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Chapter 1: Confession

Inside the quiet house, we both sat down on the living room sofa. The morning light filtering through the windows cast long, pale shadows across the floor. I couldn't look at her; my gaze was fixed on the patterns of the carpet, my mind racing, trying to find the words to confess in a way that sounded sane.

I took a long, shuddering deep breath, the air cold in my lungs, and finally raised my head to look at Sarah. She was looking back at me, her expression calm and marked by extraordinary patience.

"Sarah," I began, the name coming out as a strained whisper. "I think... I think I have a fantasy called Cuckoldry."

Hearing my answer—the stark, taboo word spoken aloud—she didn't react with shock or disgust. She remained quiet, composed. The lack of an extreme reaction instantly dissolved some of my immense anxiety. I felt a surge of relief, realizing how much "nonsense" I had worried about beforehand. She was simply waiting for me to finish my confession.

I pressed on, needing her to understand the specific intensity of the feeling that had gripped me in the bathroom. "When I heard your voice from the phone... and then the sounds... I felt a completely different kind of excitement." I leaned toward her, searching her eyes desperately. "Do you think I am weird?"

I then told her everything I had been holding back for the past few hours—the initial shock, the intense, overwhelming surge of arousal when I realized I would only hear the act, the pride mixed with the jealousy when I heard Ethan's sounds, and the crushing sense of shame when I realized the true nature of my desire was not just sharing but listening in on her pleasure with another man. I laid out the entire emotional landscape, the good, the bad, and the perverted.

I had just laid out my soul, but Sarah didn't respond to my core confession right away. Instead, she leaned forward slightly, her expression thoughtful. "Before I answer that, I want to ask you something, John," Sarah asked me.

"When you first told me about swapping partners, what were your thoughts about it?" she pressed, her gaze focused and searching. "Like, how did you feel at that time? Did you want me to have sex with others only, or did you want to participate with me with the other couple?"

Hearing her question, I didn't immediately understand the full implication, but I knew I had to answer it honestly. I looked down, shame heating my cheeks.

"Actually, before that incident happened with you and Ethan—when Ethan accidentally touched your breast—I used to just fantasize about Maya," I admitted, the shame making my face turn a deep red. I lowered my gaze back to the floor, unable to meet her eyes, confessing the origin of my surface desire.

You don't have to feel ashamed of it, John," Sarah said, her voice softening, and she even let out a small, warm chuckle. "We are an old couple now." The small joke instantly eased the heavy atmosphere.

She shifted slightly, placing her hand gently over mine. Her expression grew serious again. "One more question, and this is very important." Her eyes locked onto mine, demanding complete honesty. "Do you want me to humiliate you while fucking other men randomly without taking your permission? Where I am in control, and you have no say in it?"

Hearing her questions, I instantly fell into a deep, cold thought. I closed my eyes and started to truly imagine it: Do I really want that? Do I want Sarah to just fck anyone and humiliate me, removing my consent entirely? The thought experiment was agonizing. The fear was sharp and immediate, hitting a boundary I hadn't realized was there.

The answer instantly came inside my mind—a loud, definitive rejection of true humiliation and non-consent.

I opened my eyes and said this loudly, without thinking anymore, the thought of that specific loss of control being so painful. "No, Sarah. Absolutely not."

I looked at her and saw she was smiling. I felt a little confused. Why is she smiling in this serious, vulnerable conversation?

I asked, my voice slightly dazed, "Why are you smiling, Sarah?"

"One last question," she asked, her smile still wide and genuine as she looked at me. "Did you ever masturbate while imagining that I am sleeping with someone else?"

I replied instantly, feeling a little confused by the abruptness of the question. "No," I answered truthfully.

Hearing my definitive answer, her smile grew even wider. She said, almost laughing at me, "I think you are thinking too much, John. You don't have a cuckolding fantasy or anything."

She shook her head, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "You have no quality to become a cuckold. You are unqualified for this."

"What do you mean by this?" I demanded, growing a little angry now. "I am telling you a serious thing here, and you are laughing at me!" I pulled my hand away, stung by her dismissal.

Hearing my sharp tone, she controlled herself immediately, though her eyes still held that teasing light. "Don't be angry, honey. What I mean is this: you don't want to feel submission or humiliation, nor do you want me to f*ck anyone without your consent, and you clearly want to participate with me when we are with other couples." She paused, ticking off the points on her fingers.

"So, tell me," she challenged softly. "Do you really think you have a cuckolding fantasy?"

Hearing Sarah's assessment, I fell into a deep thought. What she said was entirely correct. I didn't want the pain of humiliation, only the control and the excitement of sharing. Then doesn't that mean I have been thinking useless things this whole time? A wave of confusion, mixed with relief, washed over me.

I sat there, completely lost in thought, realizing Sarah had just completely dismantled my self-diagnosis. "Then what was I feeling at that time?" I asked, my voice still thick and husky, the lingering shock still there as I remembered the intense, painful thrill of the auditory experience. "What exactly was that called?"

Sarah gently reached out and took my hand again, her touch immediately reassuring. "What you are feeling, John, is a specific, intense form of Partner Sharing," she explained clearly, watching my expression with immense tenderness. "It's a huge spectrum, and for us, the core difference is control and pride."

She continued, articulating the crucial distinction: "You don't want to be humiliated or powerless. You want the excitement of knowing I'm desirable and desired by another man—and that my pleasure is maybe even intensified because of him—but only because you grant the permission. The minute you feared the lack of my consent, you knew your true, vital boundary."

She squeezed my hand firmly. "The excitement you felt on the phone was the thrill of pushing that boundary with us, of sharing that secret, and the intense pride that I was doing it for you. It's about strengthening our bond through sharing, John, not about me wanting to leave you."

A huge, overwhelming wave of relief washed over me. The label felt infinitely more accurate and far less shaming. "Partner Sharing," I repeated softly, testing the phrase on my tongue. "So... I'm not a freak?"

Sarah smiled, a genuine, loving smile that wiped away all the lingering tension from the night. "You are definitely not a freak. You are my husband, and you are exploring a beautiful, intimate desire that we share. And I love that you trust me enough to explore it."

After hearing her words, the massive weight of shame finally lifted, and powerful waves of relief washed over me. I slumped slightly against the sofa cushions, feeling lighter than I had all night.

"So, what now?" I asked her, my voice quiet, realizing the discussion had shifted from diagnosis to action.

Hearing my direct question, Sarah fell silent. She looked down at our interlocked hands, seemingly processing the implications of the midnight encounter.

A few quiet seconds later, Sarah finally replied, her voice soft but steady. "I think we should continue to do what we are doing with Ethan and Maya."

I replied with a small, affirming "Hmm," a sound of agreement and acceptance. The confirmation, though simple, was profound.

Then we both fell silent again. The need for explanation and analysis was over. Instead of talking, we leaned into the physical presence of each other, staying in each other's arms for a long, comforting while, the familiar warmth and scent of our home surrounding us, without needing to talk about anything else. The complex feelings and the bold plan for our future were now settled, at least for this moment, in a quiet embrace.

A few minutes later, Sarah gently pulled herself up from my arm. The movement broke the comfortable silence. "I think we should make something to eat first," she said, stretching slightly. "I'm feeling hungry."


Chapter 2: Spicy Kiss

I pushed myself up too. "What do you want to eat?" I asked.

Hearing my question, she used a finger to tap her chin, clearly thinking deeply about her craving. "I think I'll have a very light meal now. How about salad?" Sarah replied to me.

"Only salad? You don't want anything with it?" I asked, surprised by the simplicity.

"Nah, I'm fine with salad only. Just add a little extra green chili," she instructed.

"Okay, but are you sure about the chilies?" I asked, a tone of amusement creeping into my voice. "Every single time you eat chilies, you tell me, 'I will never eat it again,' but then, when it comes time to order or cook, you ask me for extra chilies again!"

She immediately bristled. "I didn't say it! You heard it wrong," she shot back, instantly annoyed. "Just give it to me; I can handle that little spice."

I could only smile helplessly at her predictable defiance. I realized that after years of marriage, I was thoroughly used to this charming, contradictory habit of hers.

"Okay, let's go to the kitchen," I announced, pushing off the sofa. The thin fabric of my pajamas rustled as I moved. "I'll prepare the cutting board, and you go bring the vegetables."

Sarah didn't say anything else. She quickly went to the fridge, the suction of the rubber seal releasing with a soft whoosh, and began bringing out the necessary ingredients. Meanwhile, I walked to the sink and began washing the knife and the large wooden cutting board for the preparation process—the dull sound of the water hitting the wood was immediately calming.

I saw Sarah place all the typical salad greens and fixings on the counter, but I immediately noticed one crucial omission. I knew she skipped it intentionally.

"Why didn't you bring the beetroot?" I asked, my voice calm but firm.

Hearing my question, Sarah looked a little panicked, her eyes darting away. She quickly replied, "I don't want to eat that thing! It makes my beautiful salad turn into an ugly red color!"

"No, Sarah, you can't skip it," I insisted, crossing my arms over my chest. "Beetroot has high levels of antioxidants, and it's good for our health."

"But we have other vegetables for antioxidants," she protested weakly, leaning against the cool tile of the counter.

"No, Sarah, you have to eat it. And you said you don't dislike the taste many times already, so..." I didn't finish my word, just stared at her with a patient, immovable expression.

Finally, she let out a dramatic sigh of defeat that puffed her cheeks. "Fine! This is the last time I am eating this, you dummy!" With that, she turned with exaggerated annoyance, stomped back to the fridge, and brought out the large, dark red beetroot.

As she walked away, I picked up the knife, the cool steel familiar in my hand, and couldn't help but whisper with a smile, Who is the real dummy?

Sarah returned with the large, firm beetroot, giving it a resentful look before tossing it onto the counter. I just smiled and picked up the washed knife. The cool, sharp steel felt solid in my hand.

I began efficiently slicing the other vegetables—the crisp crunch of the cucumber and the soft thud of the tomato halves hitting the cutting board provided a steady, domestic rhythm. Sarah began washing the leafy greens, the sound of the running water and the soft rustle of the lettuce filling the quiet kitchen.

As I started to peel the beetroot, the earthy, slightly damp scent of the root vegetable filled the air, and my hands immediately began to stain a vibrant, deep crimson. The easy familiarity of the task grounded us both completely in the present moment.

After a long stretch of silence filled only by the sounds of preparation, Sarah spoke, her voice still quiet and thoughtful.

"Do you think we are doing the right thing?" she asked, her voice carrying a fragile note of self-doubt. "I mean, are we even fit for this Partner Sharing lifestyle?"

Hearing her saying this, I stopped cutting for a few seconds, the knife blade reflecting the overhead light. I answered honestly, "I think we are going in a good direction by making it slow-paced. And as for the other problem," I reassured her, referring to the ethical worries, "I think we don't have any right now."

"Hmm," Sarah replied, the sound thoughtful. She added, "I hope everything goes well."

Suddenly, a bolder thought, fueled by the adrenaline of the night before, escaped me. I said this to her, my voice slightly hesitant, "Do you think we should fast things up? Like from soft swapping to full swapping?"

The words hung in the air. Sarah looked directly at me before answering, her expression serious. "I don't have any problem with it if you are okay." She paused, her gaze intense. "The main question is, are you going to be fine? And if we do it, there is no going back."

I looked into her eyes, accepting the finality of the decision. "I am okay with it," I confirmed, feeling a profound sense of certainty. "And I'm glad that we took our time to come to this decision."

Sarah looked at me, her gaze filled with care, before responding. "I think you should think about it more, John. And before our next weekend with Ethan and Maya, if your decision stays the same, then we'll do it."

Hearing her considered answer, prioritizing my emotional stability and giving me time to sit with the weight of the choice, made my heart feel warm. It was proof that even as we pushed boundaries, she was watching out for me.

"Okay," I replied to her in a low voice, accepting the wisdom of the delay.

With the major topic temporarily settled, we came back to our work again. The only sounds in the kitchen were the steady rhythm of our knives against the cutting board and the quiet hum of the refrigerator, a comforting return to domestic normalcy amidst our extraordinary new reality.

A few minutes later, the salads were mixed, and we sat down at the kitchen island to eat. Sarah immediately started to complain in a distinct, grumbling tone. "See? The whole salad became ugly," she muttered, pushing the red-stained vegetables around her plate, still eating them despite her protests about the beetroot.

Then, the chili hit.

A small tear began to flow from the corner of her eye, tracing a wet path down her flushed cheek. "It's so spicy!" she muttered between quick, desperate bites. "I am not going to eat so much spice again!" she vowed, even as she continued to shovel forkfuls into her mouth.

I didn't say anything, just looked at her funny, struggling face. For my own salad, I had taken care to use only a tiny pinch of the green chilies, so I didn't have to worry about the heat.

We completed our meal quickly, the rush of the night shift finally catching up to us.

As soon as her plate was empty, she shot me a panicked look. "Ah! It's so spicy! Where is the chocolate? Give it to me!"

I didn't even have to move. I already had a bar of dark chocolate sitting beside her plate. I had taken one out before we even started eating because I knew, with absolute certainty, what she would ask for next.

She quickly tore off the packet, the crackle of the foil sharp in the quiet kitchen, and bit down hard. "Ah, it's so sweet," she murmured, the dark chocolate melting instantly on her tongue, counteracting the chili heat.

Seeing her frantic rush and then the blissful look of relief, a small laugh suddenly broke out from my mouth, bubbling up from my chest.

"Why are you laughing at me?" Sarah asked in an annoyed voice, though the chocolate seemed to mute her irritation.

"Nha, nothing. It's just I thought of something funny," I lied weakly.

"Don't deny it, John. I know you are laughing at me!"

With that, she got up from her stool, walked quickly towards me, and kissed me with full force. Our mouths met fiercely; our tongues immediately met, and we shared the sweet, complex flavor of the melted chocolate and chili-spiced saliva.

A few seconds later, we separated, both slightly breathless. "Ah, it's so spicy!" I gasped, fanning my mouth, the residual heat from the kiss intensifying the effect. "Give me the chocolate!"

I quickly took the remainder of the bar from her hand and started eating it, the rich cocoa soothing the lingering spice on my own tongue. I looked at her with blaming eyes for the sudden, fiery kiss, but she was looking back at me with a smug, satisfied smile.

Seeing her smug look, I quickly pinched her nose between my thumb and forefinger, a playful punishment for the spicy kiss.

She instantly used her hand to remove mine, saying in a mock complaining tone, "You always touch my nose!"

I spread my hands wide, feigning innocence. "What can I do? You are so cute that I can't control myself."

"Stop with your sweet talk, you sweet talker," Sarah told me, trying to sound firm. But from her tone, I could easily tell that she was very happy inside hearing the praise from me. We continued to play like this for a short while—a few minutes of simple, affectionate teasing to completely dissolve the last remnants of the night's heavy tension.

Then the exhaustion hit us simultaneously.

"We need to sleep, John," Sarah finally announced, stretching her arms high above her head. The movement was slow and languid, highlighting the deep exhaustion in her body. "My brain is shutting down, and we have a lot to think about before next weekend."

I nodded, feeling the weariness myself—the lack of sleep compounded by the immense emotional labor of the last few hours. We silently cleaned up the few bowls and knives, the small clink of ceramic against stainless steel echoing in the quiet kitchen. The entire world outside our house was still soundly asleep.

Hand in hand, we walked toward the bedroom, leaving the complex, spicy reality of the night behind us for the simpler comfort of sleep.

Inside the bedroom, the early morning light was soft and muted, filtered by the curtains. We climbed onto the bed, the sheets feeling cool and crisp against our skin. We settled in, Sarah's head resting comfortably on my chest, and I immediately began rubbing my hand gently through her hair and across the back of her head, a familiar, soothing motion.

"I love you, John," Sarah whispered, the words soft against my skin.

"I love you too, Sarah," I replied, my voice already heavy with exhaustion.

With that final affirmation, the last remnants of the night’s tension dissolved. We both fell into a deep, restorative sleep, miles away from the hotel, the phone calls, and all the emotional turmoil.


Chapter 3: Call

I woke up suddenly. The first thing I noticed was the cool, empty space beside me. Sarah was not beside me.

I lifted my head and looked at the wall clock. The small hands indicated it was already 3 PM—we had slept straight through most of the day. The gentle, rhythmic tic-toc sound of the clock was strangely insistent, almost addictive in the quiet house.

After some internal struggle, groaning softly against the inertia of the heavy sleep, I managed to get up from the bed. I walked towards the bedroom door. The metallic cold handle felt immediately familiar and startling against my warm hand, a sudden jolt reminding me that I was no longer sleeping and dreaming.

With a click sound, I opened the door and walked downstairs. After taking a few steps down the wooden stairs, I saw Sarah was in the kitchen, making coffee. The hiss and bubble of the coffee machine were the first sounds of a functional day. She hadn't noticed me yet.

"Good morning, Sarah," I replied, stretching hugely, letting out a loud yawn that cracked my jaw.

Seeing me approach, she turned from the counter and greeted me with a bright smile. "Good morning, John. The coffee is already ready. Just wait for a moment." The rich, bitter scent of dark roast coffee was a welcome assault on my still-sleepy senses.

I didn't reply to her but walked towards her from behind and hugged her tightly. I placed my chin on her shoulder, inhaling the faint, clean scent of her hair, and started to gently rub her belly.

"Don't touch my belly! It tickles!" she protested, laughing softly as she quickly broke out of my embrace. She turned and pointed a finger toward the living room. "You go and sit on the sofa."

I didn't say anything, I followed her order, walking into the living room, and sat down on the sofa, immediately settling in to simply observe Sarah.

I don't get bored by just watching Sarah all the time. Her dark black hair—which always seemed to catch the light in different ways—was one of the initial reasons I was so attracted to her. Her long eyelashes and eyes are so beautiful that I could just stare at them for hours and hours.

I was so lost in this thought, focused entirely on her movements in the kitchen, that I didn't notice Sarah was already standing right in front of me, two mugs steaming gently in her hands.

"John... John..."

After hearing her call my name twice, I blinked, waking up from my daydream.

"What were you daydreaming about, John?" she asked me in a playful manner, handing me my mug. The heat from the ceramic felt good against my palms. "You always daydream about something."

"Sorry," I mumbled, taking a sip of the hot coffee. "I was just thinking how lucky I am to be able to marry such a beautiful woman."

Hearing my response, she just rolled her eyes good-naturedly. "Don't lie to me, John. If you don't want to say what it was, just don't say it. I'm not forcing you with anything."

"No, this time it's true!" I quickly explained myself to Sarah, trying to be earnest. "I was really just thinking about how lucky I am."

Hearing my quick defense, she smiled mischievously and asked back, her tone teasing, "Does that mean you tell lies to me many times, then? Right?"

This... I didn't know what to say anymore. It was a complete slip of the tongue that had made this simple situation unexpectedly harder for me. "No, it's not true what you think..." I began to explain, trying to backtrack frantically.

She suddenly broke into a full, bright laughter. "Don't worry," she assured me, her eyes sparkling. "I'm not blaming you with anything, so just relax. And the coffee is already ready; you can drink it."

Hearing her saying that, the immediate relief was palpable. I relaxed against the back of the sofa, letting go of the need to defend my accidental admission.

She set down beside me, close enough that our bodies were touching—a warm, reassuring contact.

I took a slow sip of the coffee, the bitter heat spreading through my mouth. "Sarah, do you want to go somewhere outside today, or just stay at home?"

"Nah, I won't go out today. I want to rest and cuddle with you, and I think I'll watch a movie with you," Sarah replied to my question, her voice content.

"Okay then," I agreed instantly. "We can watch any movie you want."

We didn't talk anymore, just enjoyed the bitter taste of the coffee and the comfortable quiet of each other's company.

A few minutes later, I finished my coffee and found myself simply staring at her, observing the delicate curve of her cheek as she sipped her drink.

Seeing me staring, she paused her mug halfway to her lips. "What?" she asked, a small smile playing on her mouth.

"Nothing," I said. "I was just waiting for you to finish so I can take the mugs to the kitchen and wash them."

She answered, "Oh," and quickly drained the last bit of coffee, handing me the empty ceramic.

I took the two mugs and walked toward the kitchen. I placed them in the sink and opened the faucet. The water started gushing out loudly, filling the silence of the room. I quickly washed the mugs clean, the smooth feel of the wet ceramic familiar under my fingers, closed the tap, dried the mugs with a towel, and placed them neatly back on the rack.

I returned to Sarah after washing the mugs, and we settled back down on the sofa. We started the movie, and just like that, a week passed. The days melted into a comfortable routine of work and rest. This time, we didn't have a swapped shift because Ethan and Maya had gone to a wedding, and they would be coming back later.

Today was Saturday.

It was already night, and today was our day off. We were settled inside our house now, watching a movie while eating popcorn. The soft, pale glow of the screen lit up the living room, casting moving shadows on the walls. The rich, buttery scent of the popcorn was warm and comforting.

Suddenly, a call came. My phone, resting on the cushion beside me, vibrated with a strong, urgent buzz against the fabric, immediately breaking the cozy rhythm of the movie.

"Who is it calling?" Sarah asked me, her eyes still momentarily glued to the action on the screen.

I looked at the screen and saw the name: Ethan. The unexpected call made a familiar jolt of adrenaline shoot through me. I answered.

"Hello?"

"Hi, John, it's me, Ethan," Ethan's voice came through the line, sounding a little strained.

"Yes? Is everything alright, Ethan?" I asked, immediately concerned. Sarah was already very close to me, leaning in, trying to listen intently to what was coming out of the phone.

I quickly put the phone into the speaker mode—the voice instantly filling the quiet living room—and gestured for Sarah to keep completely quiet.

Sarah just nodded her head, her eyes wide, understanding the need for discretion.

"No, no problem, everything is alright," Ethan assured me quickly. "The thing is, I called you because, you know, the higher-ups called me, and I have to go into the hotel tomorrow. So, I'm back early."

Hearing him say this, I felt silent for a moment, processing the unexpected change in his schedule. Then I asked, "Then what happened to Maya's cousin's wedding? Is she also back?"

"No, she's still attending the wedding. She tried to come back with me, but I told her to attend the wedding," Ethan replied.

He took a slightly audible breath. "So, the thing is... can I come to your house now?" Ethan asked in a clearly nervous voice.

Hearing him saying this, I fell into silence, the sound of Ethan's nervous breathing filling the living room through the speaker. I looked directly at Sarah.

She didn't reply immediately, her eyes flicking between me and the phone.

"Ethan, can you wait for ten minutes?" I asked, my voice measured. "I just want to talk to Sarah, and if we agree, I'll call you back."

"Okay... okay..." Ethan hurriedly replied, his nervousness increasing. "Wait for a while. I'll call you back." After saying that, I ended the call.

I immediately looked at Sarah, the low glow of the movie screen reflecting in her eyes. "So, now what do you think we should do?"

She didn't answer my question but asked me back, her voice low. "What do you want, John?"

"You know Maya won't come; only Ethan will come," Sarah's said, laying out the precise dynamics. "So, are you okay with it?"

Hearing her focus on the one-on-one scenario, I fell into silence for a moment, letting the idea solidify. Then I said, quietly, "Okay. I don't mind."

"Then you can call Ethan now and tell him to come," Sarah said to me, her tone calm and accepting.

Before I could dial, I stopped, the moment too charged to ignore. "Before I call him, I want to ask you something," I whispered, my voice thick with anticipation and nervousness. "Do you think that tonight we can swap partners... fully?"

Hearing my question, she stayed silent for a while, the only sound the faint ticking of the clock from the hallway. Then she spoke, her voice very serious. "Are you absolutely sure about it, John?"

I nodded my head, firm and steady. "I am sure about this, Sarah."

She looked into my eyes, her gaze long and searching, but I held my head steady, not moving away.

"Okay then. You can call him," she finally said.

Hearing her absolute affirmation, I felt my blood boiling from excitement, mixed with a powerful surge of nervous adrenaline.

"Okay then, I'll call now."

With that, I quickly opened my phone and called Ethan. After connecting, the call was received immediately.

"Hello, John?" Ethan asked, his voice tight and probing.

"Hello, Ethan," I said, my voice barely a whisper against the phone's speaker. "We agreed to it. You can come," I said this in one breath, rushing the confirmation out before either of us could second-guess the life-altering decision we had just made.

Hearing my confirmation, Ethan stayed silent for a charged moment, the only sound a faint static. Then he immediately said, "Okay, then I am coming now."

With that, he closed the phone. The line went dead with an abrupt click.

I stared at the black screen of my phone, completely speechless about his sudden, urgent behavior. I shook my head slowly, still processing the speed of his acceptance.

Sarah let out a small, knowing laugh beside me.

"So, what do you think we should make for dinner?" Sarah asked me, jumping straight back into domesticity, deliberately trying to normalize the situation.

"I think we should order some food from online," I suggested, realizing neither of us was in the state to cook.

Hearing my suggestion, Sarah's eyes sparkled. "So, what do you think we should order?" she asked excitedly.

As we talked animatedly about what to order—debating between Italian and Thai—time passed quickly. We had just settled on pizza when, suddenly, our house calling bell rang. The loud, cheerful ding-dong echoed through the silent house.

We both froze, recognizing the speed of the arrival.


The End

Thank you for reading Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap: Exploring Full Swap Intimacy for the First Time.

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 10),

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? Swinger’s Dreams: The First Swap (Volume 10) https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G3M47Q5S

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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