
  
    [image: The Hotwife Diaries #4: Educating Daisy]
  


  
    
      The Hotwife Diaries #4: Educating Daisy

      
        The Hotwife Diaries

        Book 4

      

    

    
      
        Paul Garland

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Cerulean Erotica]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Paul Garland

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

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

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Foreword

      

    

    
      
        1. Brought To Completion

      

      
        Excerpt from Personal Research Notes

      

      
        2. The Best He Ever Had

      

      
        The Modern Husband — Draft Post #1

      

      
        3. Dinner With The Neighbours

      

      
        Excerpt from Personal Research Notes

      

      
        4. Popping The Cherry

      

      
        Bringing New People In

      

      
        5. Reflections and Preparations

      

      
        A Weekend Retreat & Cultivating Connections

      

      
        6. The Secret Diners Society

      

      
        One Man, Many Very Wrong Ideas

      

      
        7. What Happens at Barkridge Hall

      

      
        Final Personal Research Notes

      

      
        8. Living It

      

    

    
      
        Afterword

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Paul Garland

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Foreword

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to the final chapter.

      This is Book 4 of The Hotwife Diaries — the twelfth and concluding volume in a twelve-book series that began with How To Turn Your Trad Wife Into A Hotwife In 10 Days (Books 1–4), continued through The Modern Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing (Books 1–4), and now reaches its climax with Daisy and Jordan’s journey in The Hotwife Diaries.

      From the very first tentative steps of a curious traditional wife discovering her desires, through the emotional, psychological, and deeply erotic evolution of a couple learning to share pleasure openly and honestly, to the full flowering of Daisy’s confidence as a hotwife and Jordan’s growth as her proud, supportive modern husband, this has been one long, wild, heartfelt ride.

      Thank you for buying this book.

      Thank you for reading the entire series.

      Whether you’ve been with us since the very first page or only recently discovered Daisy and Jordan, I’m truly grateful you chose to come along for the conclusion.

      I hope you enjoy this final instalment. May it leave you satisfied, smiling, and perhaps a little inspired.

      Now… let’s finish what we started.

      Paul Garland

      July 2026
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            Brought To Completion

          

        

      

    

    
      The first session had ended with Sariya’s warm, soft hand milking the last thick pulses of my cum onto her perfect tits, her own powerful orgasm shuddering through her as she lay spread-eagled and gasping on the sunlit floor, while her husband, Niran, watched in composed silence from his chair in the corner. I had driven home that afternoon with dried paint on my hands and a deep, insistent ache in my groin that even a long, cold shower couldn’t fully extinguish.

      In the week that followed, I had texted Sariya several times. The messages were professional on the surface—check-ins to see if she was happy with what we’d done so far—but they had a double-meaning, too. How are you feeling after the sitting? Still want to complete the session next week? She’d replied just as professionally, that she felt great and was excited to see it through to completion.

      I texted her on Monday to say I’d be there this week and that I had my equipment ready. Her reply arrived within minutes: Your equipment is very impressive. I can’t wait.

      The next day brought another fun exchange: I’ve done some sketches of you from memory in my studio this week. It’s made me excited to complete the portrait this week. Her response: I’ve been excited this whole time. I can’t wait for you to finish me off.

      By the time the day of the second session came around, the exchanges had grown more explicit and less innuendo: Ready to get naked for me later? Her reply: Maybe you should finish the portrait naked, too? Me: I don’t want to get paint on my erection. Her: It’ll have more than paint on it when we’re done.

      Daisy had seen me do those sketches I mentioned. She could see who I was drawing and never said anything, but this morning over breakfast, she finally addressed it directly. I was texting Sarah and smiling at that last message when Dasy set her coffee mug down slowly and looked at me across the table with an amused expression.

      “So… Sarah,” she enquired, “Isn’t your second session today?”

      “Today, yes. Eleven o’clock.” I took a bite of my toast, waiting for the inevitable question to follow it up.

      She stirred her coffee slowly, the spoon making soft rhythmic clinks. “Do you think you’ll finish it this time? Or will it take longer?”

      “It’s not a huge picture. I got all the line work as base colours done last time, so, yes, I should be able to complete it this time.”

      Daisy held my gaze steadily. “Jordan.”

      “What?”

      “You know what I’m going to say.” She folded both hands neatly on the table, her voice calm and measured. “If she wants you to fuck her, text me first. I’ll say yes. She’s obviously someone you need to get out of your system, and she probably feels exactly the same way about you. Don’t hold back on my account. Just let me know, okay?”

      “Daisy—”

      “I’m not asking for reassurance. I’m being practical.” A small, knowing smile curved her lips. “Finish the painting. Then finish what you started with her. Just text me when it happens.”

      I reached across the table and squeezed her hand, a familiar rush of love and profound gratitude washing over me. This woman continued to amaze me with her depth, her confidence, and her unwavering support. “You’re remarkable,” I said softly.

      “I’m realistic,” she replied simply, and that was the end of the conversation. We finished breakfast in comfortable silence, me getting my painting equipment ready, Daisy leaving for university shortly afterwards.

      “Have a good day.” I kissed her on the lips as she stepped out of the door.

      “You too,” she grinned. “Just… not too good, okay?”
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      Niran answered the door when I knocked at eleven exactly. He was dressed in a pale shirt and dark trousers, exuding the same composed warmth as before. The faint, inviting scent of cardamom and freshly brewed coffee filled my nose as I stepped inside, and my stomach growled at the delicious smell.

      “Hungry?” he asked as he took my coat.

      “I’m sorry,” I apologised for my noisy gut. “Something smells nice, that’s all.”

      “Kamol came over last night,” he explained, hanging my coat on the peg before gesturing for me to head towards the back room. “She cooked a wonderful green curry. We have leftovers in the fridge if you’d like some?”

      “I’m fine, really,” I said, smiling. Then, with a polite nod, Niran led me through to the room with the French doors opening onto the garden, where Sariya was already waiting.

      She stood by the window in a dark red silk robe, her long, glossy black hair cascading loosely around her shoulders and down her back. When I stepped into the room, she turned, her dark eyes meeting mine across the room. As Niran left us, Sariya held my gaze for a long, loaded moment, the anticipation that had built through our texts hanging in the air.

      “Good morning,” she said, her voice already carrying a husky edge.

      “It certainly is,” I replied, my own voice steadier than I felt. “It’s lovely outside. Warm, for a February morning.”

      Without replying, she crossed to the cream linen sofa and arranged herself precisely as she had the previous week — half-reclining against the cushions, one knee drawn up gracefully, the robe parting teasingly at the lapel to reveal a tantalising glimpse of smooth, warm brown skin.

      “Is this how you want me?” she said softly, her cheeks flushing lightly.

      “Perfect,” I said, nodding as I uncovered the canvas, adjusted the easel to the ideal height, and positioned the floor lamp for the ideal blend of warm artificial light and cool natural light streaming through the French doors.

      Niran returned with two cups of coffee, set them down on the small side table by the window, and retreated to his usual armchair in the corner, silent and watchful. I’d grown accustomed to him watching last week, so I didn’t question it this time.

      Sariya stood slowly from the sofa, her dark eyes never leaving mine. With deliberate, unhurried movements, she reached for the belt of the dark silk robe. She untied it with a single gentle tug, letting the two sides fall open like curtains parting on a private performance. The robe slipped from her shoulders inch by inch, first revealing the full swell of her breasts, round and soft with a natural, pendulous weight that made them sway gently as she moved. Her large, dark brown nipples were already stiff, catching the warm light from the lamp. The fabric continued its slow descent, gliding over the smooth, flat plane of her belly and the generous curve of her hips, until it revealed the neat triangle of fine, dark hair crowning her pussy.

      She let the robe pool silently at her feet, then stepped out of it and returned to the sofa. She arranged herself back into the exact pose from the first session—half-reclining against the cushions, one knee drawn up, the other leg extended slightly, her body now completely exposed to the light and to my gaze. Her breasts shifted and settled with the movement, one arm resting along the back of the sofa, the other hand resting lightly on her thigh. The pose opened her legs just enough that I could see everything: the soft pink slit of her pussy, the subtle sheen of wetness along her folds.

      The sight hit me like a punch to the gut. My cock stiffened instantly inside my trousers, and it took everything I had not to reach down and adjust myself. Instead, I swallowed hard, adjusted my grip on the brush, and forced myself to channel that ache into the painting.

      The second session unfolded in a much quieter atmosphere than the first, yet the air crackled with unspoken tension. Last week, there had been a careful, professional conversation to ease into the process. Today, the silence was deliberate and electric, charged with everything that had simmered between us for the past seven days. I worked with intense focus, mixing the colours, filling the canvas slowly, refining the final elements that would elevate the portrait from strong to exceptional. I deepened the warm golden highlights along the elegant curve of her shoulder, where the mixed light kissed her skin, creating a luminous glow. I carefully softened and layered the subtle shadows beneath the natural swell of her breasts, capturing the way they rose and fell with each breath. I paid meticulous attention to the complex depth in her dark eyes, trying to capture the excitement that had evolved across both sittings.

      Sariya watched me as intently the entire time. Every small shift in her posture— the subtle arch of her back, the way her fingers flexed against the cushion—sent fresh waves of heat through my body. Her large, dark brown nipples were prominently hard, and a visible flush had crept across her chest and up her throat. She was unmistakably aroused, and she made no effort to conceal it. I could see the faint sheen of perspiration on her skin from the warmth of the lamp, and the way her thighs pressed together occasionally, as if seeking relief.

      I stepped back several times to assess the overall composition, adjusting the lamp once more to perfect the tonal contrast across the generous curve of her hip and the smooth expanse of her inner thigh. The portrait was alive on the canvas now—the warmth of her brown skin rendered with rich undertones, the soft fullness of her figure captured with loving accuracy.

      We stopped for a cool drink, fresh orange juice that Niran fetched for us from the kitchen, glasses filled with ice. We made some small talk, but the tension in the air was palpable until I started the final touches. Then, nearly two full hours since I first walked in, I finally set my brush down and stepped back one last time.

      It was finished. The contrast between her naked form and the cream sofa was perfect, her skin seeming to glow in the light, the eyes exactly right. This was easily the best portrait I had ever painted. I felt it in my bones, a deep artistic satisfaction mingling with the raw physical desire that had been building all morning. What would happen now?

      “All done,” I said quietly.

      Niran rose from his chair and crossed the room to study the canvas. He took his time, his expression shifting through pride, admiration, and unmistakable arousal as he shifted his weight from one foot to the other and licked his lips.

      “Extraordinary,” he murmured at last. “You have truly captured her beauty, Jordan.”

      Sariya, who had remained beautifully naked on the sofa throughout the entire session, now rose gracefully. She stepped over to join her husband in front of the easel, her warm brown skin glowing in the mixed light. I stayed close, intensely aware of her nudity right beside me, the soft sway of those large breasts with each step. She studied the finished portrait for a long moment, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks and down her chest. But it was a happy blush, one of genuine pleasure and pride. A slow, radiant smile broke across her face.

      “It’s perfect,” she whispered, almost to herself. “You made me look… beautiful.”

      “You are beautiful,” I shrugged. “You’re incredibly sexy. It was a pleasure to paint you.”

      She turned toward me, stepping close enough that her bare breast brushed lightly against my arm. The contact sent a jolt of heat straight through me. Leaning in, she pressed a soft, lingering kiss to my cheek, her lips warm and full against my skin.

      “Thank you, Jordan,” she murmured, her breath brushing my ear. “I love it. I hope it… awakens something in my husband.”

      Then she turned towards him, still standing close enough to me that I could feel the warmth radiating from her naked body.

      “Niran,” she said, her voice low, steady, but threaded with clear need. “Would you mind giving us some time alone now? As we discussed before?”

      He looked from her to me, then gave a single, deliberate nod, the gesture of a man who had spent the entire week preparing himself mentally and emotionally for this exact moment. “Of course,” he replied softly. He left the room without another word, pulling the door almost fully closed behind him but leaving it ajar just an inch.

      The room suddenly felt smaller. Sariya stood before me, utterly naked, her dark eyes burning with hunger.

      “I’ve been thinking about you all week,” she whispered, stepping closer until barely a foot separated us.

      “So have I,” I admitted, my voice rough with need.

      “And I’ve been thinking about how I’d do this, once the portrait was done.” She chewed her lip nervously. “I’ve imagined just pushing you onto the sofa and kissing you. I’ve imagined dragging you upstairs, tearing your clothes off, but now we’re actually here, I don’t know what to do.”

      “You want to thank me again,” I murmured softly. She smelled so good, like roses and oud. “Like last week.”

      “No, I want more this time,” she sighed. “Every time I’ve touched myself this week, I’ve imagined your hands instead of mine.”

      “You want me to make you cum this time?” I guessed.

      “No.” Her eyes flashed with raw, unfiltered hunger. “I want you to fuck me, Jordan. Really fuck me. I need it. I’m so fucking turned on.”

      I pulled out my phone with hands that were no longer entirely steady.

      “Wait, one moment,” I said softly, my cock throbbing in my shorts.

      Daisy. It’s happening. Are you sure you’re okay with this? I texted.

      Her reply came almost instantly: Yes. Obviously yes. Text me after. Love you x

      I pocketed the phone. This was crazy. Surreal. And unbelievably exciting.

      Sariya’s hand slid up my chest and around to the back of my neck. She kissed me fiercely, deep, hungry, a week of pent-up frustration exploding between us. Our tongues tangled as I walked her backwards until her legs bumped the sofa. She pulled me down on top of her, her fingers working frantically at my shirt buttons, her full, heavy breasts pressing warm and soft and heavy against my chest as she tossed it across the room.

      “Niran,” I breathed, as I kissed my way down her body with greedy, unhurried attention. “Doesn’t he want to watch?”

      “No. Ssshhh,” she hushed me. “No talking. Just do it.”

      I cupped her tits, enjoying the weight of them compared to Daisy’s. I sucked her dark nipples until she was moaning loudly, then slid further down, spreading her legs wide apart with my palms on the soft skin of her inner thighs. Her pussy was drenched, her folds slick and swollen, the dark hair framing the glistening pink perfection. I buried my face against her, licking her with long, filthy strokes from entrance to clit, then sucking her swollen nub hard while sliding two fingers deep into her tight, wet hole. I curled them against her front wall, finding the spot that made her hips buck.

      “Fuck, Jordan… yes, eat my cunt just like that,” she gasped, her hips grinding shamelessly against my mouth. Her fingers fisted tight in my hair as she rode my tongue with increasing urgency. She came the first time quickly and violently—thighs clamping around my head, a sharp, unrestrained cry filling the room as her juices flooded my chin and fingers, her body shaking through powerful waves.

      She barely allowed herself a moment to recover. “I need your cock inside me. Now. Please. I want to be fucked.”

      I stripped quickly, my erection throbbing and leaking. Sariya wrapped her warm, soft hand around my thick shaft, stroking me with the same confident, teasing grip from the first session, her thumb circling the sensitive head. Then she guided me to her entrance.

      I pushed in slowly, inch by thick inch, watching her face contort in ecstasy, her jaw dropping, eyes fluttering shut, a long, shuddering moan escaping her lips as I bottomed out deep inside her surprisingly small pussy. She was incredibly tight, hot, and perfectly wet. From the doorway came the faint but unmistakable sound of the door opening slightly wider. Niran was still there, listening to every detail. The knowledge sent a fresh, filthy spike of heat surging through both of us.

      “Yes, that’s Niran.” Sariya’s eyes met mine, dark and wicked with lust. “He didn’t want to be a distraction, so he decided he’d just listen,” she whispered against my ear. “Don’t you dare hold back. Give me everything. Make me scream for him.”

      I started thrusting as deep and as hard as I could, making her heavy tits bounce beautifully with every impact. The sofa creaked rhythmically beneath us. I fucked her harder, gripping her hips, leaning down to suck and bite at her nipples while pounding into her soaked pussy. Sariya grew louder and more unrestrained, moaning my name, mixing English curses with what sounded like fervent Tamil, begging me to go deeper.

      “Harder… fuck me deeper. I’ve wanted your cock since the first time you saw me naked on this sofa. This is what I need. A good, hard fuck.”

      I gave it to her, slamming into her with wet, obscene sounds filling the room. I flipped her onto her hands and knees, positioning her so she faced the easel where her painted image watched serenely. Gripping her full hips tightly, I slammed back into her from behind, reaching around to rub her clit in fast, tight circles. She came again, even harder this time—her pussy spasming violently around my cock, a long wailing cry tearing from her throat as her arms gave out and she pressed her face into the cushion, ass still raised high for me.

      I kept fucking her through the aftershocks, slowing only slightly. Then I pulled out, sat on the sofa, and pulled her onto my lap. Sariya sank down onto my cock with a deep groan of pure satisfaction, taking every inch. She began riding me with filthy, rolling movements of her hips, her heavy tits bouncing in my face. I sucked them greedily while she fucked herself on me, moaning louder with every downward thrust, her juices coating my balls.

      “Oh, my God,” she cried out, for Niran’s benefit. I could hear her husband’s breathing from the doorway, ragged and aroused. Maybe he was jerking off. “Your cock feels so fucking big and hard. Does my pussy feel good, Jordan?”

      “Tight. So fucking good,” I couldn’t help but reply as she rode me, bucking her hips back and forward so that I almost slid out before she pushed back onto me.

      Sariya leaned in close, biting my ear playfully. “He’s so hard listening to you destroy my pussy… but he can’t fuck me like this anymore. His cock is too small and soft. This is why I need this.”

      That pushed me dangerously close to the edge. I gripped her ass with both hands and thrust up into her with short, brutal strokes. Sariya rubbed her clit frantically until she came a third time, shuddering and crying out against my neck, her inner walls milking me rhythmically.

      “Cum inside me, Jordan,” she groaned. “Fill my pussy up with your cum.”

      I couldn’t hold back any longer. I buried myself to the hilt and came hard, my cum flooding deep inside her as she ground down, staying there until I’d given her every last drop. We stayed locked together for a long time afterwards, panting, sweat-slicked, my cum slowly leaking out around my softening cock onto her thighs and the sofa.

      Then we finally settled into a heavy, deeply satisfied quiet. From the doorway, I heard Niran let out a muffled moan, then a long, shaky breath. He’d cum, too.
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      I dressed slowly, my muscles aching with the exertion I’d put into the fuck. Sariya put her robe back on, tying it loosely, still flushed and glowing with satisfaction, her hair beautifully tousled. I cleaned my brushes thoroughly, leaving the finished canvas on the stand. I could collect it next week, once they’d framed and hung the painting.

      In the kitchen, Niran had recovered his usual composure and was waiting for us with fresh coffee. His expression was calm, warm, and strangely content as he looked at his wife. We stood there for a while talking about framing options and where to hang the portrait,  as if nothing extraordinary had happened in the white room upstairs. Yet the shared knowledge of what we’d just done — of Sariya’s unrestrained moans, of me filling her, of Niran listening just outside the door — ran like an intimate current beneath every ordinary word.

      Finally, the coffees and the talking finished, at the front door, the formalities gave way to something more honest.

      Sariya gave me a light kiss on the cheek, her dark eyes still bright with satisfaction. Niran stood beside her, one hand resting lightly on the small of her back.

      “Thank you, Jordan,” Sariya said softly. “For everything.”

      “It was my pleasure,” I replied, meaning it in every possible way.

      Niran cleared his throat gently, his voice steady and thoughtful. “I would enjoy it very much if you wanted to come around again, Jordan. Now that we have done this once, I can try watching next time. Properly.”

      I glanced at Sariya, then back to him. “That’s up to Sariya. And my wife. I tell Daisy everything. Always.”

      Sariya’s lips curved into a small, pleased smile. She leaned slightly into her husband’s side, still glowing from earlier. “I’d like that,” she said. Then, after a brief pause, she added, “But I also want to try other men. Different men. I want to explore this properly.”

      Niran nodded without hesitation, his expression one of quiet acceptance and even a hint of excitement. “I understand, my love. And I think… I would enjoy that too. Seeing you fulfilled in new ways.”

      I met both their gazes. “If you want help finding the right people or arranging things safely, I’ll help you. I have… connections. Discreet ones.”

      Sariya’s eyes sparkled with gratitude and anticipation. “I know you do. Thank you. And I’ll help you, too, Jordan. I owe you now.” She gave a soft, teasing laugh. “I have several commissions lined up for you, real ones, though I can’t promise they’ll all stay strictly professional. Not if you use me as a model.”

      We shared a quiet, knowing laugh at the door. Niran extended his hand. His grip was firm and sincere. “Until next time, then.”

      “Until next time.”

      Sariya gave me one last warm look, then stepped back beside her husband as I turned and walked down the path toward my car, my brushes and equipment carefully wrapped and tucked under my arm.
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      I texted Daisy from the car.

      Finished. On my way home.

      How’s the painting? she replied quickly.

      Completed.

      And Sariya?

      I smiled to myself. Also brought to completion.

      Good. Come home. I have a late lunch ready for you, and then I want every filthy detail.

      I couldn’t wait. And not because I was hungry.
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      Consensual Non-Monogamy: Trust, Transparency and the Architecture of Shared Pleasure

      Daisy M Hoyland, January 2026

      The single most common misconception about consensual non-monogamy is that it requires the suppression of jealousy. It does not. What it requires is something considerably more demanding: the willingness to examine jealousy, name it accurately, trace it back to its source, and decide whether it reflects a genuine threat to the relationship or simply the residue of a cultural script that was never designed with your particular marriage in mind.

      The architecture of an open relationship stands or falls entirely on two things: trust and transparency. These are not the same thing, though they are interdependent. Trust is the structure. Transparency is the maintenance that keeps the structure sound. Remove either, and the whole thing becomes something else — not a consensual arrangement but a negotiated, mutual deception.

      Transparency does not mean the exhaustive reporting of every sensation and encounter. It means the absence of secrets. It means that your partner could, at any moment, ask you anything, and the answer would be the truth. The pleasure is shared, not necessarily in the physical sense, but in the way that both partners are present in the arrangement, both are informed, both have given genuine consent, and both, ideally, get pleasure from it.

      This brings us to a word that the lifestyle community uses with some regularity and mainstream culture has barely begun to absorb: compersion.

      Compersion is the experience of taking pleasure in your partner's pleasure, even — or specifically — when that pleasure involves someone else. It is the emotional opposite of jealousy, and like jealousy, it is entirely real, entirely felt in the body, and entirely capable of catching you off guard.

      It is, in this researcher's experience, one of the most unexpectedly beautiful things a marriage can produce.
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      It was Tuesday. The day of Lewis’s promised visit that we’d set up last week. He texted at five past six.

      Still on for tonight? I can be there for eight.

      Daisy showed me the message across the kitchen table. She was in her dressing gown, blonde hair up, the remains of dinner between us. She read it, looked at me, and then typed back without asking my opinion, which I was glad for. This was her wish; it would just be awkward if I were the one to facilitate it.

      Eight is perfect. I’m looking forward to it.

      She put the phone down and looked at me. "Are you sure you’re okay with this?"

      I thought about the night at Euphoria. About Tyler and Kelvin, how horny I’d been watching her get properly fucked while a bunch of random strangers watched. About how Russell had watched me fuck Charlotte. About how incredibly intense and satisfying the entire night had been. How she’d been sex texting with Lewis, determined to outdo Claudia, who she saw as a threat to her position as the most desired woman on the Rise. How she’d recorded herself sucking my cock and then sent it to him.

      "Yes," I replied. "I'm more than okay with it."

      She studied me for a moment. Then nodded, satisfied, and went upstairs to get ready.

      “What are you going to wear?” I called up after her, but she didn’t even turn around, replying right as she disappeared out of sight.

      “It’s a surprise.”

      I tidied the kitchen, poured myself a measure of the good whisky and stood at the window looking out at the cul-de-sac in the February dark, the street quiet, house lights reflecting off the wet tarmac. I thought about Lewis, young but with Tyler's easy confidence already in him, those green eyes that had made every woman lose her train of thought at the New Year's party. I thought about the video Daisy had sent him, the look on her face when she'd swallowed and opened her mouth for the camera, the absolute deliberateness of it.

      I finished the whisky.

      Daisy came downstairs at ten to eight.

      She was in a black silk slip dress, short, with thin straps; some people might say it was closer to underwear than a dress. Her blonde hair was down and loose. Nothing on her feet except for the silver anklet.

      She looked at me and waited for my approval. “Well?”

      "He's going to lose his mind," I said.

      She smiled. "Good."

      Lewis arrived a few minutes early, knocking firmly. He was in dark jeans and a grey Henley, his mixed-race skin contrasting with those unsettling green eyes.

      "Good evening," he said.

      "Lewis. Come in." Daisy stepped back to let him in, and the way she said his name told me everything I needed to know about where tonight was going to go.

      I got him a beer, and we stood in the kitchen for a little while, during which the conversation was light and relaxed. No pressure. No hurry. Lewis was good at this, I realised. He had the same social ease as his father, the ability to put us at ease. Salesman qualities. He and Daisy talked about the New Year's party, about Claudia and Tom, about nothing in particular, and all the while, there was a subtext of two people who had been looking forward to this for days.

      Then she put her glass down.

      "Shall we go upstairs?" she said.

      “I thought you’d never ask,” he replied, finishing off his beer and sliding the empty bottle across the table. This was it. It was going to happen.

      The bedroom lamp was already on low. Daisy had asked me to make the bedroom comfortable, so I’d fitted the best silk duvet we had, even sprayed the pillows with some of her favourite perfume.

      Lewis came into the room, and Daisy turned to face him. He kissed her — immediately, decisively, both hands coming up to her face — and she kissed him back with the full, unhurried appetite of a woman who had been thinking about this since the text exchange the night before Euphoria.

      I sat in the chair that I’d placed in the corner deliberately, the observer's chair as I’d read about, and I watched my wife kiss Tyler's son in our bedroom, a long, deep kiss, and felt the by now familiar alchemy of jealousy and pride and want that I'd stopped trying to understand.

      Lewis was good with his hands. I noticed that early, the way they moved over her, feeling her through the silk, lingering on her breasts, making her nipples stiffen and poke through. Daisy made a small sound against his mouth that I recognised as arousal, and her hands went to the hem of his Henley.

      He let her pull it off over his head. His body was lean and naturally toned rather than gym-sculpted, with smooth, light-brown skin across his chest and shoulders, and a scattering of dark hair below his navel that disappeared into the waistband of his jeans. Daisy ran both hands flat across his chest and looked at him with those dark eyes of hers, and then dropped to her knees on the floor in front of him.

      She undid his belt. His jeans. Pulled everything down in one clean movement and looked up at him from the floor.

      He was already hard. Thick and curved slightly upward, not the longest I'd seen Daisy encounter, but thick, veiny, the kind of cock that just looked good. She wrapped one hand around the base and looked up at him once more — the same look she'd given the camera when she sucked me off and sent him the video — and then took him into her mouth.

      Lewis exhaled slowly. His hand went to her golden hair, tangling only lighly. Guiding, not forcing, as she moved her lips slowly down his shaft.

      Daisy began to suck him with the same, slow, teasing moments she'd given the camera recording, showing him her developing oral skills. Lewis stood with his head tipped back for a while, then looked down at her, and the expression on his face made me shift in the chair.

      "Bed," he said quietly. "Get on the bed."

      She stood up, and he peeled the slip dress off her slowly, his eyes taking in her smooth, pert breasts, her pink nipples, then as it fell past her hips, at the smooth mound of her pussy, the tight, small slit beneath. She wasn’t wearing anything beneath, so as she stepped out of it, she was in just the anklet, nothing else.

      “What a fucking amazing body,” he murmured, making Daisy blush in the low light.

      “Better than Claudia’s?” she asked mischievously as he walked her back to the edge of the bed and lay her down gently. She didn’t resist, letting her thighs part, showing him her wetness.

      “I don’t care about Claudia,” he shrugged. “I did, but once you let me know you were interested, there was no question who I wanted to spend time with.”

      Daisy made a small, satisfied sound, and then he knelt between her thighs and put his mouth on her pussy. The next sound Daisy made was louder, a moan that bounced off the ceiling and her hand flew to his hair. From where I sat, I could see his tongue delve into her, exploring between her folds, then to her clit, working her confidently, the pink bud swelling to his touch— her hips rising, her thighs tightening, her breathing getting ragged.

      She came the first time within minutes, gripping his hair and swearing in a breathless, continuous murmur, “Fuck, fuck, fuck…” Her spine arched clean off the mattress. Lewis held her through it, unhurried, then looked up at her with those green eyes.

      "More?" he asked.

      "No. Fuck me," she begged. “Please. I need you inside me.”

      He moved up her body, shrugging out of his jeans and shorts, and I watched him position himself, the bulbous head of his rock-hard cock nestling against her wet slit.

      “You’re so fucking hot,” he said softly.

      “You are too,” Daisy replied. “Do it. Put it in. Take me.”

      He pushed into her — slowly, giving her the thickness of him in increments, watching her face the whole time. Daisy's mouth fell open, and her eyes closed, and both hands gripped the sheets.

      "God," she breathed. "That feels so fucking good⁠—"

      "You do, too," he said, “Tight. So tight.”

      “Go slow,” Daisy murmured. “Slow and deep. I want to really feel it.”

      He gave her a moment and then began to move, and what followed was slow and deep, as requested. Her hands came up his back, fingernails digging into his shoulders, her thighs spreading wider, inviting him to go harder, faster.

      And he did. He fucked her thoroughly, with a focused, rhythmic intensity that had the headboard making itself known against the wall. Daisy soon lost what composure she had left. She was loud. Properly loud, the kind of loud that if I hadn’t closed the windows to keep the cold February air out, Tyler and Morgan would have probably heard next door.

      “I want to see her cum on your cock.” I found my voice, and Lewis looked over his shoulder, smiling at me. A faint sheen of sweat covered his brow.

      “You want me to fuck her good?”

      “Fuck her. Do whatever you want to her,” I replied.

      “Yes,” Daisy groaned as he thrust into her hard, right to the hilt. “Whatever you want. I’m yours for the night.”

      Lewis put her on her hands and knees, pushing her knees apart so he could play with her pussy from behind. He pushed two fingers inside her, working them in and out, making her gasp with pleasure, then he got into position, put his hands on her hips and re-entered her.

      Daisy dropped her head and just took it as he began to fuck her, her arms braced, her hair falling forward, the silver anklet catching the lamp light with every movement. From where I was sitting, I had the full unobstructed view of his thick cock in my wife, stretching her out, his balls thudding against her pussy with a steady, relentless rhythm that made her moan like a porn star.

      His stamina was impressive. He just kept thrusting into her relentlessly, and then finally, she came again — suddenly, without warning, a sharp cry and then a sustained shuddering that made Lewis slow and then stop and hold himself deep inside her while she shook through it.

      He looked across the room at me. Those green eyes, steady, unhurried. “How did that look? Hot?”

      I nodded once, unable to speak because I was so damn horny.

      He looked back at Daisy.

      "Ride me," he said. "I want to play with your tits while you bounce on my cock."

      “Okay,” was all she said.

      He rolled onto his back, and she straddled him without hesitation, reaching down to take him in her hand and guide him back inside her, sinking down slowly with her eyes closed and her lower lip between her teeth until she'd taken all of him. She stayed still for a moment at the depth of it — adjusting, savouring — and Lewis lay beneath her with both hands moving up over her stomach to her breasts, filling his palms with them, his thumbs finding her nipples.

      She started to move.

      Not tentatively. She rode him energetically — her hips rolling forward and back in a rhythm that built quickly, her thighs working hard, the sounds she made entirely uninhibited. Lewis squeezed her breasts together and lifted his head to take one nipple into his mouth, and she gasped, her rhythm stuttering for a moment.

      I reached into my shorts. I wasn't self-conscious about it. We'd moved well past self-consciousness in this marriage, and the sight in front of me — my wife's soft, smooth body above Lewis's darker, harder one, the flex of her thighs, the bounce of her breasts between his hands as she moved, the silver anklet catching the light with every stroke… I couldn’t resist any longer. I needed to cum, too.

      Daisy opened her eyes and found me in the chair, saw my hand moving up and down my hard cock. Something crossed her face, heat, pleasure in being watched, knowing I was enjoying it, and she held my gaze for a long moment while she rode him, her hips accelerating, Lewis sucking hard at her nipple with both hands pulling her breasts down toward his mouth.

      "Having fun?" she said to me, breathlessly, knowing the answer. “Are you going to cum watching me get fucked?”

      "You know I am," I said.

      Lewis looked across at me then, at my hand, and said nothing, but something in his expression shifted into approval, and he put both hands on Daisy's hips and drove up into her from beneath, a sharp counter-thrust that made her cry out and grab the headboard for support.

      They found a new rhythm together, her coming down, him driving up to meet her, the bed creaking loudly. Daisy's head dropped back, her hair falling around her shoulders as she bounced on his cock with a hunger that caught me by surprise. I knew she was horny. I knew she wanted him, but I also wondered if she was throwing so much into this to outdo any thoughts he might have of Claudia. I worked myself steadily, watching, feeling my climax build, but trying to go slow, making the most of the moment.

      Daisy came first, and she came hard, slamming herself down onto him one last time and staying there, grinding against him, her whole body shaking, both hands white-knuckled on the headboard, the sound she made raw and throaty.

      I finished seconds later, quietly, into my fist, my eyes on my wife's face as she shook through the last of her orgasm.

      Then he turned her over.

      “I want to fuck you and cum all over your pretty face,” Lewis said, not waiting for permission. He lay over her, and Daisy wrapped her legs around him and pulled him back into her.

      They moved together slowly this time, building again from the beginning, not rushing it. Daisy's hands moved to his back, her eyes open and on his face, smiling at him as he pushed into her, deep and hard, a pause between each thrust. She came one last time with her legs locked around him and her fingers dug into his shoulders, and he followed her over the edge, but not before moving up, straddling her chest, his balls between her tits.

      With a hand around his shaft, with his jaw tight and a low, deep growl, Lewis emptied his balls all over my wife’s face. She opened her mouth, accepting the first spurt that hit her tongue, but then the rest splashed her cheek, her throat, some going into her pretty blonde hair.

      “Fuck,” he groaned. “You look so good covered in cum.”

      Daisy reached up, took his cock in one hand, milking the last of his cum onto her breasts, then he rolled to the side and lay on his back, breathing hard. Daisy lay beside him, rubbing her hand across her lips, wiping away the sticky cum.

      The room was quiet.

      I stood up from the chair and crossed to the bed, and Daisy turned and looked up at me. Her eyes were bright in the low light.

      "Hi," she said.

      "Hi," I said. “That was fun.”

      “Mmhmm?” she asked. “Did you cum, too?”

      “I came hard,” I reassured her. I wiped my hand on a tissue from the bedside table, passing one to do the same. Then I sat on the edge of the bed, and she reached up and touched my face tenderly.

      “I love you,” she said gently.

      “I love you, too.”

      Lewis sat up after a moment, raked his hair back with both hands, and looked at Daisy with a simple, genuine warmth.

      "That was worth the wait," he grinned.

      "And that’s just round one," she replied, "Don’t think you’ve fully satisfied me yet." She reached down, poking his cock with one finger. “As soon as that’s hard, we’re going again.”

      He laughed, Tyler's laugh, delighted and genuine. He found his shorts and slipped them on. “But first I need another of those beers.”

      We sat in the kitchen for half an hour after, the three of us enjoying another cool drink. We talked about Tyler and Morgan, about the street, about Lewis's work, where he was based, and whether he'd be back. He was going to be back in a couple of weeks, for a cousin’s birthday, so maybe we could get together again. Maybe I’d join in next time.

      The drinks finished, Daisy stretched, her nipples poking through the silk slip that she’d hastily slipped on before coming downstairs. “How’s that erection coming along?” she asked, rubbing a hand over the bulge in his shorts, which was starting to grow again.

      “Why don’t you get it out and find out?” he asked. “I quite like the idea of fucking you on the downstairs sofa. With the curtains open.”

      I glanced into the living room. I couldn’t see anyone watching, but on Far Bridge Rise, you could never be sure.

      Daisy hooked a finger into his waistband, eased them down, and his cock sprang out, already semi-hard. “Fine by me,” she giggled, standing and letting the black silk slip from her shoulders, her breasts coming into view slowly and sexily.

      Then stood, scooped her into his arms and took her into the room, tossing her on the sofa before immediately going down on her for a second time.

      “Is it better than Claudia’s?” Daisy asked, bringing up the Neighbourhood Watch’s newest female one more time. “Tell me my pussy is better, Lewis.”

      “Your pussy is fucking amazing,” he murmured, his tongue sliding up and down her puffy slit. “It’s the best I’ve ever had.”

      “I want you to tell everyone that,” Daisy sighed, watching him lick her. “Tell them Daisy is the best fuck in Far Bridge Rise.”

      Lewis lifted his face and grinned at my wife, her juices making his mouth shiny. “Whatever pleases you,” he murmured, knowing this was turning her on. “Now close your eyes, be quiet and let me enjoy this.”

      He did, and she did.
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      [UNPUBLISHED — just me talking to myself, really]

      I’m not sure what this is yet. A blog like Millie’s Trad Wife blog? Or just a place to dump thoughts that don’t fit anywhere else?

      This morning I cleaned the bedding, vacuumed the house, tidied the garden, while she went to work like everything was normal. Maybe it is. Maybe this is our new normal. I don’t know. Nothing is that normal about us anyway.

      Daisy is incredibly intelligent, succeeding in her master’s degree with the help of Patterson, doing well in her job. I have a job, too. I’m a stay-at-home husband, a modern husband, and that’s a job in itself. I contribute financially with my art, too, but I’ll always be the one who contributes, rather than being the provider. But I’m fine with that. I’m fine with us not being normal.

      Because normal people don’t get to have men come around and fuck their wives.

      That’s what happened last night, and I watched the whole thing. I sat in the corner chair and enjoyed it. I watched her cum three times… or was it four? I stroked my cock and watched her cum with him and felt… lucky. Really fucking ucky. That might seem a bit twisted or weird, yeah, but to me, it’s lucky.

      Her Modern Husband. Daisy’s been calling me that for the last two years, when she started her master’s, before any of this started. But it feels different now. Modern has taken on a new meaning. I’m modern in the sense that I share my wife, that we have a non-traditional marriage.

      I wonder if anyone would actually read about it, either aspect of it. The domestic stuff or the sexy stuff. Or what if I write about them combined? My favourite lamb recipe one minute, having fun in a sex club the next. Trimming the hedge on Monday, Tuesday night threesome with the next-door neighbour’s son.

      Sometimes I think about Millie’s trad wife blog – all the lemon drizzle cakes, the perfect table settings, and the faith and trust, whatever. Then her Sinner Minnie blog, her secret desires, foursomes with their best friends. If she combined them, would it work? Or is it best to keep them safe? After all, everyone only shows one half of the story of their life online, aren’t they? The good stuff, or the bad. People are rarely honest about their lives on social media. They either play the victim, seeking sympathy, or they brag about their achievements and make their lives seem perfect. It’s hard to know where the truth really lies. Probably somewhere in the middle.

      Somewhere normal. Whatever their version of normal is.

      Anyway. No one’s ever going to read this bollocks.

      I should just stick to painting. Maybe I should go into specialising in nudes. That’s more my thing now, apparently.
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      The washing machine was on its second cycle before nine. I had a routine— laundry first, then surfaces, then whatever needed doing in the kitchen — and I’d stuck to it long enough that it had become the normality of my weekday stay-at-home mornings. Once my early jobs were out of the way, I would normally get on with my latest art piece — I’d received two new commissions from Sariya since finishing her portrait — but today was going to be different.

      Daisy appeared in the kitchen doorway in her dressing gown, hair up, reading something on her phone, stepping over the laundry basket without looking at it, showing that she knew my routine almost as well as I did.

      “What time are they coming over?” she asked.

      “I told Jamie two o’clock.” I was on with the surfaces now, the counter first, working left to right. “Tyler and Morgan said they’d come over around two-thirty. Give us a chance to settle them in before they start getting interrogated. You know how Tyler is.”

      “And you’ve told him all about them?”

      “I’ve told him enough. That they’re a couple we met through a hotwife internet blog. We’re getting to know them a bit, but it’s in the early stages for them. They’re looking to meet people. That’s all he needs to know. He doesn’t need the full picture yet.”

      Daisy set her phone face down on the counter and looked at me. “And did you tell him how cute Millie is?”

      “Huh?”

      “Don’t pretend you don’t fancy her. You couldn’t take your eyes off her in the café.”

      I kept wiping the counter. “I found her attractive, so what? You were practically fawning over Jamie.”

      “I was being friendly.”

      “You were being more than friendly. Anyway, they’re married,” I ended up saying defensively.

      Daisy raised both eyebrows in the particular expression that communicated, without words, the extraordinary irrelevance of that observation, given everything we’d done in the last four months.

      “We’re married, too. Fair point,” I conceded. “But we’re looking for new people to play with, aren’t we? Isn’t that the whole idea? Ideally, people we’re attracted to.”

      “I know, you’re right,” she agreed. She pulled her knees up on the stool, wrapping both hands around the mug. “It’s not just about looks, though. We should really meet anyone we play with first. Get to know them a little bit.”

      “It’s hot with strangers, too. That’s why sex clubs are popular. Why people go dogging,” I reminded her.

      “Yeah, but you know what I mean. It was nice to meet them. They’re in the middle of things, figuring it out as they go.” She paused. “Like we were.”

      “Like we still are,” I agreed. “Although we’re a bit further into it.”

      “We have the Neighbourhood Watch,” Daisy pointed out. “Which is why we’re going to introduce them to it. And then see what happens.”

      I moved to the hob and started thinking about the afternoon, whether there was enough of the good wine or whether I needed to make a run to the supermarket. There was a lamb shoulder in the fridge that would take four hours and needed to go in now if it was going to be ready on time for our late dinner. I got it out and found the rosemary.

      “You’re making a lamb dinner,” Daisy observed.

      “It’s always a winner.”

      She smiled into her coffee. “Jordan, you don’t need to go to so much of an effort. Tyler will have them at ease in five minutes. It’ll be fine.”

      “I know it’ll be fine.”

      “Then why are you doing the lamb?”

      I put the prepared meat in the oven. “Because I like lamb.”

      Daisy laughed softly and took her coffee upstairs to get ready, while I stood in the quiet kitchen for a moment with the warmth of the oven at my back, thinking about the afternoon, about Millie and Jamie, about the look on Jamie’s face in the café when Daisy had said unless you want to, that absolute two-second blank of a man whose brain had completely abandoned him.

      I’d liked him immediately. That had been the unexpected thing. I’d gone to the Black Sheep prepared to be helpful and open and generous, all the things the lifestyle asked of you when you were meeting new people, and instead I’d found myself genuinely enjoying the man’s company, his dry humour, his lack of pretence, the easy way he had of saying difficult things plainly. He reminded me, in some ways, of Spencer in the early days. Before I found out he was in the lifestyle too, before he and Elia introduced us to their world.

      And then there was Millie.

      Millie was more than just attractive. Dark hair, pale skin, that careful, composed quality that was the trad wife Demure Mille Grace, but also the look in her brown eyes that was Sinner Minnie, hiding beneath the surface. She’d been nervous in the café when she first arrived, but soon loosened up. And by the time we’d left, planning our next meeting — today — she’d been positively enthusiastic.

      Precisely on time at two, the lamb was cooking beautifully, the laundry was folded, the surfaces were done, and I was changed and looking human when the Porsche came down the cul-de-sac.

      I heard it before I saw it — its low, flat-six growl was entirely different from anything else on the street, rolling through the quiet February afternoon like a lion on the hunt. I was in the hallway when Daisy came down the stairs in a gorgeous white jumper dress.

      “The lamb smells good,” she said.

      “My cooking always does.”

      She went to the window and looked out. “Oh,” she said, with the appreciation of someone who genuinely loved cars. “That is a very nice Porsche.”

      I opened the front door.

      The 911 was sitting at the kerb, its aggressive, low-slung profile catching the February sun. Jamie stepped out of the driver’s side, looking completely like someone deserving of such a premium car. He seemed to have more confidence than before. Millie got out of the passenger side in a navy dress that did nothing to hide her slim curves, closed the door, and leaned back against it, looking at the house, waiting for Jamie to gather himself.

      “You made it,” I said, and shook the hand that Jamie offered as I approached. He had the same firm grip as at the café, the same easy warmth.

      I turned to Millie, and she smiled, already more relaxed than she’d been the afternoon we first met.

      “You look incredible,” I said, because it was true. She did. The navy dress clung to her hips and breasts. It took everything I had to look her in the eyes.

      “Thank you,” she said, with a confidence that was new as Jamie’s. I got the feeling that something had happened in the two weeks since the café. I filed it away and didn’t ask. If I got an opening later, I’d ask what she’d been up to, and I made a mental note to check her Sinner Minnie blog when I had a moment. I’d not read it for a few days.

      “Tyler and Morgan will be here in about twenty minutes,” I said, looking between them. “Why don’t you come inside, grab a drink, and I’ll walk you through how the Neighbourhood Watch actually operates around here.”

      She looked at Jamie for a moment, then bit back a smile and returned her attention to me. “Lead the way,” she said.

      She fell into step with me toward the door, and I heard Daisy behind us.

      “Perk of the job?”

      “One of many,” I heard Jordan reply.

      I was halfway through the front door when I turned back to see my wife still standing out front, gazing at the car shining under the afternoon sun.

      “So,” Jamie asked, raising an eyebrow, turning the key fob over in his hands. “Are you ready for that test drive?”

      I saw Daisy bite her lower lip, clearly excited at the prospect. “Hell yeah,” she said.

      He tossed her the keys, then I watched them get in, heard the engine fire up — an extraordinary, indecent sound filling the quiet cul-de-sac — and then the Porsche eased out past the parked cars and was gone.

      Mille and I watched the empty road where it had been for a moment.

      “I hope she’s a careful driver,” she said. “That thing has got some power.”

      “I hope she’s careful with him, too,” I replied with a grin. “She’s quite the handful, my Daisy.”

      She laughed — low and genuine and unguarded — and looked at me sideways.

      “I can imagine,” she said.

      I held the door open. “Come in. Let me get you that drink. You can help me prepare dinner, if you want to show me your trad wife skills.”

      She stepped past me into the warmth of the house, the smell of the lamb and the rosemary reaching us, as I closed the door behind us both.

      “What would you like?” I asked, heading into the aromatic kitchen and opening the fridge. “Beer? Wine? There’s white that we give to everyone, there’s the good rosé that Daisy keeps for people she actually likes, or I can open one of the special reds that we save for the really special occasions.”

      “Is this a special occasion?” Millie asked with a small smile, sitting at the island. She looked around — at the organised worktops, the hot oven, the folded tea towels, the small vase of daffodils Daisy brought back from the market on Friday. Taking it all in. “The rosé will be fine, thank you. This is lovely. You keep your home beautifully clean and tidy.”

      “Thank you.” I poured two glasses. “Modern husband, you know? It’s my job.”

      “Trad wife here. Mine too.” She accepted the glass that I’d filled almost to the brim. “Although Jamie would tell you I set the bar considerably higher than is strictly necessary.” A slight smile. “I iron his socks. He thinks it’s insane.”

      “I iron everything,” I said. “Including the bedsheets.”

      She looked at me with genuine delight. “Me too. Makes the bed more comfy. Nothing better than getting into a bed with clean, ironed bedsheets.”

      “And it makes rumpling them so much more satisfying.” I grinned.

      “It does.” Millie laughed and turned the wine glass in her hands. “I’ll have to share some tips with you. I have a particular method for getting pillowcases completely flat that Jamie says is technically a form of madness, but he hasn’t complained about sleeping on them yet.”

      “I’d genuinely like that,” I said, and meant it entirely, which made it funnier somehow. We were two people, sitting in a kitchen in a cul-de-sac, discussing bedding ironing tips, when the real reason we were here was to discuss bedding new people.

      Then I caught her watching me with those dark eyes that had that quality of seeing slightly further than the surface.

      “You’re the same as me,” she said, as if she’d read my mind.

      “How do you mean?”

      “The outside and the inside don’t match. Or they do match, but people wouldn’t expect them to.” She sipped the rosé. “I write about faith and home and lemon drizzle cake, and I also write about having sex with new people while my husband watches. People think those are contradictions. They’re not. They’re just all me.” She tilted her head. “You iron the bedsheets, and then you share your wife on them.”

      “When you put it like that.”

      “I mean it as a compliment,” she smiled, then bit her lip in a way that made my cock instantly stiffen in my shorts. “Can I ask you something?”

      But before I could answer, the doorbell rang, and then I heard the door open before I could put my glass down and walk to the door.

      Tyler and Morgan walked in, Tyler with a bottle of white wine under one arm, Morgan with her leather notebook already in hand. And behind them, hands in his jacket pockets with that easy, slightly amused expression I’d come to recognise, was Lewis.

      I hadn’t known that Tyler’s son would be coming. I’d told Jamie and Millie only that I knew someone who knew them, which had been vague enough to cover it. Small world, I’d said.

      Millie went completely still when she saw him.

      It lasted perhaps two seconds, then she recovered, smoothly and impressively, and something shifted in her expression that wasn’t quite embarrassment and wasn’t quite happiness to see him, but was a mix of the two.

      “Lewis,” she said, finding a smile. “What are you doing here?”

      “Millie.” He smiled, entirely without awkwardness. “Wow. You remembered me.”

      “Of course I do. It was only… a few months ago.” She looked at me with those dark eyes and the faintest raise of an eyebrow.

      I spread my hands. “I didn’t know he was coming. But I did say we had a mutual friend.”

      Lewis walked over and kissed her on the cheek, and Millie accepted it with a composure and a look at him that suggested they were more than just friends. I made a mental note to ask about that when the moment permitted.

      Then I heard the Porsche return. We all looked out of the window at the sound, that deep growl rolling up the cul-de-sac again, settling into silence as it pulled up. Lewis raised an eyebrow.

      “Jamie’s got a new car?”

      “A gift from Sophia and Matthew,” Millie informed him.

      “I need a better job,” I muttered, and they all turned to look at me and laugh.

      The front door opened. Daisy came in first, slightly pink-cheeked, hair wind-disordered, and an exhilaration in her eyes that spoke to me about the speeds they’d probably reached on the test drive. Jamie followed her inside, his eyes taking in everyone in the room before settling on Lewis.

      “Lewis!” he said, his expression definitely less wary than Millie’s had been.

      “Hello,” Lewis replied with a wide grin. “Long time no see. Taking my friends for test drives without asking me first?”

      Jamie looked at Daisy and shrugged. “She’s a natural. She’s got a better throttle feel than most clients I put in a sports car.”

      Daisy looked extremely pleased with herself. Then, as if she had only just registered Lewis leaning against the counter, her face opened into a wide, delighted grin, and the pink in her cheeks deepened, probably at the thought of what we’d done the last time we were together. “Lewis. I didn’t know you were coming.”

      “Neither did I until this morning,” he said, hugging her. “Dad thought it might be good, seeing as I already know the new people, to help make everyone feel at home, that sort of thing.”

      I finished handing everyone a glass of wine who didn’t have one already, then took a moment to bring everyone together properly, our small kitchen now full of people.

      “So,” I said, “for those who haven’t met — Jamie, Millie, this is Tyler and Morgan. They run the Neighbourhood Watch.”

      “In the traditional sense,” Tyler said, shaking Jamie’s hand in that way he had that seemed to put everyone at ease instantly.

      “And the non-traditional sense,” Morgan added, her eyes taking in Jamie first, then Millie. “By which I mean, the Watch isn’t just a set of eyes on the street. It’s an open, honest group of people who get together socially.”

      “For sex,” Jamie clarified, “Right?”

      “Not just that,” Morgan leaned against the counter, her large breasts straining against the inside of her tight blue sweater. “But yes, for sex.”

      “So…” I laughed at the expression on Millie’s face. She probably wasn’t expecting the respectable-looking Morgan to be so forthcoming. “I’ve told them a bit about you both,” I said to Millie and Jamie. “But I thought you might want to introduce yourselves properly. Context and all that.”

      “Context is helpful,” Tyler agreed, leaning on the counter. His eyes did a quick, unapologetic, appreciative pass over Millie in the navy dress that showed off her petite figure.

      Millie clocked it. She didn’t seem to mind. She smiled at him, made no move to cover herself by folding her arms or anything.

      Jamie set his glass down and looked around the room — Lewis, Tyler, Morgan, me, Daisy — with a calm, clear-eyed composure that surprised me. They definitely had done something new.

      “Millie writes two blogs,” he said. “One is called Home and Heart, Demure Millie Grace. Traditional wife, home, faith, family, the whole picture. She has an impressive following.” He glanced at Millie. “The other is called Sinner Minnie.”

      The room went quiet. Morgan looked down at her notebook.

      “Sinner Minnie,” she repeated, something shifting in her expression. “Sultry Whispers. I’ve read it.”

      Millie blinked. “Have you?”

      “Jordan sent it to me the other week. I showed it to Tyler.” She looked at her husband. “You said it was interesting.”

      Tyler nodded. “I did say that. I remember now. So that is you?”

      Millie looked faintly stunned, which I understood. The gap between writing something on the internet in the small hours, pouring out your dirtiest secrets, and then facing people in the flesh who’ve read it could be a big deal sometimes.

      “We’ve been helped along,” Jamie said, continuing where he left off. “My former boss, his wife — they’re experienced in the lifestyle, and they essentially engineered situations that moved things forward for us. Which we’re grateful for.” He shifted his feet slightly on the tiled kitchen floor. “Mostly. But that chapter’s done now. We’re moving forward on our own terms.” He looked between Tyler and Morgan. “We want to meet people who are living this properly. Who knows how to make it work. As part of a real community rather than someone’s game.”

      “And that’s exactly what this is,” Tyler replied. “So tell us, what have you done so far? I guess I could read through the blog, but since you’re here…”

      Millie wrapped both hands around her wine glass, then recounted the best of their adventures, just as she had done in the Black Sheep café with Daisy and me. Then she took a breath and said, “But actually, the first man I slept with outside of Jamie — before we did all that — he’s in this room.”

      The kitchen went still.

      Everyone looked at Millie.

      Millie looked at Lewis.

      Lewis raised his eyebrows and forced a smile, showing his perfectly straight white teeth.

      “Right,” he said. “I might as well tell you, I guess. Jamie and I worked together at the showroom. There was a new car event, the drinks were flowing, and we ended up in the boss’s office.” He shrugged lightly. “We ended up in the showroom manager’s office and had sex on his desk. Jamie and our manager both watched.”

      Tyler blinked once, then looked at Millie, envy in his eyes.

      “It was the first time I actually crossed the line,” Millie explained. “And I’m glad it happened, or I wouldn’t be here now.”

      Daisy, who had been enjoying my face for the last thirty seconds, put her glass down and said, with perfect timing, “To be fair, Jordan and I have had some fun with Lewis too.”

      Tyler turned to look at her. “Have you now?”

      Daisy folded her arms, smiling. “Yes, while Jordan watched. We had fun.”

      Lewis had the decency to look briefly self-conscious. Only briefly.

      Tyler looked at Morgan, then let out a laugh. “To say you’re not officially in the Neighbourhood Watch,” he said, shaking his head. “You’ve been a busy boy.”

      “Very busy,” Morgan murmured alongside him.

      “What can I say?” Lewis spread his hands. “I like sex.”

      “That’s my boy,” Tyler chuckled.

      I was, annoyingly, turned on all over again. By the mention of Lewis fucking Daisy, by the image of Millie with Lewis in the showroom office. It was also a turn-on to see how Millie was sitting there, calm and steady and completely unembarrassed about any of it. The air in the room had thickened with that familiar sexual tension that came when everyone present had admitted their sexy secrets in a way that wasn’t awkward or embarrassing.

      “Well,” Tyler said at last, lifting his glass, raising a toast to the newcomers. “I think it’s fair to say you’ve come to the right street.”
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      Dinner settled everyone.

      The lamb was perfect, if I did say so myself. It was tender enough to fall apart at the touch of a fork, rosemary and garlic right through it, the edges rich and dark and slightly crispy from the roasting tray. I’d done dauphinoise as well, hoping to impress Millie.

      My favourite trad wife took one bite and closed her eyes for a second.

      “Oh, that’s lovely.”

      I tried not to look too pleased with myself. “Thank you.”

      “No, really,” she said, looking at me across the table. “This is properly good. Jamie can cook, but not like this.”

      “I can hear you, you know?” Jamie said. “I sell cars. I don’t braise lamb shoulders.”

      “I can give you my recipe,” I replied.

      Millie smiled over her wine glass. “Give it to me, please. I can’t tell you how delicious this is.”

      After we’d finished eating, the conversation moved easily, but midway through his third glass of red, Tyler put his drink down. “This is probably as good a time as any to mention the next weekend event we’ve been planning.”

      Daisy looked up. “What weekend?”

      Tyler glanced at Morgan, who nodded for him to continue, letting him do all the talking today, it seemed.

      “We’ve been talking to another group,” he said. “A similar sort of community to ours. South London-based. They seem nice. Perhaps less mixed than the Rise, not as wide in age and experience as us, but the same general philosophy — no drama, no idiots, just a like-minded community who want discreet fun.”

      “Anyone we know?” Daisy asked.

      “No. Morgan and I met a lovely couple at Euphoria,” Tyler explained, looking at Millie and Jamie. “That’s a sex club we frequent.”

      “And they told us all about their group,” Morgan finished explaining, “So the other day, we called over to see what it was all about.”

      “Long story short,” Tyler smiled. “We’ve hired a place. A small country retreat, only an hour’s drive away. It’s got nice rooms, good grounds, enough privacy that you can be as discreet as you like.”

      “And enough large rooms that if you want to play openly, you can,” Morgan added.

      “Altogether, there are too many of us with both groups to fit in one of our houses,” Tyler continued. He looked around the table, saving Millie and Jamie for last. “So we thought it’d be fun to do something like this. Dinner, drinks, everything is thrown in at our expense. We’re going to tell the group formally at the meeting this week, but seeing as we’re here now, I thought we might as well tell you.”

      He was looking at Daisy and me when he said that, but then he turned to our guests. “And now we’ve met you, Millie and Jamie, we’d be very happy to host you both, too.”

      There was a moment of silence where the couple looked at each other. Then Jamie said, very softly, “That sounds… amazing.”

      Tyler raised his glass. “Good. I’ll send you the details. Don’t worry, it’ll be fun. Nothing too formal. You can join in as much as you want.”

      Morgan added, “Or, as it’s your first time doing something like this, you can just watch and have your own fun from the sidelines.”

      Lewis laughed. “I won’t be there, but let me warn you now, Jamie. You’re not going to want to stay on the sidelines.”

      Millie’s husband laughed at that, his cheeks burning bright red. I caught Millie’s eyes, and she held my gaze for a moment, smiling softly to herself.

      “We’ll be there,” she nodded, but the whole time, she was looking at me.
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      With the bottles of wine finished, the dishes stacked in the sink, I felt good. The dinner had been a success. Jamie and Millie were great company. The initial surprise of Lewis’s confessions and the upcoming weekend event had worn off, and the conversation had lightened, leaving everyone in good spirits.

      Tyler and Morgan left first, having spent quite a bit of time getting to know Millie and Jamie, promising details by the end of the week as they headed out. Millie hugged Daisy goodbye in the hallway with the ease of a friendship already becoming established, and Jamie put his arm around my shoulder rather than shaking my hand and said thank you for dinner.

      Lewis was the last one to leave, helping me wash the dishes, making idle chit-chat about football and how good my food had been. I decided to take the opportunity, while Daisy wasn’t around, to ask him the question that had been burning in my mind all night.

      I leaned against the counter.

      “So,” I said.

      Lewis smirked. “So.”

      “Tell me again what Millie was like?”

      “I knew you’d ask.” He laughed once under his breath. “I saw you looking at her. She’s hot, right?”

      “Hell, yeah,” I grinned. “Was she really as good as you said?”

      “Good?” Lewis considered it for half a second, then shrugged. “She was dynamite. Great body. Nice tits, tight pussy. And yes, she loved it, especially considering it was her first time.”

      “I’m jealous,” I confessed, drying a plate, then stacking it with two others, placing them in the cupboard.

      “Well, if she goes to this event they’ve got planned.” He finished his last beer, then passed me the cutlery, piece by piece, to put in the drawer. “I have a feeling you might get to find out for yourself.”

      “You think?”

      “I saw the way you were looking at each other over dinner.”

      I shut the drawer, the knives and forks making that metallic clink as they slid around. “Was it that obvious?”

      Lewis laughed so hard he had to cover his mouth. “Yeah, but I don’t think anyone minded. Jamie was eyeing Daisy up just as hard.”

      “Yeah, she thinks he’s cute,” I admitted.

      “For what it’s worth,” he said, “If Tom and Claudia go to this event and you get the chance with Claudia, take it. Definitely. She’s got an incredible body as well. Millie or Claudia, you’ll have fun, I’m telling you.”

      Daisy appeared in the kitchen doorway with that uncanny timing she had, as if she’d been listening from just far enough away to know exactly when to re-enter.

      “There you are,” she said, looking between us. “I wondered where my two favourite gossips had got to.”

      “Lewis is just helping me with the dishes before he leaves,” I said.

      “Was he?” She leaned one shoulder against the doorframe, white jumper dress still hugging every inch of her. “Leaving already? That’s a shame.”

      Lewis smiled, already halfway to reaching for his coat. “I’ve got a work meeting tomorrow, then an early start back home. Got to make a living somehow.”

      “How terribly dull.” Daisy stepped properly into the kitchen. “You can stay for one more beer, surely.”

      “I’m driving,” he shrugged. “Or I would.”

      “You really can’t be tempted to stay a little longer?” Daisy asked, then reached up and tugged the hem of the white jumper dress up over one thigh. “It’s got so warm in here, hasn’t it?”

      I watched his green eyes as Daisy took the hem higher, exposing the smooth curve of her hips, then pulled the whole dress up over her head and let it fall to the floor. She was naked underneath. Of course she was. She stepped over the discarded dress and looked at Lewis, fluttering her lashes in the most innocent way possible.

      “How about now?” she asked.

      I saw him lick his lips, his eyes roaming across her perfectly shaped breasts, down to the smoothly shaved mound between her thighs.

      “If you insist,” he said, “I guess I can stay for another hour or so.”

      He undid his belt.
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      Daisy M Hoyland, February 2026

      Final stretch of the master’s now. Which is a slightly alarming sentence to write, because it means I actually have to finish this thing rather than just continue living it in increasingly educational ways.

      Notes to self before the Tyler-and-Morgan country weekend:

      This should be useful. Another group, similar in structure to the Neighbourhood Watch but not identical, means more data, more comparison points, more insight into how these communities form, regulate themselves, set boundaries, distribute trust, and distinguish between adventurous and reckless. Also: a country retreat full of attractive swingers is, academically speaking, an absolute goldmine, and personally speaking… an absolute goldmine, hehe.

      It’s funny how quickly perspective shifts. A few months ago, Jordan and I were the nervous new couple trying to work out the rules. Now we’re bringing Millie and Jamie into the fold and acting almost… experienced? Not experts — God no — but experienced enough to be a reassuring presence. I like that. I like Millie very much already. Jamie too, perhaps a little too much if I’m being entirely honest. He is very hot, and I am not remotely sorry about noticing.

      Jordan fancies Millie. Obviously. It is written all over his face whenever she walks into the room, pretending not to know how sexy she is. I find this more exciting than threatening, which probably says everything about where our marriage is now.

      Lewis: shame he doesn’t live closer. He’s a fantastic lover. He’s confident without being arrogant, attentive, and rough in exactly the right way. Not a massive penis, but long enough, thick and hard. He’ll make somebody an excellent husband one day, if he ever stops enjoying himself long enough to settle down. At present, he appears to be on a one-man mission to sample the best women available to him. Me, Millie, Claudia. As his dad said, he’s been a busy boy.

      This forthcoming country house trip should be illuminating.

      And, with any luck, filthy.
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      A message from Sariya beeped through on my phone while I was slicing the cucumber. I tapped the screen to open it.

      Hello, you. Don’t worry. Nothing to do with work. Niran asked if you’d like to come over again sometime. Just socially. You know… I told him I’d ask.

      I set the knife down and typed back one-handed.

      Yes, it’d be nice. But, if it’s anything more than ‘socially’, I'd need to talk to Daisy.

      Three dots appeared immediately.

      Of course. Tell her I said hello, and that I’d very much like to borrow her husband again.

      I will, I typed, smiling to myself in the kitchen. I'll be in touch later.

      Talking about Daisy, I looked at the clock. It was gone half six. She was usually home by six.

      I put the phone face down on the counter and went back to the cucumber. The kitchen window was open for the first time since November, the day warm enough to justify it, the garden finally starting to get some colour, a few crocuses along the border, the lawn beginning to come to life. I'd made a chicken salad, marinated the meat in garlic, prepared some toasted pine nuts and a lemon dressing, light enough for an unexpectedly mild February evening.

      I picked up the phone again, worrying again about where Daisy was.

      Hey. Are you okay? Dinner's ready when you are.

      Her reply came after a couple of minutes.

      Sorry, yes, went for a coffee after work with a friend. Won't be long. Love you x

      A friend. I didn't ask which one. The trust between us was better than ever, not every detail required immediate accounting for. She'd tell me when she got home, if there was anything to tell. I put the phone down, covered the salad bowl with cling film and poured myself a small glass of wine.

      Then my phone beeped again, a message from a number I'd saved only a week ago.

      Millie Grace. I looked at the name for a second before opening it.

      HI, Jordan, I wanted to say again how lovely the other evening was. The lamb was incredible. You should be a chef. Also, I hope Daisy enjoyed the test drive with Jamie. He came home absolutely buzzing about what fun they had.

      I smiled and typed back. It’s nice to hear from you. Yes, she loved it. He's going to set up the circuit day, apparently. Daisy's already planning what to wear.

      Ha. I think they like each other. A pause, then: Can I admit something?

      Go ahead.

      A longer pause this time. I refilled my wine.

      I've been thinking about you a lot since we first met in the café, actually. If I'm being completely honest.

      I looked at the screen. Set the glass down.

      Thinking about me, how?

      The nice way. Then, almost immediately: Okay, the not-entirely-nice way. You're kind of hot, Jordan. I don't know if anyone tells you that. I’m sure they do. I bet you’re very popular in the Neighbourhood Watch.

      I laughed out loud in the empty kitchen.

      I’m far too modest to admit to being popular, but maybe.

      Well, you should embrace it. Another pause. Can I show you something?

      Sure.

      What came through thirty seconds later was not what I was prepared for.

      I don't know exactly what I'd expected. A selfie, maybe. Something flirtatious and fun. What Millie sent was more than that. She was on a bed, the headboard looking expensive, and the sheets were neat, tidy, and orderly. And she was entirely naked, her dark hair loose against the pillow, one hand resting on her stomach and the other holding the phone above her. Her entire body was in frame. Her breasts were small, pert. Her legs were open, a neatly trimmed strip of fine dark hair leading to a tight-looking pink slit.

      The composition of it was almost artistic, which, given what I knew about Millie, felt entirely deliberate. Sinner Minnie had always written about sex like someone who'd thought carefully about the image she wanted to conjure in the mind of the reader.

      I stood in my kitchen for a long moment, the salad forgotten, holding my phone and trying to locate my composure. I decided to call her.

      “Hello,” she said in that perfectly eloquent voice of hers.

      “Well, hello,” I replied, hoping I sounded normal, not flustered. “You're full of surprises, Millie Grace.”

      “Sinner Minnie,” she corrected. “Millie Grace would never send such a photograph.”

      “I see. Would Sinner Minnie like to show me more…”

      “Show you more in person?” She finished the sentence before I could. “Yes. She absolutely would. Would Modern Husband Jordan be allowed to look?”

      I ran a hand through my hair. Looked at the covered salad bowl, the open window, the early darkening sky outside.

      “I need to talk to Daisy,” I replied, which was rapidly becoming my most-used phrase.

      “I thought you might say that.” A pause. “I'll talk to Daisy myself, actually. We swapped numbers at dinner. I'll call her tomorrow. I think it'll go better coming from me.”

      “You think?”

      “Women's business,” she replied with a giggle. “I have to go. Jamie will be home anytime. Enjoy the photo.”

      “I will,” I had every intention of enjoying it later, when I was on my own. “Let me know what Daisy says.”

      She hung up, but I was still looking at the phone when I heard Daisy's key in the door. She came in carrying her coat, slightly pink-cheeked from the outside air, her hair wind-caught.

      "How was coffee?"

      "Good." She hung up her coat and came into the kitchen. "Who were you talking to? I saw you through the window as I was walking down the drive."

      I turned the phone toward her. She took it from me and looked at the screen, the photo still open. “Our new friend, Millie. It seems I made an impression.”

      She was quiet for a long moment. Then she looked up at me.

      "She has a very good body," she said. “I bet you want to fuck her, don’t you?”

      I avoided the question. "She said she'd been thinking about me since the café. Oh, and she said to say hello to you."

      “You’re a man in demand, Jordan Hoyland.” She looked up and smiled, releasing the tension I was feeling. “I’ll allow it. As long as I get to fuck Jamie. Maybe on the bonnet of a Ferrari.”

      “I think…” My voice failed me at the thought of that. I took a breath, started again. "She says she wants to talk to you herself," I said. "To make sure it’s okay. Women's business, is how she described it.”

      Daisy handed the phone back to me, then pulled the cling film off the salad bowl and popped a piece of chicken into her mouth, humming at how good it was.

      “This is delicious,” she said finally. "I like Millie,"

      "I know, and I know you like Jordan, too."

      She looked at me sideways. "I think we’re going to have fun with them, but tell me about those messages from Sariya that I just saw on your phone."

      Not much got past Daisy. I thought she was just looking at the picture of Millie, but she’d clicked into my messages, too. "She wants to know if I'd be interested in going over again. Her husband asked her to ask me."

      Daisy's mouth curved. "Maybe we should go together."

      “That might be fun,” I mused. I got two plates and dished up the salad, passing a plate to Daisy as she sat down and picked up her fork.

      "But one thing at a time," she insisted, tucking into her salad,

      "Agreed. So, who did you go for coffee with?" I asked, spearing a piece of chicken. "Elia? Patterson?"

      Daisy shook her head, chewing. "Claudia."

      I almost choked on a cherry tomato. "Claudia?"

      "That’s what I said. She's been asking for weeks, but I kept putting her off." She reached for the bottle of wine I’d opened and poured herself a glass. "I decided today to just go and see what was actually up."

      "And?"

      Daisy was quiet for a moment, in that way that meant she was choosing her words carefully. "She's nicer than I give her credit for, if I’m being honest." She turned the wine glass in her fingers, then took a sip. "She's just a woman. A very good-looking woman who moved onto a street full of swingers and doesn't quite know what to do with that yet. I'm guilty of being jealous of her. I know that."

      "Because every man on the street is trying to be her first," I replied. “Like they were with you a couple of months ago.”

      "Yes." She paused. "Which is what she wanted to talk to me about."

      “Really?” I cleared my throat, then tucked into my own chicken, finally. “She wanted advice on how to handle it, I guess?”

      "Kind of. She talked about the New Year's party. That she'd told you she'd like to get to know you better." Daisy watched my face. "And that Tom thought it might be fun for us to get together."

      “I remember,” I nodded, “But a lot has happened since then.”

      “It has,” Daisy raised an eyebrow. “Anyway, the long and short of it is that she’d like you to be the first man on the Rise to fuck her.”

      I almost choked again, made a note to not eat cherry tomatoes when talking about this kind of thing. “And what did you say?”

      “You can ask her yourself.”

      “What?”

      "Tonight." Daisy ate for a moment, then took a sip of wine as though this was all perfectly normal. "She and Tom suggested they might pop in tonight to discuss it. If that was alright with us."

      I stared at her. “And you said…?”

      "I told her they’re always welcome." She looked at me with complete innocence, pushed her empty plate aside, and nodded at mine. "You've still got half a salad there."

      "Daisy."

      "Jordan." She looked at me with those dark eyes, entirely composed, a faint trace of amusement at the corner of her mouth. "They're just coming in for a drink. And to discuss everything."

      I looked at my chicken salad. I looked at my wine. "What time?" I asked.

      "Maybe half nine." She topped up both our glasses. "Plenty of time to clear the plates, tidy the house and get changed into something more comfortable."

      I picked up my fork. "You’re so bad, Daisy Hoyland."

      “Maybe I am.” She looked at me steadily. "Or maybe this is just how I want to deal with Claudia being the new hot girl on the Rise."

      And now it made sense.

      “I’ll finish eating,” I sighed, resigned to my fate that Daisy was the clever one of us two. “Then I’ll get changed and get the good wine out.”

      “The one you save for special occasions,” she smiled, then got up, heading upstairs. “I’m going for a shower. Do you have any preference for what colour underwear you want me to wear?”

      “Surprise me,” I replied with a chuckle.

      “I will,” she giggled.

      Daisy always surprised me. Tonight would be no exception, I was sure.
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      They arrived at twenty past nine.

      I'd changed into dark jeans and a clean shirt and opened the expensive Chablis that I kept for special occasions. The living room was tidy, the kitchen cleared, Daisy somewhere upstairs still, but I heard her coming down as they knocked on the door, and I went to answer it.

      The night had turned cold again after the mild day, so Claudia was wearing a long camel coat and heeled ankle boots, her jet-black hair loose around her shoulders, Tom just behind her in a navy jacket.

      "Jordan," she said. "Thank you for having us."

      "Come in, come in."

      They stepped inside, and Daisy appeared at the foot of the stairs at precisely the right moment, which I strongly suspected was not accidental. She'd put on a cream silk blouse tucked into tailored dark trousers, her hair down, the silver anklet just visible above her bare foot. She looked, to use the technical term, devastating.

      Claudia handed me her coat in the hallway, and I had to concentrate carefully on the coat so it wasn’t obvious that I was staring at her body.

      She was wearing a green wrap dress, crossed at her waist, pulled into her narrow waist, and the neckline sat low enough that when she bent forward to take off her boots, I could see almost to her navel, her breasts hanging down beautifully. She was tall, I'd registered that at the New Year's party, but the fact that she was still tall even without the heels confirmed it. When she smiled at me, her pretty blue eyes sparkling against the smooth, alabaster skin of her face, I found myself lost for words.

      "You look lovely," Daisy said to her warmly, as if she hadn't spent two weeks being territorial about this woman's existence.

      "Thank you." Claudia smiled, more relaxed than I'd expected. "So do you."

      I finished hanging their coats, exchanging a smile with Tom, who grinned back as Daisy steered them into the living room, and I poured the wine, wondering just where the night was going to take us.

      For twenty minutes, it was entirely normal. Two neighbour couples with a bottle of good wine in a warm living room, the night pressing cold against the windows, talking about the street, the country weekend Tyler had announced, the peculiarities of the cul-de-sac they'd moved onto without quite understanding what they were moving onto.

      "Lewis told us it was a friendly neighbourhood," Tom laughed. “But I had no idea just how friendly it was.”

      Claudia was sitting across from me on the sofa with her long legs folded beneath her, and she looked at me with those dark blue eyes and said, quite straightforwardly: "Did Daisy tell you why we wanted to come over?"

      "She did."

      "I know what's been happening on this street since we arrived. I know the men have all been..." she searched for the word.

      "Competing," Tom supplied, without any apparent resentment.

      "Competing. For me," she agreed. "Which is flattering and also slightly exhausting. I don't want to be a competition prize." She looked at me steadily. "I want to choose. And I'd like it to be you."

      The room was very quiet for a moment.

      Tom leaned forward, elbows on his knees. "If it's going to be anyone on this street," he said, "I'd like it to be Jordan, too. I mean that." He looked at Daisy.

      Daisy held his gaze with a directness that I recognised. "And what about me?" she asked.

      Tom smiled, trying to be cool under my wife’s gaze, but his cheeks reddened, betraying him.

      "We've been invited to the country house weekend," Claudia broke the silence, saving her husband. "We want to go. But we'd like to… how do I put this —"

      "Pop your Far Bridge Rise cherry first," Daisy said pleasantly.

      Claudia laughed, surprised and genuine. "Exactly that."

      Tom was still looking at Daisy with an open admiration he made no effort to conceal. Claudia looked at me. The Chablis was good, dry and flavourful. The room was warm, we were all relaxed, and none of us needed to pretend this was going anywhere other than where it was going.

      Daisy set down her glass. "Can I suggest something?" she said.

      Everyone looked at her.

      "Tom." She folded her hands in her lap and raised her chin, staring at him again. "Would you like to see Claudia kiss Jordan?"

      Tom's jaw didn't drop. He was too composed for that. But something shifted in his expression — and in his posture — and he said, quietly, "Yes."

      Daisy looked at me. Then at Claudia.

      Claudia unfolded her legs and stood, smiling my way. I stood as she came over, realising just how tall she was — I barely had to dip my head as she kissed me. Her lips were soft and warm, she tasted of wine, and the kiss wasn’t tentative by any measure, her body pressing into me, her breasts against my chest.

      When we separated, Daisy was watching Tom. Tom was watching his wife and me.

      "And," Daisy said, her voice perfectly even, "would you like to kiss me, Tom?"

      He stood without a word and crossed the room and kissed my wife, his hand going to her face with a gentleness that was somehow more intimate than urgency would have been, and Daisy kissed him back readily. I watched from two feet away with Claudia's body still leaning into mine.

      Daisy pulled back. "Good," she said, like a teacher whose class was keeping up. She moved to the light switch and dimmed it, low enough to add atmosphere, bright enough that we weren’t fumbling in the dark.

      She turned back to Tom.

      "Tom, do you want to see Jordan take Claudia's dress off?"

      "Yes," Tom replied, his voice lower, huskier.

      I reached for the tie of the wrap dress at Claudia's waist. She looked up at me and nodded once, and I pulled the bow loose. The dress fell open, and I could see her bra and panties, dark green lace. I pushed the dress from her shoulders, and it dropped to the floor, so she was standing in the living room in just her underwear. Her milky-pale skin on her extraordinary body glowed in the dim light, and nobody in the room said anything for a moment.

      "And do you want to see Jordan touch her?" Daisy asked.

      "God, yes," Tom said.

      I put my hands on Claudia’s shoulders, feeling the softness of her, then let them trail down, over the cups of her bra, feeling the firmness of her breasts. I heard Tom suck in a breath as I reached back to her shoulders, nudged the straps down her arms, and then eased the lacy garment down. Her breasts came into view, her nipples exquisitely hard as I let my thumbs glide over them, teasing her.

      “Should he undress her, Tom?”

      “Yes.”

      From there, Daisy ran the evening like a conductor who knew the score intimately and trusted her orchestra completely. I removed Claudia’s bra altogether, then slid down her panties, enjoying the sight of her bald mound, the tight little cleft between her thighs.

      “Should he get naked, too, Tom?”

      Each question to Tom, each answer immediate, each stage arriving naturally from the last.

      “Do you want her to suck Jordan’s cock?”

      Within a few minutes, Claudia was on her knees on the living room floor, looking up at me with those dark blue eyes, her hand wrapped around my already hard cock. Tom was watching from the sofa, Daisy beside him now, her hand resting on his knee, both of them watching together.

      She took me into her mouth, and I exhaled slowly. It felt incredible. This whole situation was electric.

      She began to work me, thoroughly and entirely uninhibited, her dark hair falling forward, her hands on my thighs, and behind me, I could hear Tom's breathing change and Daisy's low murmur in his ear, narrating, encouraging, her hand moving from his knee to his groin.

      “Your husband is very hard, Claudia,” Daisy said softly. “Would you like me to do the same to him?”

      “Yes,” Claudia murmured around my cock. “Yes, please.”

      I saw Daisy pull down Tom’s jeans and shorts, taking his decently-sized erection into her mouth. He pulled her blouse free from the waistband of her trousers, started to unbutton it while she worked him with her mouth.

      I felt myself getting close to orgasm. I didn’t want to cum yet. "Shall we go upstairs?" I called out to Daisy.

      "No. Let’s stay down here," she said. Then, to Claudia and Tom: "And leave the curtains open."

      Claudia glanced at the window. The rear garden beyond it, the path that ran along the back of the houses on the Rise, dark and quiet in the cold evening. She looked at Tom. “I think we have an audience.”

      "Are you sure?" Tom asked, turning to look outside. I looked too, spotting two figures, Tyler and Morgan, judging by the silhouettes, watching us.

      "If you're going to be part of this community properly," Daisy explained gently, "Getting comfortable being watched is part of it. I arranged this earlier, so I hope it’s okay. There's no pressure. We can stop if you want, but I think you're both ready."

      Claudia looked at the window again. Then at me. Then she shifted position, turning more square to the window, giving them a better view.

      "I’m fine with it,” she said. “Let them watch."

      Daisy stood, her long blonde hair cascading down her back like a golden waterfall. She gave Tom a sultry smile. "Your turn to unwrap me, Tom. Jordan likes this part, don’t you?"

      “Mmhmm,” I murmured as Claudia’s lips closed over the head of my cock again.

      Tom didn't hesitate. His hands trembled with eagerness as he pulled Daisy's cream silk blouse open. Her modestly sized but firm breasts came into view, high and perky with tight pink nipples already hard. He groaned audibly, leaning in to suck one into his mouth while his hands worked her trousers down. Daisy stepped out of them, revealing her smooth, shaved pussy, her delicate lips puffy and glistening with wetness, her clit already peeking out like a little pearl.

      "Beautiful," Tom murmured, his voice rough with lust as he ran his fingers over her mound, dipping between her slick folds.

      Daisy glanced at Claudia, her voice low and commanding. "Claudia, do you want to watch Tom fuck me? Do you want to see his cock sliding into your new neighbour's tight little pussy?"

      Claudia's blue eyes were dark with desire. She nodded, biting her lip. "Yes. God, yes. Fuck her for me, Tom."

      Tom pushed Daisy back onto the wide sofa, spreading her long legs wide. Her shaved pussy opened obscenely, pink and wet. He freed his throbbing cock, not huge but thick, veined, and rock-hard, and rubbed the head up and down her slit, coating himself in her juices. With a deep grunt, he thrust forward, burying half his length inside her in one stroke.

      Daisy gasped, her back arching, firm tits jiggling. "Fuck, you're thick... deeper, Tom. Fill me up."

      He obliged, slamming the rest of the way in until his balls slapped against her ass. The wet, obscene sound of his cock pistoning into her shaved pussy filled the room, schlick-schlick-schlick, as he started fucking her with long, powerful strokes. Daisy's blonde hair spilled across the cushions, her perky breasts bouncing with every thrust.

      I couldn't look away. My own cock was aching again, twitching in Claudia’s mouth at the sight of my wife getting railed right in front of me.

      While Tom pounded her, Daisy looked over at him, her voice breathy and filthy between moans. "Mmm, you like that, Tom? You like stretching my married pussy? Tell me... do you want to watch Jordan fuck your wife now? Do you want him to bury his cock in Claudia's tight, wet cunt while you fuck me?"

      Tom's hips stuttered, his face contorted with pleasure. "Yes, fuck yes. Fuck her, Jordan. I want to see it."

      The air in the living room was now charged with anticipation. Claudia rose gracefully from her knees and wiped the corner of her mouth with a delicate finger. She was glorious naked, tall, pale, and perfectly proportioned, her full breasts swaying slightly with each breath, nipples stiff and begging for more attention. She straddled me on the armchair, facing me, her gorgeous breasts hanging in my face as she reached down, gripped my throbbing cock, and guided it to her entrance. She was soaking, her bald lips parting easily as she sank down, taking every inch in one smooth glide until her clit ground against my pubic bone.

      "Ohhh fuck," she moaned, her head falling back, black hair tumbling down her back. She started riding me hard, rolling her hips in filthy circles, her slick inner walls clenching around my shaft. Her big tits bounced heavily with each downward thrust, nipples brushing my chest. I grabbed her perfect ass, spreading her cheeks as I thrust up to meet her, the wet sounds of our fucking joining Tom's relentless pounding of Daisy.

      Claudia ground her clit against me with expert precision, grinding faster and faster, her breathing turning into desperate whimpers. "Right there—I'm gonna cum—fuck, Jordan!" Her pussy spasmed violently around my cock, juices flooding down my balls as she came hard, her tall body shuddering, breasts quivering.

      The sight and feel of her orgasm pushed me over the edge. I gripped her hips and slammed up into her, burying myself to the hilt as I erupted. Spurts of cum flooded deep inside her pulsing pussy, filling her until it started leaking out around my shaft with every twitch.

      Across from us, Tom had pulled out of Daisy and dropped to his knees. He buried his face between her spread thighs, licking and sucking her shaved pussy with hungry abandon, tongue fucking her hole and lashing her clit. Daisy grabbed his head, grinding against his mouth. "Yes, eat my married pussy. Make me cum on your tongue!"

      She did, just moments later, crying out sharply as her orgasm hit, thighs clamping around his head, her firm tits heaving. Tom rose immediately, cock glistening with her cream, and flipped her onto all fours. He mounted her again, fucking her deep and fast from behind, her blonde hair swinging as he railed her. Daisy's moans were loud and shameless as Claudia and I, and the two figures at the bottom of the garden path watched.

      With a guttural groan, Tom finally pulled out. He stroked his cock furiously over my wife’s upturned ass, then unloaded. Thick bolts of cum painted her ass crack, trickling down over her pussy lips and mound in messy white streaks, dripping down over her swollen clit and onto the sofa.

      We all collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap, Claudia on my lap, Tom and Daisy next to each other on the sofa. Our bodies tangled, breathing heavy, the room reeking of sex.

      When I finally glanced toward the window, the silhouettes of Tyler and Morgan had vanished into the cold night.

      Daisy saw me looking and laughed softly, still glowing, cum glistening on her pussy as she rolled onto her back. "They watched the whole thing. Every filthy second.”

      “They did,” I nodded, then turned to the woman still impaled on my softening cock with my load leaking out of her. “Welcome to Far Bridge Rise."

      Claudia looked over at Tom with a wicked, satisfied smile. She got up, my cock sliding from her with a soft wet sound, and walked over to him, kissed him deeply. She must have tasted Daisy’s wetness on his lips.

      "We're definitely going to that country house party," she said, voice husky. "This is going to be so much fucking fun."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Bringing New People In

          

        

      

    

    
      An excerpt from The Husband's Guide to Wife Sharing

      Every community was new once. Every couple standing at the threshold of this life was, at some point, exactly where you were — curious, slightly terrified, and absolutely certain that everyone else knew something they didn't.

      They did. And now so do you.

      Which means the obligation, if you choose to accept it, runs forward.

      Inducting new couples into the lifestyle is not a recruitment exercise. It is not about numbers, or building a social circle, or the reflected status of being the experienced ones in the room. It is about recognition. You recognise something in them — the curiosity, the openness, the willingness to ask the uncomfortable question — because you remember seeing it in yourself. And you offer what you wish someone had offered you.

      Which is simply this: honesty, patience, and the absence of pressure.

      The new husband needs to understand that what he feels watching his wife with another man for the first time will not be what he expects. It will be more complicated, more layered, and ultimately more profound than the fantasy version he has been carrying. This is not a warning. It is simply the truth.

      The new wife needs to understand that desire is not disloyalty. That wanting another man does not diminish what she has at home. That the anklet, the agreement, the open door — these are not threats to the marriage. They are, when handled with care and complete transparency, among the most intimate things two people can build together.

      Bring them in slowly. Let them set the pace. Answer every question without making them feel foolish for asking it.

      And when they arrive on the other side of their first real experience — flushed, slightly stunned, reaching for each other's hand — you will remember why you opened the door in the first place.

      Because this life, shared properly, makes everything larger.
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            Reflections and Preparations

          

        

      

    

    
      The forecast for the country weekend was dry and cold, which Tyler described in his preparatory email as ideal conditions, without elaborating exactly how they were ideal, or what that even meant. Morgan had sent a separate, more detailed email covering the practical arrangements — arrival time, rooms, the layout of the house, parking, what to bring and what not to bring, and a brief, authoritative paragraph on house rules that managed to be both sensible and faintly thrilling. She'd signed it "Morgan, Neighbourhood Watch Social Committee," which made Daisy laugh.

      Daisy, Millie and Claudia had become increasingly friends since the couple of days when we’d had our foursome with Tom and his wife, and the dinner with Millie and Jamie. Daisy had invited them both for a coffee, just the three girls, introducing the two women properly. Since then, they’d had brunch one time, and today they’d left at ten in the morning in Daisy's car, heading into the city.

      Shopping, Daisy had said the night before, with a specificity that meant not groceries. Millie had texted at half nine—Daisy showed me the group chat—saying she'd been awake since seven, thinking about what to pack. Claudia had replied with three dress emojis.

      And so, it was only fair that we three male halves of the relationships should have some fun, too.

      Jamie had suggested The Three Feathers, a pub a ten-minute walk from where he and Millie lived, and it seemed as good an idea as any. Tom drove over and picked me up at midday, and we found Jamie in the low-ceilinged traditional English pub, already at a corner table with three pints lined up and his jacket over the back of the chair.

      "I ordered ahead," he said. "I hope you're all beer guys, and not wine drinkers or something."

      I did enjoy a good glass of wine, but beer was good, too. We settled into the creaky but comfy chairs. The pub was quiet for a lunchtime — a few couples, a group of older men near the bar with the entrenched look of 'regulars' who had been in those exact seats since the pub first opened. A rugby match was on the television in the corner with the sound turned down.

      Behind the bar, a young woman was restocking the spirits shelf with her back to us, reaching up on her toes for the high shelf, dark hair in a ponytail. She turned to set something on the bar, and I registered, belatedly, that she was extraordinarily pretty — Eastern Asian, mid-twenties, with large dark eyes and slim, attractive figure. She reminded me of a young Sariya.

      Then she saw me looking and stopped what she was doing, leaving the bar to come over.

      "More drinks?" she asked, leaning easily against Jamie's chair.

      "We're good for now, Mina," Jamie replied. "Thank you. These are my friends, Jordan and Tom."

      Her dark eyes took in the two of us. "Do you play pool?" She indicated with her eyes to the green-clothed table in the other corner of the room.

      "I love a game of pool," Tom nodded, his own eyes drifting up and down the barmaid's svelte figure.

      "But right now, we're just finalising our trip tomorrow," Jamie replied quickly.

      Mina raised her eyebrows, waiting for him to continue.

      "A weekend country house thing," he explained, "Me, Millie, these two, their wives and a bunch of other friends, too. Should be fun."

      "Sounds like it," Mina smiled, a knowing look on her face that made Jamie's cheeks turn pink.

      "She's a friend," he said simply, when she headed back to the bar to serve a waiting customer, a grumpy-looking regular. "We come in here a lot. She knows us… umm, quite well."

      Tom watched her go. "Does she know about⁠—"

      "She knows pretty much everything," Jamie nodded. "It's a long story." He picked up his pint. "One you'll enjoy hearing when I get around to telling you."

      Tom and I exchanged a look.

      "Ah," Tom grinned. "You get around a bit, don't you, Jamie?"

      "As I said, long story."

      The first pint went down nicely, over the usual male conversation of football, rugby, and a drizzling of politics. By the midpoint of the second—Tom switched to orange juice because he was driving—we were talking about the night of the foursome.

      "So you guys had fun?" Jamie asked me, with the directness of a man who'd been wanting to ask since I mentioned it the other day. "You and Claudia, and Daisy and Tom."

      "It was…" I looked at Tom. "Is this alright to talk about?"

      Tom waved his hand. "It's alright with me, if it's alright with you. I also fucked your wife, it wasn't just you with mine."

      I laughed. "Claudia was — " I thought about how to say it accurately. "Surprising, to say it was her first time doing a swap. I guess she knew what she wanted, and she went after it."

      Tom looked quietly proud, almost as if I'd complimented his partner on his cooking. Only it was her fucking, not her cooking, that we were discussing.

      "Claudia's a really sexual woman," he said. "She just always thought this kind of thing was the stuff of fantasies. She never thought she'd have the opportunity to explore it." A pause, his voice lowering. "She still wants more."

      "She'll get more," I said. "I've got a feeling this weekend is going to be wild. You haven't seen what the Neighbourhood Watch are like yet. When we went to Euphoria, things got crazy. Just all out fucking. All of them. Nothing is off the table."

      "I have to admit, I'm excited to watch her with some new guys," Tom said. "She wants to find someone with a really big cock. That'll be fun to watch, see if she can take it."

      Jamie laughed. "Millie wants to take on a big black guy. Maybe more than one."

      "Daisy wants to fuck her university supervisor," I shrugged. “Again, long story."

      "The women in our lives are terrifyingly organised," Jamie shook his head.

      “Which isn't a bad thing,” Tom added, and raised his glass. "To our terrifyingly organised wives."

      We drank to that.

      "Daisy," Jamie said, setting his glass down carefully. "I have to admit, she's—" He stopped.

      "You can say it," I said.

      He looked at me. "She's really fucking attractive, Jordan. I want to be straight with you about that. When she got in the Porsche—" He shook his head slightly. "It was everything I could do not to hit on her. She was flirting the whole time. I've been thinking about it since the café, if I'm being completely honest."

      "She thinks you're cute, too," I said. "She said those exact words."

      "Really?" His face lit up so obviously that I noticed the barmaid, Mina, glance our way, frowning at him.

      "Yes. And for what it's worth," I said, "I've been thinking about Millie since the café, too. Rather a lot." I reached into my pocket. "She texted me earlier this week, actually, and sent me the hottest photo. You know, right?"

      Tom looked up at the mention of a photo.

      "Yeah, I know about that," Jamie replied. “She said she wanted to tease you.”

      "Oh, she did that, all right. She said I was kind of hot." I found the photo on my phone. "And then she sent me this. When I said I'd have to talk to Daisy before we do anything, she said she'd clear it with Daisy herself." I turned the screen toward Jamie. "Is it alright if Tom⁠—"

      "Go ahead," Jamie said, leaning back with his pint.

      I turned the phone toward Tom.

      He looked at the screen for a long moment, at Millie's naked breasts and pussy.

      "Christ," he said, quietly. "She's really fucking hot."

      "I know, right?"

      "She just sent you this?" Tom asked.

      "Have you seen her Sinner Minnie blog?" I asked him. "It's quite the hot read."

      "Her… what?" Tom looked at Jamie. "Your wife does a blog?"

      "She does two," Millie's husband sighed. "She's a trad wife. Traditional wife. It's hard to explain, you need to take a look sometime. Anyway, one day, she had a wardrobe malfunction; her nipple was showing on one of her videos. And that's how it all started."

      From there, he explained, as briefly as possible, how he and Millie had got into the lifestyle. Tom listened, enraptured, until he got to the part where I'd found her blogs, connected the two, then got in touch with her.

      "And now we're here," Jamie finished explaining at the same time he finished his second pint, waving at Mina for another round. "With Millie sending nudes to my new friend."

      Tom took another look at her photo, then handed the phone back to me, shaking his head as he processed everything. "Millie really doesn't look like… you know. Like a hotwife. Her face, she's so pretty. She looks so innocent."

      "Nobody realises it from a photo of her face," Jamie agreed. "But that's rather the point of her. She's got these two sides of her."

      "Which is a turn on, I imagine?" Tom asked.

      "I never really thought of it like that," Jamie considered it. "But yes, I guess so."

      "Tom, are you saying that Daisy looks like a hotwife?" I asked, mock-seriously.

      "What? No, I didn't mean it like—" He turned, a look of alarm in his eyes, until he saw me smirking at him. "You asshole," he laughed. "I just feel like I'm miles behind you two. You've both done so much already. I had, like… a threesome and a couple swap, and that's about it. I have no idea what to expect from this weekend."

      "Surprises are sometimes the best thing," I replied, taking a sip of the fresh pint of beer that Mina placed in front of me. "Going into these things blind… not knowing what to expect, not overthinking it, can be a blessing."

      Mina finished setting down the other two drinks, collected the empties, and looked at Jamie with that quick, bright expression.

      "Going into what things blind?" she asked, looking at the three of us in turn, and when none of us answered right away, "You lot are trouble, aren't you?"

      "We're aspiring to be trouble," Tom replied, making me almost spit out my beer with laughter.

      “Hmm,” she arched an eyebrow at Jamie. "I’m off duty in a few minutes, tell Millie I said hello and I’m waiting for an invite for dinner sometime. And next time you organise one of these…" she wiggled her fingers in the air in front of her, “...country house, whatever it is, give me an invite please. I could do with some… fun you don’t need to overthink.”

      "I’m a great cook, if I do say so myself," I took another sip of the cool beer. “You’re welcome to come to mine if Millie and Jamie are too busy. My wife, Daisy, is just as… accommodating as Millie.”

      "Is she now?" Mina looked down at me, chewing her lip thoughtfully, the drinks tray in her hand. “That’s good to know.”

      The rugby match on the screen in the corner had just finished soundlessly, England beating Scotland with the last kick of the game, and outside the pub, the February afternoon was grey but mild, doing its own thing outside while we bonded over drinks and the shared experiences we’d been through. In less than twenty-four hours, we'd be in a country house somewhere ninety minutes south of here with our wives and a group of people we mostly hadn't met yet.

      Even though we’d all seen our partners with multiple other men now, knew how it felt, how exciting and yet still nerve-wracking it was, the particular feeling of all going into something new together, the three of us, newly made friends, was exciting and strangely comforting.

      I thought about the picture of Millie on my phone, tucked safely in my pocket again. God, I hoped I got the chance to fuck her. I picked up my pint and took a long pull from it.

      “I’ll bring Tom and Jordan again sometime soon,” Jamie promised the barmaid. “You can get to know them better. And their wives.”

      That raised my eyebrows, and Tom’s too. The pretty Mina nodded, gave us both another of those knowing smiles and headed back to the bar, empty glasses balanced on the tray in front of her.

      “You have an interesting circle of friends, Jamie,” I noted, Tom nodding in agreement.

      “Including you two gentlemen,” he grinned. And then we drank to that, too.
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      Tom dropped me home just after six, the sharp February air not doing much to clear the effects of the beer from my pleasantly fuzzy head, the conversation from the pub still turning over in my mind. The front door was unlocked.

      "I’m upstairs," Daisy called, hearing me come in.

      I found her in the bedroom, standing in front of the full-length mirror. She was wearing a dark white slip dress that hugged her body beautifully. The silk clung to her hips, dipped dangerously low at the back, and stopped mid-thigh, her smooth legs looking incredibly sexy below it. She turned as I came in, the fabric moving like liquid against her skin.

      "Well?" she asked. “What do you think?”

      "Well," I said, leaning against the doorframe. "That looks like it costs more than we can afford. It also looks fantastic."

      "I want to make a good impression." She smoothed the silk over her flat stomach. "I bought a black one with a longer skirt, not as nice as this one, but still nice."

      "I look forward to seeing them both,” I said, walking into the room, coming up behind her and kissing her lightly on the neck. “And are you planning on wearing anything underneath it?"

      "Funny you should ask." She smiled slowly, her dark eyes finding mine in the mirror. “Why don’t you unzip me?”

      I looked at the back of the dress and found a recessed zip, sliding it down smoothly. The red silk pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in a tiny two-piece lingerie set, a black lace demi-cup bra that pushed her breasts up and presented her nipples through sheer fabric, paired with a matching thong that was little more than a suggestion of a garment, the straps sitting high on her hips to accentuate the curve of her waist.

      It took me a second to find my voice.

      "Holy shit," I croaked, my throat suddenly dry.

      "Victoria’s Secret," she said, running her hands down her own sides. "Claudia loves sexy underwear. You should see what she's bought. She's nervous, obviously, but she's so ready for it. And Millie..." Daisy chuckled softly. "Millie bought something that is certainly not a traditional wife thing. And it’s not underwear."

      “What is it?” I asked, puzzled.

      “You’ll have to wait and see,” she teased, turning and examining herself in the mirror, before unclasping the bra, letting it fall to the floor, her pert breasts bare as she turned to look at me. “You smell of beer. Did you have a good time with the boys?”

      "It was fun," I said, leaning closer, kissing her neck, my cock hardening in my shorts. “Jamie talked about you.”

      "Oh?" She slid a hand into my trousers, felt my erection.

      "I told him you thought he’s cute. He says you’re hot."

      Daisy took hold of my cock, stroking it. "Does he?"

      "Yes. He said it was all he could do not to seduce you in the Porsche." I slid the thong down her hips, felt it fall to the floor. “I’m fairly sure he’s going to try to fuck you this weekend.”

      She undid my jeans so she could wank me off properly. "I hope so," she sighed as I found her pussy with one hand, slid my fingers into her wetness. “Millie wants you, too.”

      “Did she say that?”

      “Yes,” Daisy moaned as I put a second finger in,

      "Then I guess it’s settled."

      Daisy sank to her knees in front of me, taking me into her mouth with a sudden, wet urgency that made my head fall back. She didn’t start slow, she wrapped a hand around the base of my shaft and began to suck me with a rough, demanding rhythm, her tongue working the underside, her other hand gripping my thigh.

      I pulled her up after two minutes, unable to wait.

      “I’m going to document everything we do this weekend,” she gasped, as I backed her against the edge of the bed. She went willingly, falling back onto the mattress and spreading her legs wide, her wet pussy looking incredibly inviting. I undressed hastily, got between her legs and pushed into her with one long, driving thrust, and she cried out, her back arching off the bed, her nails instantly finding my shoulders.

      “You’re still maintaining that everything we’re doing is for educational purposes?” I asked, ramming into her a second time, harder than the first.

      “Yes,” she insisted. “It’s for my dissertation.”

      “Are you sure it’s not just because you love sex? Because you love being fucked? You love trying new cocks? New men?”

      “No,” she sighed. “It’s all… research.”

      “Sure it is.”

      I pinned her down to the bed with both hands and pounded her as hard and fast as I could, my cock covered in her juices as she moaned loudly.

      "Fuck. Yes. Like that. Don’t stop."

      I fucked her hard, without any of the slow buildup for foreplay we usually enjoyed, the anticipation of the country house retreat driving the pace. We didn't talk anymore. The room was just the sound of skin on skin and Daisy's ragged breathing, her legs locked around my waist, pulling me deeper. She came with a sharp, high moan, her whole body clenching around my cock in violent spasms, and I followed her over the edge a second later, emptying into her with a low groan.

      We lay there afterwards, breathing heavily in the quiet room, the white dress and the new underwear still pooled on the floor.

      "If the weekend is half as good as the warm-up," she murmured into my neck. “It’s going to be the best lesson this student could possibly hope for.”

      "I think you’re going to learn a lot, " I replied.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Weekend Retreat & Cultivating Connections

          

          Home and Heart

        

      

    

    
      A blog by DemureMillieGrace

      Hello, lovely readers!

      Sometimes, the absolute best way to tend to your marriage is to step completely out of your daily routine. This weekend, Mr Heart and I are packing our overnight bags for a beautiful country house getaway with a wonderful circle of new friends. It is so refreshing to finally find a community of like-minded couples who truly understand the value of hospitality and who are so wonderfully generous about sharing what they have.

      We have a magnificent dinner planned, followed by an overnight stay that promises plenty of special, relaxed time for Mr Heart and me to bond with the others. But I must confess, I have my own little itinerary! I’m especially looking forward to spending some one-on-one time with a new friend of ours. He’s a deeply dedicated 'Modern Husband' who takes incredible, hands-on pride in his household duties, much like a traditional wife.

      We recently bonded over his favourite lamb recipe, and this weekend, we’ve agreed to a proper, private exchange of our absolute favourite domestic tips and tricks. I know he has a few rigorous, deeply satisfying methods I’m just dying to experience for myself, and I have a few traditional, mouth-watering techniques of my own that I think he’ll thoroughly enjoy getting a taste of.

      There really is nothing quite like a large, welcoming gathering where everyone pitches in to satisfy each other's appetites. I just know it’s going to be an exhausting but deeply fulfilling couple of days. Have a blessed weekend, everyone! I know I certainly will.

      Yours in homemaking and hospitality,

      Millie Grace
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            The Secret Diners Society

          

        

      

    

    
      Barkridge Hall sat at the end of a long, tree-lined gravel drive that started with huge iron-wrought gates and finished at the red brick and stone mansion framed by winter-bare oaks. The kind of country house venue companies hired for team-building retreats and affluent couples picked for wedding weekends. Corinne and Paul had been there already, for a corporate thing, and kept up a steady commentary from the backseats as Daisy drove.

      “The spa’s good. The pool's warm. Beds are huge,” Corinne said, looking at the house coming into view.

      “It’s the perfect place for… bonding,” Paul added.

      Daisy laughed, a small, wicked sound. Her hand squeezed my thigh.

      Tyler’s car was already there, his dark saloon parked on the gravel. Morgan stepped out as we pulled in behind them, black coat, leather boots, notebook already in her hand. Tyler lifted a bag from the boot and looked pleased with himself as he appraised the huge house in front of us.

      One by one, the Rise arrived.

      Frank and Linda’s estate car, Frank hauling an oversized suitcase like he intended to move in. Linda was in a pale wool coat, hair perfect even in the cold, her face bright with an excitement she didn’t bother to hide.

      Claudia’s green coat caught the grey light, her black hair up, sunglasses despite the overcast sky. Tom looked relaxed, almost too relaxed, which for him meant he was slowly coming to terms with their new life.

      Kelly arrived with a man I didn't expect. I thought she'd bring Kelvin, but instead, Alex got out of the passenger side of her car. Kelly kissed Daisy’s cheek and said, “If you’re wondering where Kelvin is, he's working. So I thought I’d bring Alex as my plus one.” He shook my hand with warm, steady pressure, also looking at the venue.

      “Pretty impressive, huh?” I said, joining him in appraising Barkridge Hall.

      He nodded. “Looks like there’ll be plenty of rooms for us to explore.”

      Millie and Jamie came in the Porsche, its familiar growl meeting my ears before I saw it. Millie stepped out in a fitted navy coat, dark hair glossy, her brown eyes wide in anticipation. Jamie looked at the building with the same expression as Alex.

      Charlotte and Russell, Kendall and Alex’s brother, Jake, our best friends Spencer and Elia, who we’d been allowed to invite — the Rise’s familiar faces and friends, all looking slightly different out of context. This wasn’t Far Bridge Rise. We were out of our suburban comfort zone here. I had no idea what to expect.

      Inside, Barkridge Hall was warm and smelled of wood polish and those expensive air fresheners that send a different scene into each room. High ceilings, old portraits on the walls, a sweep of staircase up from the main hall. Francesca and Jack waited for us at the foot of it. The leaders—if that was the right word—of the other lifestyle community that we were meeting up with for this social event.

      Francesca looked in her mid-thirties, tall, with dark hair in an immaculate bob, a black jumpsuit that managed to look both practical and expensive. Jack stood a half-step behind her, taller, with broad shoulders, tidy beard, and a relaxed confidence that suggested he was used to meeting new people.

      “Welcome to Barkridge,” Francesca said, voice easy, accent with a London edge. “You must be the Neighbourhood Watch.”

      “That’s us,” Tyler said.

      “And that makes us the Secret Diners,” Jack added, turning to the rest of us. “We’ll tell you about that later.” I wasn’t sure if his smile said later meant after drinks, or after sex.

      We followed them through into a large drawing room. Sofas and armchairs were grouped in islands, and a long table was against the wall, already laid out with bottles and glasses. The mix of people made the room feel busy, but not too crowded.

      I started to pick out faces, looking for anyone I might know—always a worry—but I didn’t recognise any of them.

      Two black men stood by the fireplace, talking casually. Both were tall and athletic, with a presence that immediately drew my eye. Toney and Marlon, Jack introduced them, as we slowly circulated the room as a group. Their handshake was firm, their gazes direct, checking out Daisy and her long legs more than once.

      Chloe, blonde and pretty, with full curves poured into a soft pink dress, leaned on the arm of a man whose name I didn’t catch. She laughed at something Francesca said, head tipped back, her red lipstick bright. She looked like one of those pin-up girls from the 1950s.

      Near the far wall, was a man with a body you only get from serious gym hours. Ripped, lean, long lines under a tight grey t-shirt. Someone behind me murmured, “he’s a stripper”, and I instantly believed them. When he smiled, it was quick and surprisingly shy.

      Eddie, the photographer, was older. Fifties, maybe edging into sixties, neat grey hair, soft cardigan, camera already hanging around his neck. He watched the room with interest that wasn’t intrusive, fingers resting on the lens like he’d been born holding it.

      Introductions were brisk but careful. Francesca moved through them with Morgan-like efficiency, as Morgan did with us, the two women pairing people off for small talk, making sure nobody was left hovering.

      “There are drinks first,” Jack said. “Everything is complimentary, but please don’t abuse the venue’s hospitality and get blind drunk. We eat at six. Dinner is technically the ‘event’. Everything that happens before and after is up to you.”

      Daisy took a glass of red wine from the tray of a very cute young waitress with huge green eyes and dark hair, and then passed one to me. Her eyes were bright.

      “This is so exciting,” she said under her breath, and I couldn’t agree more. It was. It was also slightly nerve-wracking.

      Millie was talking to Francesca, Jamie beside her, his hand resting lightly on her back. Millie’s coat was off now, hung on a tall wooden stand in the corner, revealing a deep black dress that didn’t quite qualify as trad-wife modest, especially not with the slit at the thigh. She caught my eye across the room and held it for a second longer than needed.

      Claudia was by the drinks table, talking to Toney and Marlon. Tom hovered near, trying not to look like he was hovering. Claudia laughed at something Marlon said, her hand touching her hair. Her eyes flicked to Daisy and me, mouthing “this is crazy” as we walked past.

      Kelly and Alex drifted toward Eddie, Kelly already asking about his camera, an impressive-looking Sony with a huge, long lens. Charlotte and Russell found a sofa. Spencer and Elia circulated, looking confident because they were much more used to these sorts of parties than we were.

      The Secret Diners outnumbered us by a small number, and the room was busy now, but even so, the house felt full of potential more than people.

      It was Morgan that clinked her glass lightly this time, addressing the room again.

      “Welcome again, all of you,” she said. “Tonight is simple. We’re going to eat together. We’re going to talk, get to know one another, and maybe share some tips between groups for making our lifestyle communities successful. After that…” Her smile widened. “After that, I suspect you all know roughly what you came for.”

      Daisy slid her hand into mine. Her fingers were warm, her palm slightly sweaty.

      “I am not ready for this,” she murmured. “But it’s going to be fun.”

      “And useful for your masters?” I asked. “Are you going to be taking notes?”

      “When I get time,” she nodded. “Peter is going to be giddy with excitement when I tell him. I wonder how many more of these secret swinging groups exist around the country, with no one knowing?”

      “Who knows?” I looked around the room, at Millie and Jamie, at Claudia and Tom, Spencer and Elia and all our friends from Far Bridge Rise, mixing with a whole new group of people with their own experiences, at this strange collection of lives that had converged on this old country house for one late February weekend.

      “You know what?” I murmured. “You might say we’re not ready, but I think we are.”

      Daisy looked at me, pushing a lock of blonde hair out of her eyes.

      “Maybe you’re right,” she nodded. “We’re certainly going to find out.”

      A light lunch was served, silver trays of sandwiches placed on long dark oak tables, and the guests from Far Bridge Rise and the Secret Diners continued to get to know one another. Jackets came off. Glasses were refilled. Conversations spread out into smaller pockets, the room warming by degrees as people relaxed into each other. Corinne and Paul were now in conversation with Eddie, the photographer, while the blonde pin-up, Chloe and her husband were sitting close to Kendall and Jake, chatting pleasantly. Tom and Claudia had drifted a little apart from the main knot of people, standing by the open glass doors that led out onto the patio, talking to Francesca and Jack. It was typical that the most prominent couple in the new group should single out Claudia, probably the best-looking woman in the room apart from Daisy. My eyes searched the room for Millie and Jamie, finding them talking to the two black men, Toney and Marlon.

      I’d been standing on my own for a while, content to observe while Daisy circulated, spending some time talking to a few of the newcomers. She came back to my side with a fresh glass of wine and pressed her shoulder into mine.

      “I saw you watching,” she said.

      “Watching who?”

      “Watching me, seeing who I was talking to, then at Millie, then Claudia. Is jealousy creeping in?”

      I took a sip of wine, shrugging nonchalantly. I had felt a couple of mild pangs of jealousy when Daisy caught the attention of some of the men, especially the hunky stripper, and then again with Millie and the two black men who were clearly interested, but none of it was enough to trouble me. “I’m quite happy just watching you all have fun.”

      “If you say so.” She tipped her head slightly. “You look good tonight, by the way. Have none of the women come over to hit on you? Francesca is kind of hot, right? And the blonde woman with the big boobs.”

      “No. Maybe I’m coming across as unapproachable,” I laughed. “But thanks. You look amazing, too.”

      She smiled at that, and her hand slid down my back to my backside, opatting it gently. “I know.”

      We decided to explore the building and found a beautiful spa in the basement, with a small gym, jacuzzi, and everything else you'd expect. There was a gorgeous aromatic garden outside, which I imagined would be amazing in the summer, a heated swimming pool, tennis courts, a small cinema room and even a golf course attached to the Hall, not that I was into golf.

      After we finished our tour, we sat with Tyler and Morgan for a while to enjoy some soft drinks—we didn't want to get too drunk too early—it was approaching early evening and time for dinner. Francesca and Linda began organising the seating arrangements, and everyone was seated at one long table in the adjoining room.

      I was put next to Daisy, with a beautiful Indian woman called Diya on my right, who smelled beautiful, her exotic perfume filling the air around her. Millie was opposite and a few places down the table, with Jamie at one side and Toney on the other. She was animated as the handsome black man talked to her, their hands touching occasionally. Again, I felt a small knot of jealousy, but felt better when she glanced my way, offering me a warm smile. A few minutes later, she looked up at me again, holding my gaze, and I realised I was staring at her. I looked away, returning my attention to Daisy, hoping she hadn’t noticed. Daisy noticed, of course, she did.

      “You’re in trouble,” she murmured.

      “With who?”

      “With her,” she said, glancing down the table toward Millie. “The way you two keep looking at each other, poor Toney hasn’t got a chance. She wants your cock, I can tell.”

      I cleared my throat, caught off guard by her directness.

      “I’m just making sure our friends are all okay,” I insisted.

      “Yeah, right,” Daisy laughed. "Every time he touches her hand, you look like you want to climb over everyone to punch him.”

      I gave her a look. She continued to laugh quietly into her wine.

      Across from us, Tom was trying very hard to keep his attention on Claudia, but I caught him looking at the busty Diya next to me. Claudia didn't seem to mind. She was happily chatting with Alex, seated between her and Kendall. She looked relaxed now, her cheeks already flushed with wine and the warmth of the room. She glanced at Daisy once, then at me, and smiled as if to say this was all exactly as interesting as she’d hoped.

      The food was excellent. I expected something fancy, like from a five-star restaurant, but instead it was rich, country-house food, thick-cut chips, garden vegetables, and a choice of fish or pie, followed by an indulgent chocolate cake for dessert. More drinks flowed, the conversation widened, and now and then someone would say something that made the whole table laugh a little too long.

      I got to know Diya a little more. Her husband, Benny, was from Edinburgh. They met while he was travelling and fell in love overnight. That was fifteen years ago; he was her first, her one-and-only, and she’d found herself curious about other men. When Benny told her about the Secret Diners Society—introduced to him by Eddie, the photographer—she said she’d love to give it a try. Now, a year later, her ‘body count’ had risen from one to nineteen. She hinted—strongly—that she’d be happy to make me number twenty. I blushed and told her we would have to see where the next day or so led.

      Daisy was enjoying this, too. More than enjoying it. I could see it in the newly confident way she held herself, in the sparkle in her eyes whenever someone new leaned in to talk to my beautiful, radiant wife.

      I kept glancing over at Millie, and she kept glancing back. Jamie caught it too. His mouth twitched slightly, and when he looked at me, he gave the smallest shrug, like, yes, I know exactly what’s happening.

      After dinner, Francesca and Morgan stood, thanked everyone for behaving so well, which brought a ripple of laughter, and then suggested that people might want to split into smaller groups, depending on who they were interested in getting to know better.

      Daisy set her wine glass down and looked at me with the faintest lift of her eyebrow that meant: this is getting interesting now.

      But instead of doing as Morgan suggested, she leaned into me and whispered into my ear.

      “Want to get out of here for an hour, have some time alone before the festivities start?”

      That sounded like a great idea. We headed to the reception desk, manned by a pretty black girl with a thick African accent and a huge cleavage I wanted to dive right into, the wine and the occasion going to my head, making me hazy and horny. Daisy and I were given a brass key fob with our room number etched into it and headed upstairs. The corridor was quiet and thick-carpeted, every door adorned with shiny brass room numbers.

      Our room was large and warm, with a four-poster bed, a velvet chair by the window, and an enormous marble-tiled bathroom. Daisy shut the door behind us and leaned against it for a second, smiling.

      “Well," she said. "That was kind of weird, being in a room full of strangers who you know are all going to be having sex tonight."

      “Yeah. If you think about it like that.”

      She crossed to the bed, sat, and patted the mattress beside her. I went over and sat down, and she kissed me, long and lingering. Through the window, the grounds were darkening fast, the bare trees outside black against the last of the light.

      Daisy took off her shoes. “What do you want, Jordan?”

      “You,” I said, letting her hand move up her thigh, pushing up the hem of her skirt. She stopped me.

      “You can have me anytime.”

      “Now feels like a good time.” My cock was hard in my pants.

      She looked at me sideways. “We didn’t come here to just have sex with each other, Jordan. You’ve been staring at Millie all night.”

      “I’ve not been staring… I’ve been looking,” I admitted. “You know I like her. You like Jamie, too.”

      My phone buzzed, and I pulled it out of my pocket. It was a text from Millie. I rolled my eyes at the timing, then opened the message.

      Millie: What room are you in?

      Daisy read it over my shoulder, then grinned. “Well. That didn’t take long.”

      I replied with the room number, and a minute later, another message came through.

      Millie: We saw you slip away. Jamie and I are on our way. We just wanted to talk to you. Hope that’s okay.

      “She’s probably already outside the door,” Daisy said, already sounding entertained.  “Millie is… very direct, isn’t she?”

      “She’s efficient. Maybe it’s the Trad Wife thing.”

      “She’s horny. Maybe it’s the hotwife thing.”

      Almost immediately, there was a knock at the door.

      “Told you,” Daisy giggled in my ear, then pulled me down onto the bed for another long, passionate kiss. But before it turned into anything else, she got up and went to the door, letting our guests in.

      Jamie came in first, smiling that calm, easy smile of his, a glass of wine in each hand. Millie followed just behind him in her jet black dress that looked even better than it had downstairs. Her hair was down, her bag looped over one forearm, her patent-leather heels in one hand, a pink notepad in the other.

      Daisy noticed the pad immediately. “What have you got there?”

      Millie smiled. “My sexual to-do list.”

      That made me straighten.

      Jamie shut the door behind them and leaned back against it with a glass of his own. “She insisted on bringing it.”

      Daisy sat up a little straighter, suddenly interested. She gestured for Millie to sit next to her. “Sit down. Let’s see it.”

      Millie parked herself on the bed next to her and handed it over. I walked over to stand next to Jamie, by the dressing table, as Daisy opened the notepad, glanced down, then made a low, approving sound.

      “Oh, Millie. You are a naughty girl.”

      Jamie looked at me as the two women quietly started discussing the various items on Millie’s list. “How’s it going with you?”

      “It’s… interesting,” I said, understating it as men do. “Not what I expected, although I don’t know exactly what I did expect.”

      “I know what you mean.”

      Daisy was still reading. Her eyebrows rose very slightly, then she hit the more ambitious items, and they raised even higher. “This is very thorough.”

      “I know,” Millie said, sounding both proud and faintly embarrassed. She looked at me. “I’ve thought about it quite a lot.”

      “Clearly.” Daisy followed her gaze across the room to where I was standing. “Millie, why don’t you just fuck Jordan now? Get it out of the way. You clearly want each other.”

      Jamie took the chair by the window and sat down, one ankle resting on the other knee, as if he were happily settling in to watch.

      “No,” Millie and I said at the exact same moment. I saw sudden doubt in her eyes, and I quickly spoke again to explain.

      “I do want you,” I said, my voice tightening. It felt so weird saying this stuff so openly. “And Daisy wants Jamie. But we’ve done a couple of swaps in a bedroom before. I want us to have some fun while we’re here, but not now, not just…” I waved my hands around the room, “Not on a bed, in a bedroom. We could do that in our bedroom at home. Why don’t we see where the night takes us, downstairs somewhere?”

      Daisy crossed one leg over the other and looked at Millie with open curiosity. “We are in an amazing location,” she agreed. “What do you think? Do you want to do that? Or are some of the other… options down there… going to be too distracting?”

      Millie hesitated, then laughed softly at herself. “There are a couple of men downstairs who could tick off the big black cock item from my list. And just about all of the other boxes, too, if I’m being honest.” She glanced at Jamie.

      Jamie’s mouth twitched. “I’m happy to go with the flow,” he said. “We’re all here for a good time, to explore our sexual desires. I won’t say no to anything. I decided that before I came here.”

      Daisy nodded, completely serious now. “That’s a bold statement.”

      “Sometimes bold is how you have to be,” Millie said quietly. “I’ve learned that over the past few months.”

      The atmosphere had shifted between us, just a little. Not in any dramatic way. Just enough for the four of us to know that we were going to fuck. There was no stopping it now. The only question was where and when.

      Daisy leaned back on her hands and looked between Millie and Jamie.

      “I think tonight is going to be a whole lot of fun,” she said. “And don’t forget we have all day tomorrow, too. I wonder how many of those boxes you’re going to tick off, Sinner Minnie?”

      Millie smiled at that, and Jamie looked down for a second, then back up, like a man who had just heard something he very much hoped was true.

      Over the past several months, we've done some wild and crazy things. Things I'd fantasised about, but never really for a second imagined would actually ever happen, but when I looked at Daisy, and she looked back at me, in that look, there was a promise that tonight was going to be the hottest, craziest thing yet.
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      A sexual blog by Sinner Minnie

      I’ve just finished packing for a little “spa retreat” in the countryside, but I need to tell you that this is not going to be a relaxing weekend.

      Yes, there will be a beautiful old house. I’m told there will be fluffy robes, scented candles, and a dinner that would make any food critic purr. But if all goes to plan, this weekend won’t be remembered for any of that.

      There’s one particular cock I’ve had on my mind since the first day we met. He’s my new friend’s man, a solid, nice guy. A great homemaker, fantastic cook, some women might see him as the perfect husband. But he looks at me like he’s picturing me naked every time we’re together. So, of course, I sent him a nude to tease him. To let him know I want him. I want that cock. And I’m going to get it.

      Mr Stag is coming with me. Our agreement for the weekend is simple: I get to misbehave as much as I can handle, and he gets the show of his life. If that means kneeling on a treatment bench in the spa while I take cocks in my mouth until my mascara’s ruined, then sliding onto a lap and riding dick in front of my husband, so be it.

      If it means letting two very large, eager strangers use me in ways I’ve only ever written down in careful cursive with an empty tick-box beside them, so much the better. There are items on my to-do list that haven’t been touched yet. This weekend, I’d like to run out of ink, ticking them all off.

      I want to hear Mr Stag’s breathing change when he sees me stretched, filled, used, begging for more. I want him to lie awake afterwards, replaying every filthy second in his head and wanking off until his balls are drained like never before.

      One country house. One warm pool. One big bed.

      One little hotwife with a bucket list and far too many willing volunteers.

      Pray for my pussy, my dear followers. I’ll update you soon, after I’ve recovered.

      xxx Sinner Minnie
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      The four of us headed downstairs together a short while later, the charged conversation still hanging between us. Millie walked beside me, her arm occasionally brushing mine, while Jamie and Daisy made easy conversation a step or two ahead. The black dress clung to Millie’s slim curves as she moved, and every now and then I caught the faint scent of her perfume, something sweet and citrussy that made it hard to focus on anything else.

      Down in the main drawing room, the party had shifted noticeably. The earlier polite mingling had progressed to people sitting and talking much more deliberately. Empty glasses were scattered around, being quietly collected by a lone waiter who looked out of his depth, clearly aware of what he was in the middle of. Francesca stood near the centre of the room, tapping a spoon gently against her glass yet again to draw everyone’s attention. She looked completely at ease, dark hair gleaming under the low lights, her elegant black jumpsuit hugging her curves invitingly.

      “It’s game time,” she announced, her voice carrying easily across the room. “Nothing too complicated. There are two bowls on the table behind me, one for the ladies, one for the gentlemen. Each key has an empty room number. The men go up first, then the women follow. After that… well, you’re all adults. Everything must be consensual. No means no. And you don’t have to play if you don’t want to. The house is ours until tomorrow afternoon.”

      A murmur rippled through the room, part nerves, part excitement. Several couples exchanged glances straight away. I saw Claudia’s eyes light up as she looked at Tom, while Kelly was already grinning at Alex. Some of the Secret Diners looked instantly game, others more cautious, but no one backed out immediately.

      Daisy leaned in close to me, her breath warm against my ear. “This is like the infamous car key game. I thought it was an urban legend, but clearly not.”

      Millie glanced at us, her eyes sparkling with a mix of mischief and curiosity. “What do you think?” she asked softly, looking between Jamie, Daisy and me. “Shall we play?”

      Jamie slipped an arm around Millie’s waist. “I’m happy to go with whatever you want,” he said, his voice low. His eyes drifted to Daisy. “But what are the chances of us getting the same room key as the people we want?”

      Millie bit her lip, clearly thinking it over, then shook her head with a small, decisive smile. “Not the key game. Not tonight. I want something a little more… intentional.” She looked at Daisy, then at me. “Somewhere a bit more private. But not too private.”

      Daisy raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Not too private?”

      Millie’s cheeks flushed slightly, but her voice stayed steady, in that Sinner Minnie way of hers. “I’ve been thinking about what you told me the Neighbourhood Watch does. The watching part. Exhibitionism and voyeurism. I think… it might be interesting to do something where someone could watch. Where we know they might.”

      The words hung in the air between the four of us, thick with possibility.

      “You really want to do that?” Jamie looked at his wife with quiet pride and a hint of arousal.

      “I might never be in this situation again. I want to let go. Be Sinner Minnie truly, fully. I can go back to being Trad Wife Demure Millie Grace on Monday.” Millie met my eyes directly. “What do you think, Jordan?”

      Millie’s words hung in the charged air between the four of us, and Daisy’s eyes lit up with that familiar spark. All I could do was nod. Daisy’s hand found mine and squeezed, her thumb brushing over my knuckles. I felt that familiar rush of love, excitement, that deep ache of anticipation.

      “Somewhere more private,” Daisy repeated, “but not too private.” She glanced at Millie, then at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “I like that. Also, this is good research for me.”

      “We’ll consider whatever we do tonight as educating Daisy,” Millie giggled, and the rest of us laughed. Then the hotwife blogger bit her lip, clearly thinking it over, and shook her head with a small, decisive smile. “I don’t know where we want to take this, so let’s explore the house first. See what we can find.”

      The four of us slipped out of the main drawing room together, leaving the diminishing numbers of the party behind. The corridors of Barkridge Hall were quieter, mostly wooden-floored, with some featuring lush carpets, soft wall lights casting warm pools of gold along the dark wood panelling. We wandered without hurry, hands occasionally brushing, the anticipation building with every closed door we passed.

      We found a small library first, dark shelves, leather armchairs, and the faint smell of old books, but it felt too enclosed. Then a games room with a full-sized billiard table, which made Jamie raise an eyebrow at Millie, prompting a soft laugh.

      “You need to ask Millie about the pool table,” he asked, by way of explanation. I made a mental note to do so one day. For now, we kept moving, drawn by the faint pull of something more open, more exposed.

      It was Daisy who spotted the glass doors first. “Look,” she said, pointing down the short side corridor we were exploring on the south side of the house. “An orangery.”

      The long, elegant glass structure extended out from the main building like a crystal box. From the corridor, we could see inside, lush potted citrus trees and ferns, warm lantern light glowing against the glass walls. At the far end, a small raised area held two wide, cushioned daybeds with heavy throws draped over them. Above that was an even smaller balcony that led out to somewhere upstairs. The entire place was a fishbowl. The glass walls on three sides looked straight out onto the formal gardens, where the paths were dimly lit by low ground lamps. Anyone walking outside would have a perfect, unobstructed view.

      Millie stopped just inside the doors after we slipped through them, taking it all in. The air was warm and slightly humid in here, carrying the faint citrus scent of the trees.

      “Perfect,” she whispered, her voice soft but steady. “Don’t you think?”

      Daisy closed the glass doors behind us with a soft click. The four of us stood there for a moment, the weight of what we were about to do settling over us and suddenly making my heart race. There was that moment of anticipation, awkwardness and arousal, all mixed together. Then Millie turned to me.

      “Fuck it,” she murmured. Then she stepped close and kissed me.

      It wasn’t tentative. Her mouth was warm and eager, her hands sliding up my chest as our tongues met. I heard Daisy’s soft exhale beside us, and then Jamie was kissing her, the two of them already moving slowly toward one of the daybeds on the raised section.

      Millie pulled back just enough to look at me, her dark eyes bright with hunger. “I want you to fuck me right here,” she breathed against my lips. “I don’t care if anyone sees us.”

      We moved together toward the raised area at the far end of the orangery, the two wide daybeds bathed in the soft lantern light. I turned to Millie. My hands found the zipper at the back of her black dress and slowly drew it down. The fabric parted like a curtain, revealing smooth, pale skin and the delicate line of her spine. I pushed the dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it, standing before me in nothing but a tiny black lace thong and matching bra.

      She was even more beautiful than the photo she’d sent me.

      Her breasts were small but perfectly shaped, high and firm with soft pink nipples already stiff and poking through the gossamer-thin material. Her waist was narrow, flaring into gently curved hips, and her legs looked impossibly long and slender. The tiny thong barely covered anything, a neat, trimmed strip of dark hair visible through the lace, and the soft mound beneath it already showing a faint damp patch.

      “God, Millie…” I murmured, running my hands slowly down her sides, feeling the warmth of her skin. “You’re stunning.”

      She smiled, a little shy but clearly pleased. Behind me, I heard Daisy’s breathing growing heavier as she watched.

      Millie reached for me next, unbuttoning my shirt with steady fingers. Once it was off, she ran her palms over my chest, then dropped to her knees and worked my belt open. My cock sprang free, already hard, and she wrapped her warm hand around it, stroking slowly as she looked up at me, but my eyes went to my wife.

      Jamie had Daisy’s white dress up and over her head in one smooth motion, then took a moment to admire her white lingerie before unclasping her bra and tugging down her panties eagerly.

      My wife stood there completely naked except for the silver anklet, her long blonde hair spilling down her back, her modestly sized but firm breasts with their tight pink nipples on full display. Her shaved pussy was smooth and already glistening. Jamie looked at her with open hunger, his eyes sliding over her like he was memorising every curve.

      Watching another man see my wife like that — completely bare, offering herself to him — hit me with that familiar complicated rush: sharp jealousy mixed with deep pride and throbbing arousal. Daisy looked incredible.

      Millie’s hand stayed on my cock as she stood. “She’s beautiful,” she whispered.

      “She is,” I managed. Then, without a word, Millie turned to Daisy. The smaller woman looked up at her, almost shy for a second.

      “Have you ever kissed a girl?” Millie asked softly.

      Daisy didn’t answer with words. She simply leaned in and kissed her.

      It was soft at first, almost exploratory, then deeper, their tongues meeting as Daisy cupped Millie’s face. I stared, genuinely surprised. Jamie just chuckled quietly beside me, clearly not surprised at all.

      “She’s done that before,” he murmured to me. “With Mina. The barmaid from the pub. Remember her?”

      The sight of my wife kissing another woman sent a fresh surge of heat through me. We found our way onto the daybeds. Jamie pulled Daisy down onto one, spreading her legs wide and lowering his mouth to her shaved pussy without hesitation. Daisy gasped, her back arching as his tongue found her clit, her eyes finding mine for a moment before closing in pleasure. At the same time, Millie pushed me back onto the other daybed and took my cock into her warm, eager mouth, sucking me with slow, wet strokes while watching her husband lick my wife.

      It was happening. Millie looked so gorgeous with her lips wrapping around my shaft. The four of us were completely entangled, but we were also watching each other. Jamie’s mouth worked Daisy’s pussy, her hips rolling gently, her firm breasts rising and falling with each breath, soft moans escaping her lips. Jamie’s cock was only average in length, but it was very hard, thick, and heavily veined as it bobbed between his legs.

      Millie was so good at sucking cock, easily bringing me to full hardness, but then pulled off, and looked over at Daisy, her eyes dark with lust.

      “I want to try licking her,” she said, almost reverently.

      Daisy’s eyes widened, a flicker of nervousness crossing her face.

      I stroked Millie’s hair gently. “I’d love to see that,” I said honestly.

      Daisy hesitated for only a second, then gave a breathless little laugh. “In for a penny…” she murmured, spreading her legs wider in invitation as Jamie moved aside.

      Millie moved between Daisy’s thighs like she’d done this a hundred times before. The moment her tongue touched my wife’s smooth, wet pussy, Daisy moaned loudly, her hand flying to Millie’s dark hair. At the same time, Jamie moved up and fed his thick, veiny cock into Daisy’s mouth. She sucked him eagerly, her cheeks hollowing as Millie licked her with long, hungry strokes.

      I watched, mesmerised, my own cock throbbing in the cool air. This was amongst the hottest things I’d ever seen.

      Jamie looked over at me, breathing hard. “I want to see you fuck her,” he said, nodding toward Millie, who had her soft, round ass in the air while eagerly licking my wife. “From behind. While she makes Daisy cum.”

      I didn’t need telling twice.

      I moved behind Millie, gripped her slim hips, and pushed into her tight, soaking pussy in one smooth thrust. She was tight and hot, and I felt her pussy walls clench around me in pleasure. She moaned into Daisy’s cunt as I started fucking her, deep and steady. Millie kept licking, her tongue working my wife’s clit while I took her from behind, the wet sounds of sex filling the warm glass room.

      Daisy’s moans grew louder around Jamie’s cock. Her hips started bucking against Millie’s face. She was getting close.

      Then we all became aware of movement outside.

      Several figures—silhouettes in the dark—had stopped on the garden path just beyond the glass. We couldn’t make out who they were in the dim light, but they were clearly watching, standing still, facing the orangery, enjoying the show we were putting on.

      “Someone’s watching,” I told Millie, my voice rough as I kept thrusting into her from behind.

      The words made her moan loudly into Daisy’s pussy, the vibration clearly pushing my wife closer to the edge. Millie didn’t stop licking for a second — if anything, she licked harder, more greedily, her tongue flicking over Daisy’s swollen clit while I fucked her with long, steady strokes.

      Daisy came first.

      Her back arched sharply off the daybed, a loud, broken cry spilling from her lips as her thighs clamped around Millie’s head. Her whole body shuddered hard, hips bucking against Millie’s mouth as the orgasm tore through her. I watched her face — eyes squeezed shut, mouth open, that perfect expression of total surrender I loved so much.

      Millie finally pulled back, her lips and chin shiny with Daisy’s juices, and looked up at me with dark, hungry eyes.

      “On your back,” I told her.

      She obeyed instantly, lying back on the other daybed and spreading her slim legs for me. I moved over her, kissing her deeply as I pushed back inside her tight, soaking pussy. She wrapped her legs around my waist and moaned into my mouth as I started fucking her properly, deep and rhythmic.

      I glanced across at the other daybed.

      Jamie was on top of my Daisy now, his hips moving in a steady, controlled rhythm. His average but very hard, heavily veined cock looked thick as it plunged in and out of my wife’s shaved pussy, the glistening shaft stretching her pink lips on every thrust, her juices coating him visibly. Daisy’s legs were wrapped high around his back, her firm breasts bouncing with each impact. The sight was hypnotic, another man’s cock disappearing into my wife again and again, her body responding so eagerly to him.

      Millie noticed me watching and clenched around me. “You like seeing that?” she whispered.

      “Fuck yes,” I breathed, driving deeper into her.

      We kept going like that for a while, me fucking Millie while staring at Jamie fucking Daisy, the two women moaning and gasping, lost in it. The visual contrast was incredible. Jamie’s thicker, veined cock stretching my blonde, shaved Daisy open, my own cock sliding in and out of brunette Millie’s tight, lightly-haired pussy.

      Then we became aware of more movement.

      On the small balcony above us, overlooking the orangery, several figures had appeared. Toney and Eddie, the photographer, were standing at the railing, watching openly. Eddie didn’t have his camera, which I was grateful for. A moment later, Tyler and Francesca joined them, leaning casually against the wrought-iron balustrade like they were enjoying a show. I had no idea where Morgan and Jack were, but I could take a guess.

      Daisy noticed them too. Her eyes fluttered open and she moaned louder, clearly loving the audience.

      “I’m close again,” she gasped. “I want to cum for them. I want them to see.”

      Millie looked up at me, then across at her husband. “Jamie, come here,” she said, her voice husky. “Both of you. I want to suck two cocks at once.”

      Jamie pulled out of Daisy and moved over. I pulled out of Millie and joined him. She sat up on the edge of the daybed, looking up at us with hungry eyes. She took both of our cocks in her small hands, mine longer and thicker, Jamie’s shorter but very hard and veiny, and brought the heads together.

      Millie managed to get both cockheads into her mouth at the same time, stretching her lips wide. It felt incredibly strange and filthy, the sensitive heads of our cocks rubbing together inside her warm, wet mouth. She sucked and licked at both of us as best she could, moaning around us, her tongue swirling.

      At the same time, Daisy spread her legs wide on the other daybed, completely open to the watchers on the balcony and outside. Her fingers found her clit and she started rubbing herself frantically, eyes locked on the silhouettes above us.

      “I’m going to cum,” she moaned. “Watch me…”

      Her body tensed, then shook hard as another powerful orgasm hit her. She cried out, thighs trembling, her shaved pussy visibly pulsing as she came for the audience.

      That was it for me.

      Jamie and I pulled back at almost the same moment. Millie tilted her head back, mouth open, tongue out, looking up at us with pure lust. We stroked ourselves furiously over her pretty face and small, perfect tits.

      I came first, thick spurts of cum splashing across her cheek and lips. Jamie followed right after, groaning as he painted her other cheek and those small but perfect tits. Millie moaned happily, rubbing our mixed cum into her skin with her fingers, looking thoroughly used and completely satisfied.

      We all collapsed in a sweaty, exhausted heap on the daybeds, breathing hard, bodies tangled. The air in the orangery felt thick with the smell of sex: sweat, cum, and the musk of pussy juices. For a long minute, none of us spoke. Just heavy breathing and the occasional soft moan as someone rolled over.

      The silhouettes on the garden path eventually drifted away into the darkness. Up on the balcony, most of the watchers did the same. But two figures remained a moment longer before disappearing from view, Eddie and Toney.

      A short while later, the glass door to the orangery opened, and they joined us.

      Eddie stepped in first, now with the camera hanging around his neck, followed by Toney. Both men looked relaxed, appreciative, and not at all embarrassed about what they’d just witnessed.

      “Beautiful work,” Eddie said, his voice warm and professional. He looked at both women, Daisy still flushed and glistening, Millie with streaks of our cum drying on her face and breasts. “I hope I’m not intruding. I just wanted to say… you two are stunning. Both of you. If either of you would ever consider posing for me, nude, of course, maybe even some tasteful sex shoots, I’d love to work with you. I’m very discreet.”

      Daisy gave a breathless little laugh. “I’m… not sure. Maybe one day.”

      Millie, still catching her breath, wiped a streak of cum from her cheek. “Same. I’ll think about it.”

      Eddie smiled, pulled two business cards from his wallet, and handed one to each of them. “No pressure at all. Just keep me in mind.” He gave a polite nod and slipped back out.

      Toney stayed a moment longer, his tall, muscular frame filling the doorway. His eyes moved slowly over Millie and Daisy with clear hunger.

      “Does either of you ladies feel like coming to my room later?” he asked, voice deep and smooth. “Once you’ve caught your breath, of course.”

      Millie didn’t even hesitate. “Yes,” she said, sitting up a little straighter. “I’d like that.”

      Jamie, lying beside Daisy, let out a low, aroused sound. “I want to watch her get fucked by a nice big black cock,” he said honestly. “So, yeah.”

      Toney grinned. “I’ve got one of those. So does my friend Marlon.”

      Millie’s eyes sparkled with filthy excitement. “The more the merrier. I want to go home tomorrow thoroughly fucked and sore.”

      Toney gave her his room number, told her to text when she was ready, and left with a satisfied nod. Once the door closed behind him, Daisy turned to Millie, still flushed. “You’re really going to do it?”

      Millie smiled, wiping more cum from her skin. “Yes. I’ve got that to-do list to complete.” She looked at Jamie, who was watching her with open lust. “And he can’t wait to watch.”

      We cleaned up as best we could with some tissues and the throws on the daybeds, then got dressed. The four of us walked back to the main area together, still buzzing, skin warm and bodies pleasantly sore.

      Daisy took my hand as soon as we were back in the main house. “We’re going to head up to our room,” she told the others with a sweet smile. “I need my husband to reclaim me.”

      Millie gave her a knowing look. “Enjoy every second. See you at breakfast.”

      We made our excuses to a few people downstairs, including Francesca and Tyler, who confirmed my suspicions that their partners were fucking in one of the rooms, then slipped away upstairs.

      The moment our bedroom door closed behind us, Daisy pushed me against it and kissed me hard.

      “I want you,” she whispered against my mouth. “Right now.”

      And she got what she wanted. Despite me having emptied my balls only thirty minutes or so ago, my cock got instantly hard, fuelled by what we’d just done in the orangery. We fucked like rabbits, still half-dressed, Millie’s dress pushed up around her waist, my trousers around my ankles.

      Fifteen minutes later, we were lying on the bed, now completely spent, when a knock came at the door.

      Daisy got up to answer it and opened the door totally naked, any inhibitions completely lost. Jake and Alex, the two brothers and professional bulls stood there, staring at her body. The incredibly pretty Kendall was behind them, wearing only a thin silk nightgown, her eyes looking past Daisy, finding me lying on the bed, my breath barely slowed to normal.

      “We wondered if you’d like some company for a while,” Alex asked.

      Daisy looked over her shoulder at me, and I nodded.

      “Why not?” she giggled. “The night is still young.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Final Personal Research Notes

          

          Daisy M. Hoyland, February 2026

        

      

    

    
      Last night was, without question, the most raunchy, debauched, and gloriously filthy thing I have ever done in my life.

      And I loved every single second of it.

      I let another woman — Millie, sweet, curious, trad-wife-on-the-outside Sinner Minnie — lick my pussy until I came on her tongue. I watched my husband fuck her while another man (Jamie, average cock but excellent technique) fucked me. I spread my legs and masturbated to a very public orgasm while strangers watched me. And then, later in the night, I let two very well-endowed, very athletic, young, professional bulls spitroast me several times through the night. They took turns in every hole, came deep in my pussy, my ass, my throat, and painted my face and tits night until morning while Jordan fucked the beautiful young Kendall right beside me on the same bed.

      I have never felt so used, so desired, or so completely alive.

      The academic in me was making these notes the whole time. The architecture of shared pleasure is not just about the acts themselves; it’s about the emotional container that makes the acts possible. The trust between Jordan and me has never felt stronger. The compersion I felt watching him enjoy Kendall was real and powerful. And the way Millie and I explored each other… there’s something profound there about women supporting each other's sexual awakening within this lifestyle.

      Today I need to find out more about how the Secret Diners Society actually operates. They’re clearly even more organised than the Neighbourhood Watch. I think I’ll try to have a proper conversation with Chloe, the pretty blonde who seems warm and friendly and one of the newer members. She might be a good person to talk to.

      And then I really must finish this presentation and send it to Peter.

      (Who I am still very much determined to fuck. Soon.)

      — Daisy
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            Living It

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun was shining on the university grounds the day Daisy graduated with her master’s degree, which felt only right. She looked radiant in her cap and gown, the black robes flowing around her, mortarboard perched perfectly on her golden hair. I couldn’t stop staring at her. My wife. My hotwife. Now officially Daisy M. Hoyland, MA.

      Her family had turned up in full, dysfunctional force.

      Her father, Mark, stood a little apart from everyone else, hands in his pockets, watching his ex-wife Diane with the same quiet, complicated hunger he’d never quite managed to shake. Diane was radiant in a fitted red dress, laughing with her latest lover, another new one, a tall, silver-haired, dark-skinned man called Sebastian, who kept a possessive hand on her waist. My brother-in-law, Will, stood beside me, looking slightly shell-shocked by the whole scene, as he always did. He knew about his parents’ arrangement. He now knew about ours, too, from Elia, much to Daisy’s lingering shame.

      Kelvin was there as well, of course. Diane’s long-term on-and-off lover had somehow become part of the extended family circus. He caught my eye across the courtyard and gave me a small, knowing nod. We both remembered Euphoria, where he fucked my wife while I watched.

      Millie and Jamie stood with us, now firm friends and semi-regular lovers, much like Spencer and Elia, who had joined me for the ceremony too, the group of us watching proudly as she’d collected her scroll on stage from the chancellor. Millie looked every inch the proud trad wife in a modest cream dress, but the sparkle in her eye when she looked at Daisy told a different story. Jamie shook my hand warmly as we gathered afterwards.

      “We’re all so proud of her,” he said. We had a loose end to tie up before we left the university grounds. “We’ll see you at The Three Feathers later for proper drinks.”

      Spencer clapped me on the back as he and Elia said their goodbyes for now. “Don’t keep her too long, mate. We’ve got celebrating to do.”

      “We’ll only be an hour or two,” I promised them. Daisy hugged them all, her scroll in hand, glowing with happiness, then took my hand and pulled me away from the group as the crowd began to disperse.

      “Come on,” she said softly. “Let’s do this.”

      I didn’t know exactly what she’d got planned, but I had a good idea as I followed her, her fingers laced tightly through mine as we slipped back into the grand university building. The corridors were quieter now, only a few students and staff milling around, most of the ceremonies finished, the air inside carrying that faint scent of polished wood and old stone.

      We walked in silence for a minute or two until she stopped outside a heavy oak door, the sign on it informing me that this was Peter Patterson’s office.

      Daisy turned to me, cheeks slightly flushed, eyes bright with a mix of nerves and long-held determination.

      “I told him I’d come by after the ceremony,” she said quietly. “Just the two of us. But I’ve decided I want you there too.”

      I swallowed, heart already beating faster. “You’re really going to do it?”

      She nodded, biting her lip. “I’ve been patient long enough. He made me wait until after I finished the degree. He’s been Mr Goddamn Professional since I made that damn deal with him. It’s been driving me mad. Especially after he watched me almost get fucked by Spencer… and then actually watched me, and through the phone camera that night. He’s seen so much already. Now it’s time for me to get what I want.”

      She reached up and straightened my tie, then kissed me softly, almost reassuringly, waiting for me to say something.

      “Don’t you want the same?” she whispered.

      I kissed her back, deeper this time, tasting the months of frustrated anticipation on her tongue.

      “Of course.”

      Daisy turned the handle and pushed the door open.

      Peter’s office was empty.

      The room was exactly as I’d pictured it to be, bookshelves crammed with academic texts, a large wooden desk covered in neatly organised papers, and the faint scent of coffee and paper. But there was no Peter Patterson. Instead, on the centre of the desk sat a single handwritten note, placed prominently where it couldn’t be missed.

      Meet me at the car park. You know where it is.

      Daisy turned it over. On the back: And congratulations.

      She stared at it for a second, then let out a bright, surprised giggle.

      “Well,” she said, shaking her head in amusement. “This wasn’t what I expected.”

      She picked up the note, folded it carefully, and slipped it into the pocket of her gown. Her eyes were sparkling with a mix of nerves and delight.

      “Come on,” she said, taking my hand again. “You remember where it is, right?”

      I did. The isolated car park Spencer and Elia had taken us to months ago, that cold, snowy night in early winter. It felt like another lifetime.

      We slipped out of the building, said quick goodbyes to a few students who tried to stop us to talk, with vague excuses about “one last thing to sort out,” and headed to our car. As soon as we were driving, Daisy pulled out her phone and started texting Peter. I had to check Google Maps twice to make sure I remembered the route correctly; the place was deliberately off the beaten path.

      By the time we arrived at the secluded, tree-lined car park, the late-afternoon sun was warm and golden, a far cry from the freezing darkness of our last visit. The car park was almost empty. Only one car sat waiting near the far edge under the trees, Peter's brand new white saloon.

      He saw us pull in and raised a hand in greeting from the driver’s seat. A moment later, Daisy’s phone buzzed with a text.

      Make out first. Then I’ll come over and watch. Let’s finish what we started last time.

      Daisy read the message and let out a soft, excited laugh. “He’s such a tease.” She looked me in the eyes, a wide smile on her face. “I think he wants you to roleplay being Spencer.”

      We got out, but only to climb into the backseat of our own car. The moment the doors closed, I pulled her into a deep kiss. Daisy moaned softly against my mouth as I reached up and tugged the cap and hooded gown off her shoulders, tossing them into the front seat. My hands moved to her blouse, unbuttoning it quickly and pulling her tits free from her bra. They spilled out, full and soft, nipples already stiff in the warm air.

      I pushed her skirt up around her waist, slid her knickers to the side, and pushed two fingers into her soaked pussy. She was dripping wet. Daisy gasped, her hand fumbling at my trousers until she freed my hard cock. She leaned down immediately and took me into her mouth, sucking me with wet, eager strokes while I fingered her.

      Through the window, I saw Peter get out of his car. He walked slowly toward us, eyes fixed on the scene in our backseat, watching my fingers plunge in and out of his former student’s cunt while she bobbed on my cock when he got close.

      Peter stood just outside the window, watching intently as Daisy sucked me with long, wet movements as I pushed her hair out of the way so he could see. She pulled off for a second, breathing hard, then reached down, hooked her panties off completely, and wound the window down. She handed the damp lacy garment to him without a word.

      Peter took them, brought the soaked fabric to his nose, and inhaled deeply. A low groan escaped him. He unzipped his trousers and pulled out his big, thick cock—the one Daisy had fantasised about for so long—and started stroking it slowly while staring at us.

      I reached down and opened Daisy’s legs wider, spreading her shaved pussy so Peter had a perfect view. Her lips were swollen and glistening, visibly dripping. He stroked himself faster, eyes locked on her cunt.

      Daisy moaned around my cock, clearly loving the attention, then after a few minutes, she pulled off me with a wet sound, wiped her lips and looked back at Peter.

      “Get in,” she told me breathlessly. “You get out, Jordan. Your turn to watch. Peter… get in here and fuck me.”

      I climbed out of the car, my heart thudding in my chest. Peter didn’t hesitate. He pushed past me, slid into the backseat, and Daisy immediately pushed him down, straddling him. She took his thick cock in her hand, rubbed it against her soaked entrance, and sank down onto him with a long, shuddering moan. She looked so good stretched out around him.

      “Oh fuck… yes,” my wife gasped, starting to ride him. Peter groaned, hands grabbing her hips as she worked herself up and down his shaft. He leaned forward and sucked one of her tits into his mouth, tonguing her stiff nipple while she rode him harder.

      I stood outside, cock in hand, watching my wife fuck her former university supervisor in the backseat of our car in broad daylight. It was surreal and incredibly hot.

      Two more cars pulled into the car park, making me jump with alarm.

      “Daisy,” I hissed through the window. “There are other cars.”

      “And?” Daisy groaned. “Let them watch.”

      Two men, strangers in their thirties or forties, got out and walked over, clearly drawn by the sight. They stood near the windows on either side of the car, pulling their cocks out and wanking as they watched Daisy bouncing on Peter’s dick.

      “Fucking hell, look at her go,” one of them muttered. “What a dirty little slut.”

      The other laughed. “Ride that cock, darling. Show us how much you love it.”

      I stood there with them, the surreality of this situation hitting me again. Then realised that this was dogging was. They had no idea I was watching my wife. So, I continued wanking my own cock as if I were just another stranger watching someone else’s wife get fucked. Daisy looked over at us, eyes glazed with lust, clearly loving the audience.

      Peter suddenly gripped her hips tighter. “I need to fuck you properly,” he growled.

      He pulled out, got her out of the car on the opposite side to me, pushing past the second watcher, and bent her over the bonnet. Daisy braced herself, legs spread, blouse hanging off her shoulders, her breasts hanging out of her bra, her skirt wrapped around her waist. Peter pushed back into her shaved pussy from behind in one hard thrust, making her cry out. He started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes, her tits swinging against the warm metal of the car.

      One of the strangers moved closer. Daisy turned her head, opened her mouth, and before I could even think about objecting, she took his small but girthy cock between her lips, sucking him greedily while Peter railed her. The second stranger kept wanking, talking filthy encouragement from where he stood, just a yard away.

      “Good girl,” he murmured. “Take those cocks.”

      Then Daisy came hard, moaning around the stranger’s cock, her body shaking as Peter fucked her through it. The man in her mouth groaned and unloaded in her mouth. She spat it onto the floor, some dribbling down her chin, grinning up at him as he backed away, tucking himself away with a satisfied smile on his face. The second stranger stepped forward, his average-sized cock in hand, and came across the bonnet of the car with a grunt.

      I couldn’t hold back any longer. I moved in front of her, and Daisy took me into her mouth immediately, sucking me desperately while Peter kept pounding her from behind.

      Peter thrust deep one last time and came hard inside her, groaning as he filled her pussy. That pushed me over the edge. I pulled out at the last second and came across her face in thick spurts.

      Daisy stayed bent over the bonnet for a moment, breathing hard, cum leaking from her pussy onto the dusty floor, and dripping down her chin, looking thoroughly used and completely satisfied. It had all happened so fast that I could scarcely believe what we’d just done.

      The two strangers eventually zipped up, gave us a couple of appreciative nods from their cars, and drove off, leaving the car park quiet once more. Daisy stood up slowly from the bonnet, cum still glistening on her face and thighs. She looked thoroughly debauched, and yet radiant at the same time.

      She reached into the front seat, retrieved her phone, cap and gown, and slipped them back on over her dishevelled clothes. Then, with a wicked little smile, she hopped back onto the bonnet, leaned back on her hands, and spread her legs wide and obscenely. Her skirt rode up, her blouse hung open, her tits were fully out, and her freshly fucked pussy, red, swollen, and leaking Peter’s cum, was completely on display in the late afternoon sunlight.

      “Take a picture, Sir,” she said playfully, adjusting her mortarboard to a quirky angle, then handing him her phone. “For the memories.”

      Peter didn’t hesitate. He raised her phone and snapped several shots, his eyes drinking her in. “You look… glorious,” he said, passing her the device one he’d finished.

      Daisy tilted her head, her blonde hair falling over her shoulder. “Are you proud of me?”

      “Of course I am,” he replied, voice thick. “You’ve always been exceptional.”

      She grinned. “And am I your best ever student?”

      Peter let out a low chuckle, shaking his head in disbelief. “Daisy… I’ve never had a student pass with such high grades… and gain so much hands-on experience in her chosen field of study.”

      Daisy laughed brightly, the sound pure and joyful. She hopped off the bonnet, straightened her gown, buttoned her blouse, and smoothed her skirt down as best she could. Then she walked over to Peter, kissed him softly on the cheek, and said, “Come meet my family and friends at The Three Feathers. Celebratory drinks. You’re invited.”

      Peter smiled, a little dazed. “I’d be honoured.”

      We got back into our car. Peter climbed into his white saloon. As we pulled out of the car park, her professor following us, Daisy reached over and squeezed my thigh, still glowing.

      “Well, that was more fun than my bachelor’s graduation,” she murmured, leaning her head against the seat with a satisfied sigh.

      I looked at her — my beautiful, brilliant, insatiable wife — and couldn’t help but laugh.

      “Something tells you’re thinking of going for your PhD.”

      “Don’t rule it out,” she replied with a grin.

      As we drove toward the pub, the late afternoon sun painting the road ahead in gold, I realised the truth of it. We weren’t just writing a dissertation on the hotwife life anymore.

      We were living it.
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      Thank you.

      From the bottom of my heart, thank you for reading all the way to the end of this series.

      This is the end of Jordan’s journey, just as Book 3 of The Hotwife Diaries marked the conclusion of Jamie’s story. Both men have grown, struggled, loved, watched, and ultimately found deep satisfaction in supporting the sexual awakening of the women they adore. Their arcs are complete.

      But it is not the end of Daisy and Millie. Nor is it the last we’ll see of their supportive (and very horny) husbands.

      Before we get there, however, there’s one not-to-be-ignored feature project starting very soon — a hotwife story unlike any other: X/O (Hotwives Have Never Been So Super) Book 1.

      Then, in my next major series — How My Pin Up Wife Became A Hotwife — we’ll meet a brand new, beautiful, and wonderfully innocent wife in the shape of Chloe, the stunning blonde pin-up we briefly met at Barkridge Hall. Book One, Bombshell, coming in August, begins her transformation.

      And yes… you didn’t really think I’d introduce the Secret Diners Society and then just leave their origins unexplored, did you?

      The fun is only just beginning.

      Thank you again for your incredible support. I hope you’ve enjoyed every filthy, emotional, and heartfelt moment.

      Until next time we meet (in X/O),

      Paul Garland
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