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Dedication
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To every reader who dares to explore the unknown paths of love, trust, and desire.

This story is for you.
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Disclaimer / Content Warning

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual events, people, or places is purely coincidental.

This book contains explicit adult themes, including consensual partner swapping and mature sexual content, intended for readers 18 years and older.

By reading further, you confirm that you are of legal age in your country to access adult material.
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It had been two months since our last exchange.

In the morning, birds chirped cheerfully outside, and warm sunlight streamed through the window, casting soft golden patterns across the floor. I woke slowly, glancing beside me at my beautiful wife, Sarah, who was still sleeping peacefully.

I leaned over and placed a gentle kiss on her face, feeling the warmth of her skin against my lips. My mind wandered back to last night.

Sarah had had a little too much wine and had been talking endlessly, her words slightly slurred. In her tipsy state, she had revealed a dream she had never shared before—something about wanting a gangbang. At the time, I had been completely shocked. I hadn’t expected her to say something like that.

She had explained, or at least attempted to explain, that she was curious about what it would feel like with three different people—but only once. She had also said that she wouldn’t do it if I didn’t agree, because she loved me and didn’t want to hurt me.

The memory of it made my heart race with a mix of excitement and anticipation. But I knew she probably didn’t fully remember saying it. That was the nature of drunken confessions—they came out freely, then faded from memory by morning.

I carefully lifted her into my arms, feeling the subtle shift of her body as I carried her across the bedroom. The floorboards creaked softly beneath my feet, a gentle reminder of the quiet morning around us. I laid her down on the bed, the sheets cool against her skin, and settled beside her, feeling the comforting press of her body against mine.
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