending for her to feel comfortable, not guilty.

Seeing my nod, her panic began to vanish from her face, replaced by a desperate, tearful gratitude. Her lips moved, and she whispered through them, a sound so faint and intimate that only I could understand: "I love you, John."

Hearing her love confession while another man’s penis rubbed relentlessly against her pussy, driven by the very consent I had given, was the most exhilarating, devastating confirmation of my fantasy. It was an affirmation that no matter how far she went, her heart belonged to me.

The silent conversation between John and me, that profound affirmation of love, was violently interrupted.

Suddenly, Ethan's voice cut in, strained and demanding: "Sarah, can you move your buttocks a little high so that I can hold your breast while thrusting?"

I didn't utter a word; I just instantly obeyed. My focus was purely on John. I raised my buttocks slightly higher, creating a perfect, vulnerable angle, and maintained my eye contact with my husband. The cold air hit my newly exposed skin, but I barely registered it.

Ethan immediately took my breasts in his two hands and started to grip them tightly, kneading them into different shapes, perfectly mirroring the possessive manipulation John had initiated earlier. The pressure was intense, almost bruising.

Suddenly, a sharp cry tore from my throat—"Ahhh!"—and I snapped at him angrily, "Don't grip them with so much force!"

"Sorry, sorry! I got way too excited. I wouldn't do it again," Ethan apologized profusely, his voice thick with guilt and desire, but he didn't stop thrusting the head of his cock against me. The rhythmic slide and pressure continued, unrelenting.

I didn't have the breath or the will to argue anymore. I closed my eyes again, focusing only on enduring the relentless, exquisite friction.

John's POV

From my view, I could now see Ethan was pinching Sarah's nipples, a cruel, sharp sensation that made the low, guttural moans finally escape her: "Ah... Ah... Ah... Ah..."

The sight of Ethan demanding that intimacy, the sound of Sarah's raw cry of pain and pleasure, the final, desperate pinch on her nipples—it was too much. I couldn't control myself anymore. The tension that had been building since Ethan first touched her was about to break.

I stopped looking at them, tearing my gaze away from the spectacle, and focused entirely on the warm, urgent mouth working below me. "I am coming, Maya!" I growled, my voice rough.

Hearing my word, Maya immediately began to move her head faster, more aggressively. Her grip on my cock tightened, and the wet, sliding heat was an anchor in the chaos. I also began to thrust into her mouth faster, a frantic, animalistic rhythm.

For a moment, she took my penis out of her mouth, her eyes bright and intense. "Cum inside my mouth, John! I want you to cum inside me!"

Her demand—her absolute devotion to taking my release—left no room for hesitation. I shoved my penis back inside her mouth, gripping the back of her head, and prepared to shatter.

With one last convulsive stroke, I came inside her mouth. For a moment, my mind went completely empty, consumed by the blinding rush of orgasm, before slowly, sickeningly, rationalization began creeping back.

I pulled my penis out of her mouth with a damp, loud popping sound, feeling instantly deflated. I fell back into the sofa cushions, breathing heavily, sweat beading on my forehead.

As for Maya, she struggled slightly, kneeling for a moment. I reached out, took her hand, and helped her settle into my lap, cradling her back.

"Are you satisfied with my skills?" Maya asked me, her voice playful, though her eyes held a serious, assessing glint.

"Yes, Maya, you are very good," I said, holding her firmly from behind, trying to reestablish some semblance of normalcy and gratitude.

Then, she asked the unexpected question, slicing through the relief. "Then tell me, who is best in this regard? Me or Sarah?"

The comparison, the betrayal of having to rate my wife against her, made my chest tighten. This was the true cost of the swap. I hesitated. I didn't know what to say, my mind scrambling for a safe answer.

Maya must have sensed the sudden panic and the conflict in my eyes. She let out a small, relieving laugh. "I'm just joking, John. You don't have to answer that," she said, resting her head on my shoulder.

Hearing her reprieve, I felt the tension drain immediately from my shoulders. The air felt thin, and the only sound was the heavy thrumming of my own heart.

Even as I came, the raw sensory input from the other side of the sofa hadn't stopped. From my angle, I could see that Sarah and Ethan were also reaching their limits—they would climax quickly.

"Ah... Ah... Ah... Ah... I am cuming! I am cuming!" Sarah suddenly cried out, her voice loud and, her body trembling violently in the grips of her orgasm.

Seeing that, Ethan instinctively stepped back for a moment. But after just a few seconds, driven by his own building climax, he once again continued to rub furiously against her pussy.

"Sarah, I'll also cum! Can I cum at your pussy?" he asked, his voice strained and desperate.

Suddenly hearing him say this, Sarah immediately shook her head. "No! Don't shoot there!" The denial was sharp, firm.

"Let me help you masturbate it," she said, instantly taking control of the scene and the boundary. She tried to sit up. Seeing her denial, Ethan looked momentarily disappointed but still complied. He got up from behind her and moved in front of her.

Sarah took his thick, throbbing cock into her hand and started to masturbate it with experienced, deliberate strokes. The warm, velvety skin felt alien in her grasp. After stroking for a while, his penis became super hard again, rigid with the final push of his orgasm.

"Sarah, I am cuming! I am cuming!"

Hearing this, Sarah sped up her stroking, and within a few seconds, he came into her hand. The thick, hot liquid splashed over her skin, a tangible, messy end to the encounter.


Chapter 2: The Quiet Aftermath

Ethan then sat beside Sarah on the sofa. For the first time in what felt like hours, he looked directly at us. When his eyes landed on Maya, he looked instantly guilty, a shadow falling over his satisfied expression.

He called out, "Maya?"

But Maya didn't answer him. With a cold hump, she turned her head into the opposite direction, refusing to acknowledge his presence or his guilt.

I gently let Maya down from my lap. The high was gone, replaced by the damp reality of the post-coital silence. I stood up and walked directly toward Sarah.

From the side table, I grabbed a pack of tissue paper. I came in front of Sarah, offering the pack to her. Seeing me approach, Ethan immediately got up from the sofa and quickly walked towards Maya, recognizing his responsibility for the emotional fallout.

Sarah took the tissue paper, her cheeks still deeply flushed, and quietly began to clean her hand where Ethan had released himself. I sat beside her, resting my hand possessively and reassuringly on her thigh. The simple, heavy weight of my hand was meant to ground her.

Ethan's POV

Ah, shit. I'm done now. The wave of guilt was crushing, fueled by the immediate visual proof of Maya’s anger. She was staring pointedly at the wall, radiating cold fury.

I came in front of Maya. I didn't say anything, knowing words wouldn't work yet. I just reached out and took her hand. The skin of her palm was cool and resistant. She tried to avoid it, pulling her fingers away, but I held her hand firmly, refusing to let her shut me out completely.

I came in front of Maya, holding her hand firmly, refusing to let her shut me out.

She looked at me with an angry face. She didn't say anything, but I knew she was furious. Anyone would be angry if you completely ignored your wife. And we are still relatively new to swapping partners; we definitely need more time to get used to the intense emotional dynamics.

"I am sorry," I said to her in a quiet voice, my tone pleading. She didn't respond to my apology. She just kept staring at me, and her silent scrutiny was making me very nervous.

Maya's POV

I knew I shouldn't be angry with him, but I couldn't help myself. He just ignored me this whole time, his entire existence centered around Sarah. The echo of her cries still seemed to hang in the air.

Ah, Maya, you are reacting too much for this. It wasn't that much of a big deal, I told myself, trying to rationalize the situation. Calm yourself down and talk to him so this doesn't happen again.

I took a deep breath, steeling myself against the residual sting of neglect, and finally spoke. "Listen, Ethan. I know that you are not deliberately forgetting me, but I want you to at least pay some attention to me during this intimate time." I winced internally. Ah, I said it. Now what will he think? Will he think I am being narrow-minded?

I didn't think that Maya would be so direct about her feelings. Her honesty was a sharp relief. But I felt deeply relieved; at least she talked to me, and now I could fix the situation.

"Sorry, Maya, it wouldn't happen again," I vowed immediately, gripping her hand tighter. "For this time, you forgive me. From now on, I'll do as you say."

She looked at me, scrutinizing my face without blinking for a long moment. Finally, the corner of her mouth twitched. "Okay, I'll forgive you this time... otherwise, hump!" she conceded, the final sound a tiny, aggressive noise that confirmed she was still the one holding the power. The coldness in her eyes finally began to thaw.

The tension between Ethan and Maya had just resolved, but the air around us remained thick, heavy with the lingering scent of sex, sweat, and spilled wine.

Maya stood up gracefully from her seat. "Come on, let's go," she said, looking pointedly at Ethan. "I need to wash up."

With that, she walked purposefully toward the hallway leading to the bathroom. Ethan, relief evident in his posture, immediately followed in her wake. The sharp, final clicking sound of the bathroom door shutting down behind them was surprisingly loud, sealing them in their private reconciliation.

The moment they were gone, an immense silence fell upon the living room. Sarah and I were left completely alone on the sofa, enveloped by the damp, lingering warmth of the recent exchange. We were breathing the very air that had contained the extreme sounds and actions of the last hour, an air heavy with residual ozone and musk.

I shifted slightly, feeling the heavy, comfortable weight of Sarah's body heat against me. We sat there, side-by-side, absorbing the profound aftermath of our swapping—the conflicting emotions of arousal, devotion, shame, and triumphant vulnerability all swirling together in the quiet domestic space.


Chapter 3: The Vow Renewed

The bathroom door had clicked shut, leaving us in a vacuum of intense, private silence. I turned toward Sarah, resting my hand securely on her thigh, needing to ground her and myself.

"How are you feeling, Sarah?" I asked, keeping my voice low and serious. "Are you comfortable with this? If you aren't, then tell me, okay? You don't have to endure it if you are doing it just for my sake only. I also want you to feel happy."

She looked at me for a while, her eyes searching mine, her brow furrowed slightly as she weighed her complex emotions before committing to an answer. I think she was thinking exactly what to say to deliver the full truth.

"John, I'll be honest with you. At first, I was very reluctant when you first mentioned it to me." She paused, taking a deep, steadying breath, the pause stretching out the tension like a rubber band. "But... I don't hate it now. And I want to explore it with you."

She leaned into me slightly, her voice dropping to a fierce whisper of reassurance. "And if someday we come to realize that it's breaking our marriage, we'll stop it immediately."

Hearing her answer lifted a heavy stone from my heart. The relief was immediate and overwhelming. She wasn't just sacrificing for me; she was finding a unique pleasure in this, and crucially, she maintained a firm, protective boundary around our marriage. I felt very relieved that she was at least not doing it only for my sake.

The immense relief of her confirmation washed over me. I took her hand and looked into her eyes with deep love and absolute possession. I leaned forward and kissed her forehead, confirming my devotion. "I love you, Sarah," I murmured against her skin. The smooth, clean scent of her forehead was a contrast to the salt and spice of the last hour.

With my other hand, I gently cupped the back of her head, drawing her face even closer to mine. Our noses were touching, and I could feel Sarah’s hot, rapid breath hitting me as our eyes locked in a searing stare.

I said in a husky, definitive voice, "You’ll be always mine, Sarah. Nobody can take you away from me. I don’t mind what you do with other men, but at the end of the day, you are my wife. We made a vow in front of Jesus that we’ll always stay together, so I—" I stopped, the emotion too intense to finish the formal declaration.

Sarah didn't need the words completed. She used her free hand and hugged me tightly, burying her face into my shoulder. "Yes," she whispered fiercely against my neck, "my heart will always be yours, only yours."

We stayed locked in each other’s arms for a long, necessary moment, the shared vow overriding the recent chaos, reaffirming that the bond of our marriage was the true, unshakable foundation of the night. The sound of our hearts beating in unison was the only music we needed.

The sound of the water suddenly stopped. I knew they would be coming out in a moment.

We got separated from our long embrace. Sarah took hold of my hand and gently rested her head back on my shoulder. We stayed quiet for a while longer, just listening to the slow, even rhythm of each other's breathing—a calming contrast to the frenzy of moments ago.

Suddenly, the bathroom door opened with a decisive clicking sound. Ethan came out first, looking clean and composed, and Maya followed closely behind him, her hair slightly damp.

They walked over and sat down on the armchair and the adjacent sofa. The transition from intense sex to casual sitting was jarring, and we all felt the residual awkwardness.

Maya, ever the social director, broke the quiet tension. "So, if we go for a trip, where do you think we should go next?"

Hearing her question, I felt intrigued. It was a perfect, distracting topic. "Where do you think we should go?" I asked, playing along. "Inside our nation or some other country?"

Sarah immediately contributed, her voice cheerful. "I think we should visit Europe this time."

Maya's eyes lit up. "I think we should go Ukraine," she suggested. Sarah chimed in from my side, "Yes, I think you're right. Ukraine is a very beautiful place."

From the side, Ethan interrupted, injecting his own firm opinion. "I think we should go Germany. It has lots of beautiful castles, and I want to see them. It is much better than Ukraine."

Maya scoffed good-naturedly. "No, Ukraine is better than Germany! It has the sea of sunflower fields, and I want to see that, so Ukraine is better."

"No, Germany is better!" Ethan insisted, his voice rising slightly with competitive energy.

I looked at Sarah, and she gave me a helpless smile, spreading her hands in a gesture of surrender to the debate.

Now, both of them looked genuinely animated and slightly agitated. I knew this was no longer a casual discussion; it was becoming a fight over control. It was time for me to intervene, otherwise, it wouldn't end.

"Stop, stop, stop!" I said, raising my voice just enough to cut through their noise. "We aren't going anywhere right now, and both places have their good points."

They both stopped arguing immediately, fixing their attention entirely on me. Maya, the instigator, asked first, "Tell me, John, what is better—Ukraine or Germany?" From the side, Ethan was nodding his head vigorously, echoing her demand for a definitive answer.

I felt immediate regret. Why had I inserted myself into their conversation? Now, I was trapped in their competitive squabble. I hesitated for a moment, searching for an escape.

I looked at Sarah for help, but she was struggling to hold back a genuine smile. Her lips barely moved, her whispered words silent: "Serve you right." I felt completely helpless.

Maya pressed again, her voice insistent. "Tell me, John, what do you think?"

I took a breath and delivered my answer, deciding to bypass the entire argument with a diplomatic maneuver. "For me, the US is best."

Hearing my answer, both Maya and Ethan looked completely flabbergasted. Their argumentative stances melted into confusion. They clearly hadn't expected me to pull the conversation out of Europe entirely.

Maya cried out loudly, half-jokingly, "You aren't supposed to answer like this!"

Ethan, however, broke into a genuine smile and clapped my shoulder. "You are always good in this, John. I didn't misjudge you." My diplomatic sidestep had successfully defused their competition, restoring the friendly atmosphere. The tension in the air evaporated with the burst of laughter.

We all stopped talking about traveling and shifted back to mundane everyday life—work projects, the latest news, anything to cover the recent, intense intimacy.


Chapter 4: The Farewell

Suddenly, Ethan glanced at his watch. "Guys, it's time for us to go now," he announced, signaling the end of the evening.

I also looked at the clock. It was already 11 PM. It wasn't a deeply late night for us—as Sarah, I, Maya, and Ethan all worked the night shift and our internal clocks were shifted—but the sheer intensity of the past hours made it feel much later.

But I didn't argue or protest. I just nodded at them, a sense of finality washing over me, and said, "Okay."

We all stood up. Maya walked over to Sarah, giving her a quick, warm hug. "See you tomorrow night at work," she murmured.

Sarah returned the hug. "Yes," she replied simply.

Ethan walked toward me, offering a firm handshake. "Thanks for letting us come over, John. It was... definitely different." His eyes held mine, acknowledging the profound shift in boundaries that had occurred under my roof.

I just nodded, squeezing his hand.

As Ethan turned to Sarah, he paused, giving her a look that was a complex mix of respect, apology, and lingering desire. "See you at work, Sarah," he murmured, the casual reference to their shared workplace now carrying the weight of the raw exchange they had just survived.

Maya gave me a final, quick, intimate squeeze on the arm as she passed. "Don't forget me while I'm gone," she whispered, a secret challenge that promised future passion.

And then they were gone. I closed the front door, the solid click of the lock muffling the sounds of their car starting up outside.

Sarah and I were alone again in the silent living room, surrounded by the evidence of the night: the glasses, the scattered tissue, and the lingering, electric scent of sex.

The immediate silence was heavy, but no longer awkward—it was intimate.

I turned from the door to see Sarah still standing near the couch, looking down at the cushions where the drama had unfolded.

"Well," I said softly, my voice still slightly raspy from my climax. "That was... a lot."

Sarah slowly raised her head, her eyes sparkling with residual energy and love. She walked toward me, not stopping until she was right against my chest.

"It was perfect," she corrected, her voice barely a breath, the words vibrating against my skin. "Because you were there."

She looked up, pulling my face down for a deep, slow kiss. The kiss was clean and familiar, a deliberate rejection of the recent chaos, reaffirming the unique intimacy that belonged only to us. It tasted of wine and salvation.

"We need to clean up," I murmured against her lips.

"Later," she countered, pulling my shirt loose. "Right now, I need my husband to remind me exactly who I belong to."


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: A Wife-Sharing Drama of Pleasure, Possessiveness, and Dangerous Seduction.

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 7),

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Volume 7) https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G2Y27LS1

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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