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Chapter 1: The Unforgettable Sound

I felt a jolt of surprise when Sarah called; I certainly hadn't expected to hear from her, especially since we were due to meet in a couple of hours. But her next words were what truly stunned me. Hearing her say that Ethan wanted a blowjob froze me instantly. My mind went blank, and I didn't respond for a long while.

Then, what shocked me even more was the thought: Sarah will give Ethan a blowjob, and I won't see it—I’ll only hear it from the phone. The realization instantly made my penis rock hard. A profound, unfamiliar rush of heat surged through me. I came to realize that I liked the idea of her being with another man while I wasn't there; it was a strange, possessive feeling I wasn't familiar with.

I answered Sarah without hesitation, the word escaping before conscious thought: "Yes, you can." The moment the word left my mouth, a potent surge of excitement passed through my blood. It was at that moment I knew the true heart of my desire: it wasn't just swapping that interested me, but the specific, intense thrill of watching—or hearing—Sarah intimately engaged with another man.

"Sarah, can you give the phone to Ethan for a while?" I managed to ask, holding the phone tightly to my ear.

"Okay, John, I'll give it right away," I heard her soft voice say before she passed the phone. "Hello, John?" Ethan's voice rang out from the other side, sounding tense and nervous.

"Hi, Ethan," I replied. We were silent for a moment, the situation impossibly awkward.

I had to set the boundary, even now. "I want to tell you that you can ask Sarah for a blowjob, but you can't be rough with her." The words were a mix of permission and control.

Hearing my command, he immediately sounded contrite and eager to please. "Okay, don't worry, John! I'll do it however she wants, and I won't hurt her."

Hearing his promise, I felt a small, strange measure of relief. "Okay. Now you can give the phone back to Sarah."

Sarah took the phone back. "Hello, John?" she said, her voice now edged with distinct nervousness. She sounded hesitant, likely unsure of the instructions I had just given Ethan.

I answered, my voice deliberately firm but loving. "I already talked with Ethan. He knows he will not be rough with you." I took a sharp breath, the blood pounding in my ears. "Enjoy yourself, honey."

Saying that, I quickly walked away, needing immediate privacy. I held the phone tightly to my ear, keeping the line open as I rushed toward the nearest bathroom.

The moment the line went silent on Sarah's end, the tension in the small, locked bathroom became unbearable. I pressed the cold plastic of the phone against my ear, straining to hear beyond the faint static.

Then, the sounds began.

First, a quick, almost panicked click, followed by the soft sound of movement—Ethan adjusting his body. This was followed by the unmistakable, loud zip of a trouser fly being yanked down, confirming the immediate progression of the act.

Suddenly, I heard Ethan request, his voice a low, raw plea: "Sarah, can you suck my penis?"

I didn't hear an answer for a while. There was only heavy silence on the other end, and the void made me feel intensely anxious. The silence amplified my imagination.

Then I heard a distinct chair moving sound—the scrape of legs against the floor. I instantly imagined from the sound that Sarah had risen from the chair and was surely kneeling on the floor now. The next sound—a low, involuntary moan of sheer pleasure from Ethan—confirmed my thoughts, sending a violent shudder of jealousy and excitement through my body.

I focused intensely on the noise originating from her end of the act. Sarah’s breathing became completely muffled and cut short, confirming her mouth was fully occupied. Her breathing pattern was rapid, punctuated by deliberate shallow intakes of air through her nose, indicating the effort she was exerting.

The wet, rhythmic sucking noise was constant, a low, driving sound that pierced the static. She’s doing this for him. Right now. Because I told her to, my mind screamed, the intense reality burning behind my eyelids. Occasionally, as she adjusted her position or took a deeper involvement, a sharp, quick gulping sound would briefly break the pattern. This was followed by the slightest smacking noise, confirming the moisture and depth of the act.

Though Ethan’s heavy grunts were still audible, they were background to Sarah’s focus. I strained to hear her reaction, and what I heard was a persistent, deep, liquid sound interspersed with faint, almost inaudible throat sounds—evidence of her working hard to please him. God, she is dedicated. She is focused on his pleasure, the realization driving the blood from my face. The rhythm continued—quick, wet, and relentless—until the point of no return.

Suddenly, the sounds reached a crescendo—a rapid succession of quick, sharp, wet noises, which seemed to draw a final, muffled gasp from Sarah as she struggled to keep the pressure until the end. This was immediately followed by the distinct, loud squelch—the sound of withdrawal.

The line went silent, dominated only by Ethan’s ragged, explosive panting for air. He came. He finished. In our hotel, on our working time. A piercing jealousy mixed with a desperate, hot pride coursed through me. A few seconds later, I heard a clear, low gurgle—Sarah clearing her throat after the act.

Then, breaking through Ethan's gasping, came his low, satisfied whisper. "God, Sarah. Thank you. That was... perfect."

"Perfect," I repeated the word internally, the sound of her name on his lips feeling like a physical violation.

I heard Sarah take a deep, slow breath. Her voice, when it came, was low, slightly breathless, but firmly back in control. "You're welcome, Ethan. Now, you need to fix your uniform and unlock the door. This took longer than I intended."

I heard the metallic jingle of a belt buckle followed by the familiar zip of his fly being pulled up. Then, the unmistakable click of the door unlocking. I waited, my jaw clenched so tight my teeth ached, until I heard Ethan's footsteps quickly fade away from the phone.

There was complete silence on the other end now—just Sarah and the open line. I finally broke the silence, my voice coming out as a shaky, husky whisper. "Sarah?"

She didn't answer me immediately. The silence stretched, thick and painful. Then I called again, louder, my anxiety spiking. "Sarah, are you alright?"

"John," she answered, her voice trembling slightly, distinctly nervous.

We both stayed silent for a while. We didn't know what to talk about. I knew that we had already swapped partners with Ethan and Maya, but that time, I was physically with her. And this time, it felt completely different.

"I'll finish my work, then I'll go to find you," Sarah suddenly asserted, taking control. She didn't give me time to answer but hung up the phone.

The abrupt click of the dial tone severed our connection, leaving me utterly alone in the tiny, cold bathroom, shaking from the aftermath of the auditory sex.

I stayed frozen in the bathroom for a long minute, still holding the now-dead phone against my ear. Finally, I took a deep, forced breath, trying to regain a shred of control. I forced myself to calm down.

I turned the knob and pulled the cold, metallic handle of the bathroom door. The distinct chill of the metal against my skin was a stark, physical reminder that I wasn't dreaming—this had actually happened.

Outside, I found a man washing his hands at one of the sinks, the running water flowing loudly into the basin. I walked over to the adjacent sink and turned the tap, letting the cold water rush out. I cupped my hands under the stream and immediately splashed the water onto my face several times. The sudden, icy shock was sharp and surprising, and it successfully cut through the hazy, over-stimulated state of my mind, helping me quite a bit.

When I was done splashing water on my face, I noticed the other man was already gone. I took my handkerchief and slowly cleaned the water from my face, walking out of the bathroom and back into the long, sterile hotel hallway.

Unknowingly, my feet carried me back toward the front desk. I found Maya and Rumi still there, chatting quietly. It was already past 2 AM, and the hotel lobby was quiet; most of the guests were sleeping, leaving the cavernous space dimly lit and hushed. The air conditioner circulated a dry, sterile chill through the vast, empty space.

"Where did you go?" Rumi asked me immediately as I approached, her tone casual.

I forced myself to remain calm, deliberately leveling my breathing. My shirt still felt slightly damp against my back from the water I'd splashed on my face. "I was in the bathroom," I answered simply. Hearing my mundane answer, Rumi didn't question anything else.

But I saw Maya’s eyes. They looked subtly different—more calculating, perhaps a little speculative. She didn't speak, but her gaze lingered on me for a fraction of a second too long, studying my face with an unnerving intensity. Is she suspicious of something? I wondered, a spike of anxiety hitting me.

I quickly sat down on my chair behind the desk, the vinyl seat cool against my legs, and immediately plunged into talking with them, trying desperately to distract myself from the fresh memories of the audible sex. I threw out a generic question about the night's inventory, needing the barrier of professional chatter.

Sarah POV

The moment I hung up on John, I felt a wave of trembling wash over me. I stayed seated in the small administrative cabin for a brief, heavy silence, my heart racing, feeling the lingering metallic scent of the act. A few minutes later, I forced myself to stand. My priority was to clean the place—to erase the physical evidence. I quickly checked the floor and desk, ensuring everything was exactly as it should be, then walked briskly toward the bathroom. I needed to wash my mouth immediately.

I entered the nearest staff bathroom. The room was sterile, white, and blessedly empty.

I moved to the large mirror and looked at my reflection. My face was flushed, my hair was slightly disheveled, escaping its neat clip, and my eyes were a little red—not from tears, but from the aftermath of the intense physical exertion. My lipstick was almost entirely gone.

I turned the faucet, letting the cold water run. I took a large mouthful of water and began washing my mouth out thoroughly, rinsing, spitting, and rinsing again. The faint, persistent taste of Ethan was stubborn, and I repeated the process several times until I felt the intense, violating sensation was gone.

Finally satisfied, I thought it was enough. I pulled out my lipstick and other makeup tools from my small bag. I applied the dark red color carefully, concealing the slight puffiness around my lips, dusting powder over my cheeks to hide the lingering flush. It took me a little bit of time, applying meticulous detail, to make myself look completely normal again.

After checking my reflection and ensuring every trace of the recent encounter was gone, I walked out of the bathroom. My spine was straight, my pace determined. I walked directly toward the small administrative cabin where my work awaited.

As I approached, I saw Ethan was standing directly in front of the door. He was fidgeting, radiating nervous energy. I watched him: he would hesitate, then his fingers would just graze the cold metal of the door lock, only for him to immediately remove his hand. He looked caught between intense desire and crippling awkwardness.

I walked up behind him and spoke, my voice sharp and edged with irritation. "What do you want now?"

Hearing me call him from behind, he jumped in surprise, whirling around. "Oh! It's you. I thought it was someone else," he stammered, his eyes wide and slightly guilty.

I ignored his excuse and pressed him again, my voice low and impatient. "What do you want? If it's not important, don't disturb my work."

"I... I..." He stammered, searching for a plausible lie, "I just came to check if you needed anything. You know... for the inventory."

"Stop," I cut him off, not letting him finish the transparent excuse. "I don't need anything now."

I pushed past him, my shoulder brushing his, a deliberate rejection of the lingering intimacy. I inserted my key, opened the cabin door, and closed it with a loud bang, letting the sound reverberate through the quiet hallway.

I glanced through the small frosted window of the door. He just stood there for a few seconds, stupefied, his hand still hovering near the lock. After a beat, he finally turned and walked quickly away, realizing the moment was definitively over.

After looking at the window for a while, ensuring Ethan was completely gone, I sat back down on my chair and pulled the keyboard toward me, forcing myself to start completing my remaining work.

Five minutes later, I slammed my hand gently on the desk. "Ah! I can't focus on it!" I sighed, rolling my chair back to stare up at the empty ceiling. The raw adrenaline and the metallic echo of the emotional tension made concentration impossible.

I forced myself back to the task, grinding through the inventory sheets and data entry. More than half an hour later, I finally leaned back, exhaling a huge gust of relief. "Ah, it's finally done," I murmured, stretching my hands and shoulders, feeling the tension crackle in my muscles. I looked at the clock on the wall. Seeing that it was already 3 AM, I realized, "Ah, it's already 3 AM, I have to go to the rest area."


Chapter 2: Meeting John Again

The fluorescent light of the hallway felt harsh as I walked out of my cabin and headed toward the staff rest area. As I walked, my mind turned back to the lingering, crucial subject: my husband, John. Will he think that I am a lustful woman who is craving dick all the time? The negative self-doubt was instant and sharp, like a sliver of ice. No, Sarah, you can't think negatively, I argued with myself. John is not that type of person.

Somehow, I managed to convince myself of his love, and by then, I had already arrived at the resting area. The room was warm and smelled faintly of stale coffee. I saw John talking with Rumi. The low whir of a soda machine was the loudest noise in the small space.

I walked toward them. Seeing me approach, Rumi immediately got up from the chair beside John—the faint scrape of the vinyl legs on the tile floor distinct—and moved to a chair across from him, clearing the space. "Thanks," I said quietly, appreciating the unspoken gesture. "No problem," she replied.

I sat down next to John. The cushion beneath me was soft and yielded to my weight. He didn't speak a word. He was just looking at me with an intense gaze that was a complex mix of deep love and profound hesitation. The air between us was charged, the silence thicker and more suffocating than the warmest summer night.

Seeing that John and I didn't talk like how we talk normally—the usual banter entirely absent—Rumi clearly understood that something significant had happened. She stood up. "Guys, I'll go check the main floor for a while. You guys talk," she said, excusing herself smoothly. Her footsteps quickly faded, leaving us truly alone.

I only murmured, "Thank you," appreciative of her discretion.

John was still utterly silent. Now his silence was creeping me out, becoming intensely suffocating to me, like someone was holding my head inside cold water, preventing me from taking a full breath. The pressure was immense.

To my surprise, John suddenly held my hand tightly, his grip firm and desperate. But he still didn't speak a single word, just gripped my hand, grounding himself in the physical contact.

"John," I finally called him, my voice thin.

"Sarah," he finally replied. His voice was deep and husky, rougher than usual. He took a deep, shaky breath, held it for a tense second, and then slowly released it.

"Sarah, I want to tell you something."

I looked at him, relieved just to hear his voice, seeing the turmoil behind his eyes. "Tell me, John. What do you have to say?"

He squeezed my hand again. "Not here, Sarah. When we get back home, I'll tell you. For now, just... let me hold your hand for a while." The request was a raw admission of his need for reassurance, a stark contrast to the explicit permission he had given hours before.

We just held hands, his grip firm and warm against mine. I didn't know what John wanted to talk to me about. Time passed just like that, marked only by the slow, steady rhythm of our breathing becoming steadier and normal. The intense, suffocating tension had eased, and the situation was now much calmer than before.

But the thought of his urgent promise—"I'll tell you at home"—was bothering me incessantly. After all, who wouldn't be consumed by curiosity? If you were in my situation, facing an unknown judgment or confession after such a transgression, wouldn't you think the same as me?

I shook my head slightly, immediately chastising myself. What am I even thinking? Who will know what is going on inside my head?

John noticed my physical movement. He looked at me, concerned. "Are you alright, Sarah? Do you feel uncomfortable that I'm holding your hand for this long?" he asked, and he immediately tried to pull his hand back.

I tightened my hold, not letting him withdraw. "No, John. I am not uncomfortable with you holding my hand for this long." I confessed simply, telling him the truth. "I was just thinking about what you want to tell me."

Hearing my answer, he looked instantly hesitant and troubled. He opened his mouth to speak but closed it again, visibly wrestling with himself. He finally only murmured, "I'll tell you at home. It isn't the safe place to talk about it."

I didn't press him any further, sensing his internal struggle. I simply nodded my head and said, "Okay, I understand. I'll just wait for it then." After saying that, I tightened my grip on his hand again, pulling his fingers slightly closer, and we both fell silent. The air was now filled with the low, distant sounds of other people chatting and laughing with each other, ordinary noises that underscored the extraordinary secret we now shared in the silence.

Time passed just like that, the quiet, reassuring pressure of John's hand in mine being the only measure of its passage, until the distinct, sharp chime of the overhead system signaled the end of our break.

We both stood up simultaneously. John looked at me, a serious intensity still etched on his face. "I'll see you after work is done," he promised, the urgency of his delayed conversation still palpable between us.

I answered him with a simple nod of my head, trusting his promise.

He walked away, turning down the corridor. I stayed standing there, watching him leave. After his back disappeared around the corner, I finally came back to my senses. I also have work. I turned and walked toward my cabin; I had some lingering tasks left to complete. Once those were done, I would be finished for the day.


Chapter 3: Morning Bird

I unlocked the door of my cabin and walked inside, immediately setting down on the chair. I started typing quickly, eager to finish my remaining work. My fingers flew across the keyboard, fueled by the desire to get home and resolve the tension with John.

Without knowing how, the clock on my computer screen was already showing 5:37 AM—the time when my work was finally, completely done. I looked at the screen for a while, double-checking the final reports to ensure all the data was correct. Seeing that everything was in order, I let out a long, quiet sigh of relief. Finally, it's done.

I looked at the clock again and saw that I had to stay for more than twenty minutes more until the official end of my shift.

I got up and walked toward Ethan’s cabin, needing to formally check out. Just as I reached the door, I saw he was coming outside. Seeing me approach, he became momentarily awkward, the memory of the midnight blowjob clearly flashing in his eyes.

I immediately brought up work to restore the boundary. "My work is done," I told him. Hearing me talking about the reports, he immediately became serious, snapping back into his role as Spa Manager. We discussed the final inventory reports for a while, going over the numbers. After confirming everything was accurate, I told him I was finished and quickly excused myself.

After gathering all of my personal items and slinging my small bag over my shoulder, I looked at the wall clock. It was already 5:55 AM. I figured Ethan had already handed over his managerial duties to the incoming shift members.

As I walked out of the Spa area and down the hallway, I saw Maya coming my way. My heart gave a guilty thump. I felt profoundly awkward to talk to Maya now because, without her knowing, I had already given her husband, Ethan, a blowjob just a few hours ago. The knowledge made the air around me feel thick with deceit.

I forced myself to project normalcy and greeted her. "Hi, Maya! How was the work?" I asked, pushing a strained smile onto my face.

She greeted me back with enthusiasm. "Hi, Sarah! It's not bad. How was yours?" Her casual question immediately made me inwardly recall every detail of what had happened in the locked cabin.

"It's good," I simply lied to her, keeping my voice level.

"Oh, by the way, John is waiting for you in the parking lot," she mentioned casually. Then, she quickly added, "I have to find Ethan now." With that, she offered a quick wave and walked past me, heading straight toward the Spa office area.

I looked at her back for a while, a mix of guilt and pity churning in my stomach. Then, shaking off the tension, I also started walking quickly toward the parking spot, eager to get into the silver sedan and face the conversation I knew was waiting for me.

I was sitting inside the car, waiting for Sarah to come down. The vinyl of the seat felt sticky beneath me, reflecting the inner heat of my anxiety. Honestly, I was profoundly nervous and afraid now. I didn't know how she would react when she heard my confession.

I saw Sarah walking briskly toward our car. She opened the car door, the small click of the latch loud in the morning quiet, and smoothly settled inside. She placed her bag in the back seat. After doing everything, she said simply, "Okay, let's go."

I didn't say anything, just started the car. The engine hummed to life immediately.

I focused intensely on the road, occasionally glancing at her reflection in the front mirror. Her focus was entirely on the outside world, looking through the passenger window. She watched the birds singing in the early morning, the sun just waking up from its sleep. The soft, gentle ray of the sunrise was flashing on the Lady Bird Lake. It always looked refreshing, no matter how many times I watched it. The peaceful, normal beauty of the morning felt like a thick, insulating barrier against the explosive conversation we were about to have.

After pulling the car into the garage, I cut the engine and stepped out. The low rumble of the closing garage door sealed us into the quiet, controlled space of our home. I saw Sarah was still standing right outside the car, clearly waiting for me.

I walked straight to her and took her hand, immediately interlocking our fingers. Her skin felt cool but firm. She looked momentarily surprised by the intense gesture but didn't pull her hand away, instead gripping mine just as tightly.

She didn't ask me anything. She was clearly and patiently waiting for my confession. It felt like only a few seconds separated us from stepping over the threshold and beginning the conversation that would change everything. I don't know how she will think about me after this conversation ends, the fear was a cold lump in my stomach.

With that heavy, unspoken agreement, we both walked inside the house, crossing the boundary from the working world back into our intimate, and now complicated, private life.


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: A Forbidden Wife-Sharing Story of Lust, Loyalty, and Consequences.

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 9),

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Volume 9) https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G394F5SK

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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