
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Wife Swaps Partners with Her Best Friend

        

        
        
          Partner Swap Erotica, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Alfred Stone

        

        
          Published by Alfred Stone, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WIFE SWAPS PARTNERS WITH HER BEST FRIEND

    

    
      First edition. May 30, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Alfred Stone.

    

    
    
      Written by Alfred Stone.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Brooke had been married for just two months, and the quiet afternoons in their suburban home still felt like a luxurious secret. She wandered through the sunlit living room, the warm afternoon light spilling across the hardwood floors, and picked up her phone. On a whim, she dialed Rachel.

The voice on the other end was warm, familiar, and teasing. “Brooke? Oh my god, I thought marriage had swallowed you whole.”

Brooke laughed softly, sinking onto the edge of the couch. “Not yet. I’ve been rattling around this house with nothing but laundry and my thoughts. I needed to hear your voice. You free?”

Rachel’s tone shifted, playful but intrigued. “Actually, I’m out running errands and I’m not far from you. I’ll swing by. Give me fifteen.”

When Rachel arrived, the two women met at the door with the kind of hug that only old friends share—tight, lingering, bodies pressing close for a moment longer than necessary. Rachel pulled back and held Brooke at arm’s length, her eyes slowly traveling over her.

“Damn,” Rachel murmured, a small smile playing on her lips. “You look incredible. Marriage agrees with you. That glow... Landon must be treating you right.”

Brooke felt a flush of pride warm her cheeks. “He does. More than I ever expected.”

She led Rachel inside, the soft scent of vanilla from the diffuser drifting through the air. The late afternoon sun filtered through half-drawn curtains, casting golden pools across the living room. Brooke poured two glasses of iced water, the ice cubes clinking gently, and they settled onto the oversized sectional sofa. Their knees brushed as they turned toward each other.

Rachel tucked one leg beneath her, leaning in. “So tell me... what’s it like? Being with him. I want details. The real ones.”

Brooke hesitated for a second, then let out a slow breath. The air between them felt thicker somehow, charged with the kind of curiosity that old friends sometimes shared when life had taken them in different directions. She could feel Rachel’s attention like a soft weight on her skin.

“It’s... intense,” Brooke started, her voice low. “Even before we got married, I used to lie awake thinking about him. About the way he’d look at me. But nothing prepared me for our wedding night.”

She paused, letting the memory settle over her. Rachel’s eyes were fixed on her face, waiting.

“I’d taken a long shower earlier that evening, letting the hot water run over me until my skin felt hypersensitive. I was waiting in bed when he finally came upstairs after seeing off the last of the guests. He stopped in the doorway, just looking at me. The room was dim, only the bedside lamp on, and I could hear his breathing change. That slow, deliberate inhale. Like he was trying to steady himself.”

Brooke shifted on the couch, her thigh pressing lightly against Rachel’s. She continued, voice softening.

“He disappeared into the bathroom for a minute. When he came back out... completely naked... I swear my heart stopped for a second. He was already half-hard, that heavy weight hanging between his legs. The sight of him walking toward me, muscles shifting under his skin, made something deep in my belly tighten.”

Rachel’s lips parted slightly. She didn’t interrupt.

“He climbed onto the bed and covered me with his body. We didn’t rush. At first it was just kissing—slow, deep kisses that built and built. His hands sliding over my waist, my hips, learning every curve like he had all the time in the world. I could feel myself getting wetter with every stroke of his tongue, every brush of his chest against my breasts. My nipples were so hard they almost ached. We rolled together, tangled in the sheets, breathing each other in. The scent of his skin—warm, masculine, a little salty—made me dizzy.”
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