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Chapter 1: Everyday

The next morning, soft sunlight streamed through the kitchen window, casting a warm, golden glow across the countertops. Outside, birds chirped cheerfully, their melodies mingling with the faint, sweet scent of morning dew drifting in through the slightly open window. The air was crisp and fresh, carrying a hint of blossoms from the garden beyond, while the rustling leaves added a calm, rhythmic backdrop to the morning.

Inside, Sarah moved with quiet purpose, her motions smooth and practiced as she prepared breakfast. “I’ll be done after finishing the juice,” she murmured to herself, picking up a few plumps, perfectly ripe oranges. She dropped them into the juicer, and with a low, humming whirr—like a broom sweeping across the floor—the machine sprang to life. The subtle vibration buzzed through her hand, making her fingers tingle as the juice swirled and foamed inside the transparent container.

When the juice was ready, she poured the golden liquid into a glass, watching it catch the morning light like liquid sunshine. She inhaled deeply, savoring the fresh, zesty aroma filling her senses. “Hah… done with breakfast,” she said softly, a small, satisfied smile tugging at her lips. “Now I can relax and read some novels online after John leaves for work.”

Feeling the quiet satisfaction of routine, she lifted the trash from the bin, the crinkle of the plastic bag sounding loud in the otherwise calm kitchen. Carrying it to the door, she opened it to a gentle, cool morning breeze. The gust brushed her face, ruffling her hair and momentarily blurring her vision. She swept the strands aside with her hand, enjoying the crisp air on her skin and the faint warmth of the sun on her shoulders. Carefully, she stepped down the two small stairs leading out of the house, her footsteps blending with the soft morning symphony of birds, rustling leaves, and distant city murmurs.

After tossing the trash near the side of their main gate, Sarah noticed a sleek red car speeding past. Before she could fully register it, a flyer suddenly whipped across her face, the thin paper slapping against her cheek with a sharp rustle. Startled, she blinked rapidly, brushing strands of hair from her eyes. She hadn’t expected a flyer to hit her like that—of all mornings! With a quiet sigh, she picked it up, examined it briefly, and tucked it into the trash bag before turning back toward the house. The faint scent of damp earth and freshly cut grass lingered in the air, mingling with the subtle hum of the passing car fading down the street.

As she approached the front door, she remembered to check the mailbox one last time. She opened it and found a single envelope lying inside. There was no name, no return address—just the plain envelope staring up at her. Curiosity pricked at her. She slit it open carefully, and inside was an invitation, crisp and slightly heavy in her hands. She frowned, holding it closer, thinking, Who in their right mind sends an invitation without a name?

Just as she was about to read further, John’s voice floated down from the upper floor, slightly impatient. “Where’s my watch, Sarah?”

She quickly folded the invitation and slipped it into the pocket of her jacket, her fingers brushing the smooth paper. She felt a small thrill of curiosity mixed with mild annoyance at being interrupted. With a quick glance toward the stairs, she called back, “I’m coming, John! Wait!” and started up the steps, the soft thud of her slippers against the wooden floor blending with the distant hum of the city outside.

She opened the door and immediately noticed the mess John had left in the room. A flicker of irritation rose within her, but she quickly pushed it aside—he was about to go to work, and she didn’t want to ruin his morning. With a quiet sigh, she stepped inside, taking in the scattered papers and clothes.

“What will you do, John, if I’m not around?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “You didn’t even find your watch.”

She began searching carefully, opening a few boxes where people usually stored important things. Her fingers brushed over old papers and trinkets until, finally, she spotted the watch partially hidden beneath a sheet of paper.

“With a soft exclamation, she held it up. “Found it! It’s here, John. You didn’t search thoroughly.”

John scratched the back of his head sheepishly with one hand. “I looked there, but didn’t see it,” he mumbled.

She murmured under her breath, “Dummy.”

“What was that?” John asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Nothing,” she said with a small smile, handing him the watch. As her gaze fell on him, she noticed his tie was crooked and loosely tied. While adjusting it, she teased him lightly, “How hopeless you are without me.”

John’s hands slid around her waist, pulling her close. “That’s why I have you,” he murmured, his voice warm and steady, sending a shiver down her spine.

Sarah playfully patted his chest, a teasing glint in her eyes. “And what would happen if one day I leave you? What would you do?”

John’s eyes sharpened, and he hugged her tighter, his presence firm and protective. Seeing the seriousness in his gaze, she instantly realized she had gone too far. “Sorry… I was just joking,” she whispered, a hint of nervous laughter in her voice.

“Don’t ever say that again, Sarah,” he said, his voice low but serious. “I don’t want to hear it.”

Then he kissed her, gently at first, and the kiss deepened, lingering for more than forty seconds. Sarah rested her hands on his back, stroking him softly, signaling that it was time to let go.

When they finally pulled apart, both were slightly out of breath. Her cheeks were flushed, and a soft, playful smile spread across her lips. “Pervert, John,” she teased, her heart still racing.

With that, she took a step back and smiled, her eyes sparkling. “Let’s go have breakfast, or you’ll be late for your office.”

“Yes, yes, my Queen,” John replied with a mischievous grin.

Sarah laughed softly and teased, “Kneel before your Queen, you lowly peasant!”

They both laughed together, the sound warm and light, echoing briefly in the hallway, before making their way downstairs.

At the table, as Sarah served the plates, John’s gaze lingered on her. There was a depth in his eyes—a quiet, steady affection that made her chest tighten with warmth. She noticed it and asked with a playful smile, “What are you looking at? Eat before it gets cold.”

He chuckled softly and picked up his fork, but the warmth in his eyes never left her. After they finished breakfast, John reached for his wallet and bent down to plant a gentle kiss on her cheek, lingering just enough to make her heart skip a beat. He began to turn toward the door.

“Wait, John!” Sarah called, a soft urgency in her voice.

John paused and glanced back, his brow slightly furrowed in confusion.

“You forgot your car keys, dummy. How are you going to go to work?”

John laughed, a rich, low sound that made her smile. He picked up the keys from the counter. “Right, thank you, my Queen. Bye, then,” he said, giving her a playful wink.

Outside, he opened the garage and started the car. The engine roared to life with a satisfying boom, vibrating faintly through the ground. He drove off, the car disappearing down the street as the morning sunlight glinted off its polished red surface.

Sarah stayed at the gate for a moment, watching the road where his car had vanished, a mixture of affection and quiet longing settling over her. She felt the gentle warmth of the sun on her shoulders, the soft breeze brushing her hair, and allowed herself a small, contented sigh. After a while, she turned, walked slowly back inside, and closed the door gently behind her, carrying with her the lingering echo of his presence.


Chapter 2: Envelope

She walked toward the table and quickly tidied it up, then headed to the basin to wash the dishes. As she worked, she let out a soft “hmn” and started humming a tune, the gentle splash of water accompanying her. Occasionally, a little water splashed onto her hands, leaving them cool and damp.

After some time, she leaned back slightly and released a long, satisfied sigh. “Finally done,” she murmured.

She moved to the sofa, sank into it, and picked up her phone, scrolling through MeTube. Lying back with one hand holding the phone, she navigated the feed. Today, the author she’d been following had finally released the third volume of her favorite series.

A plot point involving a mysterious letter caught her eye, and her mind immediately drifted back to that morning and the unknown letter she had found, stirring a small flicker of curiosity.

Her fingers itched with curiosity. After a moment’s hesitation, Sarah got up and went to the small drawer where she had tucked the envelope earlier from her jacket pocket. The paper felt smooth and a little heavy in her hands, and she held it close, almost bracing herself for what it might say.

She sat on the edge of the sofa, the envelope resting on her lap, and ran her fingers along its edges. A tiny thrill ran through her. Who would send something like this? And why me? Her mind raced with possibilities, each one more puzzling than the last.

For a second, she thought about calling John right away. But then she paused. What if he thinks I’m overreacting? Or worse… what if he judges me for being curious? The small knot of worry in her stomach tightened as she imagined his reaction.

Finally, she took a deep breath and carefully opened the envelope. Inside was a single card, printed with elegant, swirling letters. The message was brief, almost cryptic, but it carried a sense of invitation she couldn’t ignore:

“Curiosity leads to discovery. Come see what lies beyond the ordinary. Tomorrow, 8 PM. The Velvet Room.”

Sarah’s breath caught. The Velvet Room? Even the name felt mysterious, almost alive, hinting at something unknown. Her pulse quickened, a mix of excitement and nerves.

She pressed the card to her chest for a moment, her fingers brushing over the smooth surface. Should she tell John right away? Or wait, try to figure out what this place was before involving him? Her thoughts swirled—anticipation, doubt, and a little spark of daring that made her heart race.

Who would send this invitation, and why? The questions spun in Sarah’s mind, each one more pressing than the last. Wait… maybe I can find something online.

She grabbed her phone, feeling the cool, smooth surface beneath her fingers, and opened the browser. Her thumb hovered over the keyboard before typing in “Velvet Room”, heart quickening as she pressed search and the screen flickered to life.

What she found made her pause. The Velvet Room was an adult nightclub, and every Friday it held a private event, closed to the general public. Her eyes widened as the realization sank in: And tomorrow is Friday.

Private event… Sarah muttered, frowning. The words felt heavier in her mind. Why would someone invite us to a private event—and not even leave their name?

Her thoughts spiraled. Is it safe to go there? What could happen if we actually go? Who would even know about us? And most importantly… why us?

Each question seemed to press against her chest, making it hard to breathe. She traced the edges of the envelope in her hand, feeling the smooth paper beneath her fingertips, her pulse quickening with a mix of excitement and unease.

Suddenly, with a loud bang, a plate slipped from the dining table and crashed to the floor. Startled, Sarah jumped, and the envelope tumbled from her hand, fluttering onto the floor. Her heart raced wildly, thumping so fast it felt like it might burst from her chest.

She spun around and caught sight of a sleek black cat slipping through the open window, its green eyes wide and alert. Meow! it let out, then darted away, clearly spooked by being discovered.

Sarah exhaled slowly, pressing a hand to her chest as her heartbeat gradually steadied. She closed her eyes for a moment, taking a deep, steadying breath, feeling the tension ebb away—but her curiosity still burned, sharp and insistent, pulling at her thoughts like a quiet, irresistible whisper.

Sarah took a long, deep breath and exhaled slowly, the air leaving her lips in a soft sigh. Her chest still felt tight from the sudden shock, but she forced herself to steady. Bending down, she picked up the envelope from the floor; the paper felt smooth and cool against her fingertips, grounding her—yet her mind refused to settle.

What is this place, really? What kind of private event do they hold there? Should we even think about going? Would John ever agree?

Her thoughts spun faster than she could control. Absentmindedly, she turned toward the dining table and crouched, reaching for the scattered pieces of the broken plate. The faint scent of orange juice and soap lingered in the air from earlier, mixing oddly with the dry smell of porcelain dust.

She used her bare hands, not even thinking about it—her mind was far away, still tangled in questions about the mysterious invitation.

Then pain struck.

“Ouch!” she hissed, jerking her hand back instinctively. A sharp sting pulsed through her finger, and when she looked down, a thin line of crimson welled up from a small cut. The sight made her wince; the blood shimmered under the kitchen light, bright against her pale skin.

“Great… just perfect,” she muttered under her breath.

Standing up, she turned on the tap. Cold water splashed over her finger, sending a quick chill through her hand as the blood thinned and swirled down the drain. The sting deepened before fading into a dull throb. She could feel each heartbeat in that small cut—steady, persistent.

Reaching for a towel, she dried her hand and opened the first-aid box by the counter. The faint, sterile scent of antiseptic filled the air as she dabbed some onto her wound, biting her lip slightly at the sharp burn. Then she wrapped a small bandage neatly around her finger.

“There,” she murmured softly, flexing it once.

Sarah glanced at the mess—porcelain shards scattered across the floor like tiny stars glinting under the soft afternoon light. She fetched the broom from the corner, its wooden handle cool against her palm, and began sweeping. Each scrape of the bristles against the tiles sounded louder than usual, echoing softly through the still room, like quiet whispers of her own thoughts.

When only the finer fragments remained, she grabbed a damp paper towel, pressing it gently over the spot. She could feel the gritty texture of the tiny slivers beneath the towel before folding it carefully and tossing it into the bin.

“Done,” she breathed, brushing her palms together as if to shake off the lingering unease.

She walked back to the sofa and sank into it, the cushions swallowing her weight. Her gaze drifted toward the table where the envelope still lay, almost mocking her with its quiet presence. Is there anyone who could tell me what that private event is really about? she wondered, her brows furrowing.

Half to herself, she muttered, “Maybe it’s some secret gathering… people doing things society doesn’t approve of.” A dry, nervous chuckle escaped her lips. “Yeah, maybe something hidden and forbidden.”

But her own words hung in the air like a chill. Her laughter faded. The room suddenly felt colder. Secret things… she repeated silently. Do we have secret things?

And then it hit her. Her face drained of color, her hands trembled. The envelope slid slightly toward the edge of the table, as if eager to reveal its secret. A sudden coldness spread through her chest, like all the air had been sucked from the room.

How did they know about it? Who told them? The thoughts crashed through her mind in a panic. Her heartbeat thudded erratically against her ribs, and her breathing grew shallow. For a moment, she felt dizzy, the edges of her vision blurring slightly.

She pressed a hand against her chest, forcing herself to breathe slowly. “No… calm down, Sarah,” she whispered shakily. “You have to stay strong.”

Closing her eyes, she inhaled deeply—once, twice—until the trembling in her fingers began to ease. The faint scent of soap and citrus still lingered in the air, grounding her in something familiar.

When she opened her eyes again, the envelope caught her gaze once more. It looked harmless—just paper—but the sight of it made her pulse race anew.

“Now the main question,” she murmured, voice barely steady, “is how to tell John that our secret… might have been exposed. That someone knows—and they sent an anonymous invitation.”

She leaned back slowly, the ticking of the wall clock echoing in the silence. Every second felt heavier, each one pulling her closer to a truth she wasn’t ready to face.


Chapter 3: Truth Unfolded

Sarah sat on the edge of the sofa, fingers brushing against the envelope, her mind spinning. What should I do now? Should I call John and tell him that someone sent an anonymous invitation… that our secret might be exposed?

Her thoughts tumbled over each other, chaotic and fast. How will he react? Angry that I opened it? Or worse… will he judge me? The questions twisted in her chest, making her heartbeat quicken and a knot form in her stomach.

“I can’t think about this anymore,” she muttered, shaking her head. I have to calm down… I can’t let it control me right now.

She rose from the sofa, the soft tapping of her slippers against the polished wooden floor echoing faintly through the quiet house. Each step felt heavier than the last, weighed down by her racing thoughts. Yet somehow, the familiar sound grounded her, a small thread of comfort in the storm of uncertainty.

Reaching the bedroom, she touched the door handle. Cold and metallic against her palm, it sent a shiver up her arm. She pushed the door open and stepped inside, tossing her phone onto the bed with a soft thud.

Collapsing onto her back, she stared up at the plain white ceiling. Sunlight filtered through the window, painting soft rectangles across the walls, but even its warmth couldn’t ease the tension coiling inside her. Her breath came shallow at first, chest rising and falling unevenly, until she forced it to slow. The cool sheets pressed against her skin, grounding her slightly.

Still, the envelope lingered in her mind, a silent weight she could not shake. Whoever had sent it remained unknown, and the questions it raised pressed against her like shadows. Her fingers fidgeted with the edge of the envelope, twisting it absentmindedly as she pressed a hand to her chest, trying to steady her heartbeat.

“I need to stay strong… I can’t let this ruin everything before I even know the truth,” she whispered, the words barely audible, yet resolute.

A few minutes later, Sarah woke suddenly, her heart still fluttering from the restless thoughts that had haunted her earlier. She grabbed her phone from the bedside table, its cool surface grounding her briefly. Maybe I can find something… some clue… anything, she murmured to herself.

She opened the browser, the tap of her fingers against the screen echoing softly in the quiet room. She typed in “Velvet” again, scanning the search results with tense anticipation.

What she found made her frown. There were no specific reviews about the Friday night private events—just vague, general comments about the club itself. Frustration pricked at her chest as she tried alternative search terms, scrolling and clicking, but nothing offered any answers.

Her mind refused to settle, cycling endlessly through questions: Who sent the invitation? Why us? Is it safe? What do they know?

After what felt like hours of restless searching, mental exhaustion finally caught up with her. Her fingers loosened their grip on the phone, and she let it rest on her chest. Slowly, the tension in her body eased, the quiet of the room lulling her into fragile calm. Her eyelids grew heavy, and with one last deep breath, she sank back into the sheets.

Her thoughts still lingered on the mysterious envelope and the unknown Friday night event, but exhaustion overpowered curiosity for the moment. Within minutes, she drifted into sleep, the soft rhythm of her breathing the only sound in the room.

John parked his car in the usual spot and stepped out, the morning air crisp against his face. The faint hum of traffic from the street below mingled with the distant chatter of early commuters. He walked toward the building entrance, swiping his ID card at the scanner. The green light flashed, and the door clicked open.

Inside, he headed to the elevator, the polished tiles reflecting the soft overhead lights. A few people were already inside. He nodded politely. “Morning.”

“Morning,” they replied in unison, their voices mingling briefly with the soft whir of the elevator doors closing.

John pressed the button for the fifth floor. As the elevator ascended, more people stepped in and out—some clutching steaming cups of coffee, others buried in their phones or murmuring quietly to colleagues. The gentle vibration under his feet, the occasional ding of passing floors, and the faint scent of cologne drifting from another passenger kept him rooted in the familiar rhythm of his morning.

When the doors opened on the fifth floor, John felt the usual anticipation of starting the day. His shoes clicked lightly against the smooth floor as he walked toward his desk, the hum of printers and low conversation blending into the background.

Tom was already there, leaning casually beside John’s desk, a warm smile on his face.

“Morning, Tom,” John greeted, returning the smile.

“Morning, John,” Tom replied, his tone easy and friendly.

Sliding into his chair, John adjusted his posture. They exchanged casual conversation about the office, the day ahead, and minor happenings around the workplace. Then, with a quiet sigh, he let the flow of work absorb him, focusing on the tasks at hand.

Inside the bedroom, Sarah lay sprawled on the bed, her eyelashes trembling slightly as she slowly opened her eyes. For a few seconds, she didn’t move, staring at the white ceiling, her mind still foggy from sleep. Groaning softly, she reached for her phone and noticed the time—12 PM already. A few messages blinked on the screen, most from John, some from others.

She sat up quickly, brushing her hair from her face, and typed out a quick reply to John, letting him know she had accidentally fallen asleep. The other messages received thoughtful responses, each one tailored to the sender.

A loud, insistent rumble from her stomach reminded her sharply that she hadn’t eaten yet. The sound seemed almost accusatory. Groaning again, she set the phone down, closed her bedroom door behind her, and hurried downstairs.

The fridge was nearly empty—nothing ready to eat. Her stomach grumbled louder in protest. With a sigh, she pulled out her phone and quickly ordered a pizza, the thought of the warm, cheesy meal already making her mouth water.

Hungry and restless, she sank onto the sofa, the cushions soft beneath her, trying to distract herself. I really need to buy groceries later… she thought, mentally listing everything they were out of while she waited for delivery. To pass the time, she picked up her novel, immersing herself in the story, the words briefly pulling her away from her growling stomach.

Suddenly, the sharp ring of the doorbell cut through her reading, making her jump slightly. “Coming!” she called, hurriedly setting the book aside.

She opened the door to see the delivery person holding a few boxes of steaming pizza. The rich, warm scent of melted cheese and baked dough wafted toward her, immediately easing her hunger pangs. She handed over the money and took the boxes, balancing them carefully as the door clicked shut behind her.

Carrying the pizza carefully, Sarah placed the boxes on the dining table. She quickly washed her hands under the cool stream of water, the refreshing sensation calming her slightly frazzled nerves. Returning to the table, she sank into the chair, the warmth of the meal in front of her promising a brief, comforting reprieve.

Lifting the lid, the rich aroma of melted cheese, baked dough, and fragrant toppings filled her nose. Her mouth watered instantly, anticipation making her stomach rumble again. She grabbed a slice and took a bite. The hot, cheesy goodness melted in her mouth, each flavor perfectly balanced.

“Umm… so tasty,” she murmured, savoring the first bite. One slice led to another, and soon, she had devoured the entire pizza, leaning back with a long, satisfied sigh as the last piece disappeared. The warmth of the meal, combined with the comforting fullness, seemed to settle her body—and, momentarily, her restless mind.

Yet even as she leaned against the soft cushions, her thoughts drifted inexorably back to the envelope. How should she tell John? Be direct and tell him immediately… or wait until she uncovered more? Her fingers pressed absentmindedly into the plush fabric of the sofa, a small, restless movement betraying her inner turmoil.

How would John react? Angry that she opened it? Disappointed—or worse, judgmental? What if he thought she had overstepped?

Despite the comfort of the meal, the mysterious invitation weighed heavily on her, a quiet insistence in her mind: some things, no matter how much she tried to ignore them, demanded attention.

Time passed slowly, each minute stretching longer than the last, and soon it was nearly time for John to return home. With every passing second, Sarah’s nerves tightened, twisting her stomach into knots. How would he react? Angry that she had opened the envelope? Would they even go tomorrow? What exactly awaited them there? And… how many people would be present?

The soft click of the front door opening jolted her from her spiraling thoughts. Her heart leapt as she looked up, seeing John step inside. His familiar presence grounded her—a mix of relief and apprehension settling over her.

“Hi, honey,” he greeted softly, a warm smile spreading across his face as he made his way toward her on the sofa. The subtle scent of his cologne, the reassuring weight of his arm brushing hers, made her momentarily forget the tension coiling in her chest.

Without thinking, she threw herself into his embrace, burying her face against his chest. “John… I have something to tell you,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mixture of fear and urgency.

John held her gently, his steady heartbeat beneath her cheek offering a fragile sense of calm. Yet the electricity of anticipation crackled between them—a quiet, unspoken tension neither could ignore.

Sarah took a deep breath, her fingers tightening around the envelope. “It’s… it’s about this,” she murmured, holding it out toward him.

John’s eyes narrowed slightly, curiosity and concern flickering in his gaze. “Tell me everything,” he said softly.

And as she met his eyes, Sarah realized there was no turning back. The secret, the invitation, the unknown… it was all about to change everything.

A Note from the Author:

Thank you for joining Sarah and John on this journey! Volume 3 has only scratched the surface, and the mystery of the invitation is just beginning. Volume 4 is coming very soon—stay tuned, because things are about to get even more intense. Your curiosity will be rewarded!

Enjoyed this story? Continue the adventure with Volume 4: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FX9YP9FC


The End

Thank you for reading The Swinger First Step Volume: 3

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 The Swinger First Step (Volume 4),

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

?? The Swinger First Step (Volume 4) https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FX9YP9FC

If you’d like to explore another story filled with desire, emotion, and discovery, check out my other collection — Cuckhold Dreams: The First Swap Volume: 1 https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FZ5W441L

— S. Darkness
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